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Meet the officers:
I am a senior at Liberty High School, and have a variety of 
motives guiding my work. The piece that influenced me the 
most was “Eragon,” by Christopher Paolini. It showed me that 
no matter how you are, you can always write. Beyond that, I 
am mostly inspired by a desire to explore the often unnoticed 
symbols that surround us in our day-to-day life.

From writing to editing, I seemingly 
always find myself surrounded by 

writing, and I have grown to develop 
a love-hate relationship with it. When 

I’m not running around, editing the 
newspaper and yearbook, I like to 

spend time writing poems, reading 
novels of all genres and re-watching 

“Pulp Fiction” and “Fear And 
Loathing In Las Vegas.” I find the 

creativity in my peers to be the muse 
for my own personal imaginativeness, 

because I believe that when creative 
minds come together, beautiful 

things can be made. I aspire to one 
day explore the world to educate and 

inspire others through my writing 
as a journalist for the National 

Geographic.

Greetings, mortals! My name is The 
Mighty Gonzo—whoops, I mean Everett 
Moore and I am a freelance screenwriter 
and occasional gonzo “journalist.” I am 
extremely influenced by two personal 
heroes of mine: Dr. Hunter S. Thompson 
and Charlie Kaufman. I am currently 
writing my own TV series and I have 
written a screenplay, a stageplay, multiple 
sketches, a pilot for a web-series and 
every so often I’ll accidentally crank out 
a gonzo article or two and we’ll put that 
up for display. I typically try not t stray 
too far from the “humor” category and 
hopefully one day I’ll get good at it.

I am a senior this year at Liberty 
High School. I was inspired 

at an early age by authors 
such as Cornelia Funke and 

J.R.R. Tolkein, and have been 
inspired lately to write with the 

encouragement of my friends 
along with young published 

author Joseph Hughes. I am most 
fascinated by the ability of words 

to paint pictures in the mind of 
readers and to transport readers to 

new worlds entirely, and hope to 
hone my skill of tickling the eyes 

as well as the mind through my 
own writing.
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That Man Over Me holds firmly my 
arm,
That dark frown of his reproving my 
tone.
His eyes glare at me. What I see is 
stone.
Not a bit of him can I say I find warm,
That Man Over Me, sad face without 
charm.
He knows I wish to see him over-
thrown
When he grabs my shoulder, crushing 
my bone,
That Man Over Me, who desires my 
harm.

My own eyes glare upon his with out-
rage.
Fury drives me. I crush his fists in 
mine.
Sweat pouring, I rebel against the cage,
Fighting That Man whose fate and 
mine entwine.
The mirror shatters. Gone, my face, my 
age,
My crushed hands, my pulped bones. I 
crossed the line.

That Man Over Me
Karan Shukla

They say to take the special 
road
With weeds and grass and 
few who go.
Taking it will lead to dreams, 
Though I know not what 
sort.

And with my mind whirling,
I fear what lies at the tun-
nelís end,
What this might hold for 
me,
And what fresh grass means 
to my feet.

Where to go from there on 
out,
North or South or on the 
wind
With someone else or magic 
carpet
Near the sun, below the 
moon.

They say to take the special 
road
With weeds and grass and few 
who go
Taking it will lead to wonder,
Though Iím afraid to know 
what sort.

The Special Road
Ayala Ben-David

My forehead slams down
I pursue unconsciousness
I wish for mercy

Headache
Sloan Simmons

Nothing before me
But yet, the past is empty
Why spoil a blank page?

Essays
Sloan Simmons

Perched
Still lonely
On a brittle branch
Eye shifting
Feathers sifted through 
By the chilled wind

Dark black
Quiet silence 
Ominous yet beckoning
A message to be heard
Power
Presence
Prophecy
One and all-enchanting bird

The Raven
Amanda Miller



The entire world seemed to have 
frozen over in one night. Ice blanketed 
the woods, the hollow buildings of 
the town. Far from any other cities, 
the village had been small and self-
sufficient. A gas station, a small 
neighborhood, in the distance one could 
see a farm, though it had not borne fruit 
in a decade. One road ran through the 
town, stretching off until it disappeared 
into the frozen forest surrounding what 
had once been an oasis. To the lone 
traveler approaching from the East, 
it still was. He hobbled slowly along 
the concrete path, his breath billowing 
around him, a mist delivering him 
through the clearing. Slowly, carefully, 
he stepped his way along toward the gas 
station, the first stop entering the town. 
He stood, staring, unsure that the place 
was real. Cautiously, decisively, he 
pushed toward and through the mangled 
glass door, crunching the snow beneath 
his feet and almost slipping on the 
linoleum.
To his surprise it was warmer in the 

building, albeit only slightly. He slung 
the black backpack off of his shoulder 
and onto the floor with an empty thud. 
He reached weakly toward the shelf, his 
hand resting on a single bottle of water. 
The store was still lined with goods, 
food, drinks, clothes. A smile crept 
across the man’s sullen face, hidden by 
his untidy black beard. A tear, rolling 

down his cheek. He quickly pulled off 
his thick gray coat, the white plastic 
poncho from beneath it, trying to free 
himself from the weight. He picked 
up the bag from the floor and rushed 
through the aisles. Bottles of water, 
bags of chips, cans of beans and fruit 
and vegetables, a new knife to replace 
his that had broken. Panting, he went 
through his bag and made sure all was 
organized and neat before starting to zip 
it closed. He hesitated before unzipping 
it again, rushing to the back room of 
the store. Plastic fell like dust between 
his ravenous hands as he victoriously 
pulled a single roll of white tissue paper 
from its bag, placing it at the top of his 
backpack.
Satisfied, he pulled on his coat and 

poncho, making sure everything fit 
snugly before pulling on his backpack. 
There was still plenty in the store, but 
he couldn’t stay there for too long. 
There was a long journey yet ahead of 
him. He stepped, this time more surely, 
toward the entrance of the station, 
before something moved. He stopped 
short, a figure stepping from against the 
front wall, having blended in perfectly. 
An old camouflaged jacket fell to the 
floor, having allowed them to stand 
unnoticed amidst the clothes rack. 
From their sleeve slipped a small knife, 
white metal for the blade. They strode 
carefully, silently toward him. A fluid 
voice to match fluid movements, soft 
but commanding, cold but distinctly 
feminine. “Your gun.”
The man sighed, reaching for his waist 

as he sized the girl up. He could see her 
left wrist, no tattoo. The jacket she wore 
was black, anyways, but assumptions 
like that had led him into this trap. He 
pulled the old revolver from its holster, 
wrapping his hand around the barrel 
and handing it out to his captor. He was 
confident that she wouldn’t hurt him; 
anyone desperate enough to make a 
risky stop at a gas station didn’t have 
anything worth taking. He could have 
taken her out on footing more sure than 
this, or run if she weren’t wearing ice 
shoes. A third option flitted across his 
mind, an olive branch. “You’re from 
around here, aren’t you?”
She snatched the gun from his hand, 

slipping it into an open pouch around 
her waist. “Your wrist.”
He laughed, holding out his left hand 

and rolling up the sleeve. Plain, pale 
skin. “What’s there to eat around here?”

She stared at him coldly, satisfied by 
the bare wrist but pointing out the door. 
“Turn left, round the corner.”
The man sighed, yet again, his hands 

clasped behind his head. He walked out 
onto the ice, holding his weight above 
each step to avoid spreading out and 
slipping. It was slow moving along the 
wall, but eventually he made it to the 
corner, turning to find what appeared 
to be a shoveled path into the small 
neighborhood not far behind the station. 
The girl gave him a shove forward and 
he walked on, beginning to shiver in the 
cold. “How long’s the walk?”
“Long.” They pressed on. The 

neighborhood only took a few moments 
to reach but it was revealed to be 
more winding than he had expected. 
It wasn’t an orderly town at all. What 
looked to be the hall and prison was 
next door to a bar that was next to a 
church. The man turned when the girl 
barked an order and walked when she 
prodded him with the makeshift spear. 
Eventually the girl told him to stop in 
front of a small, shabby house. The tree 
out front had been cut down, crudely 
chopped into firewood stacked by the 
door that seemed to have been patched 
back together a few times. The girl’s 
voice returned the man’s attention from 
memories of his own home. “Go inside. 
Don’t touch anything, keep your eyes 
on the ceiling.”
“Can I touch the floor?” The man 

grinned for a minute, hoping for at least 
a chuckle. Silence. His face fell.
She gave the man a swat with the 

bottom end of the spear. “Go.” He 
walked ahead, the girl so close behind 
him that he could smell her breath, 
a scent surprisingly fresh. When he 
walked inside, pushing open the light 
door, he did as he was told and watched 
the ceiling, letting his hands rest limp 
by his sides. He could feel the low 
warmth of a fire towards the center of 
the room, smell the familiar fumes of 
venison. On his left he could see where 
the room turned into a hallway, dead 
ahead was another room. He could 
hear nothing, no signs that there were 
others in the house- perhaps the town- 
besides him and the girl. She nudged 
him into the center of the room, paused 
for a moment, decide something, and 
pushed him to the back room that he 
had glimpsed. He felt his feet fall on 
tile, tiptoed forward and found a table. 
“Look down.” He did. Two chairs, nice 
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To be continued...

her. A click, a click, a click, a click, then 
back where she started. The man didn’t 
miss a beat. “That defensive of your 
roast?” The girl simply stared at him for 
a moment, flinched when he motioned 
to the door. “Are we done here? I’ve got 
people to meet, places to see.”
She stood, shaking- a display of 

weakness he hadn’t expected- and 
watched him for a moment, looked him 
over. “There are too many of them in 
these woods.”
He froze, losing his cocky smile. “Too 

many what?”
Worry flashed across her eyes, another 

crack in her shell. “I don’t know what 
you call them.” A brief gesture to her 
wrist, and he understood.
“So you want to follow a starving 

man?”
“I can hunt.”
He shook his head. “Can you hunt 

them?”
“Can you?”
He glared at her. “What if I can’t 

protect you?”
“I could have killed you any time I 

wanted.” She puffed up her chest and 
narrowed her eyes at him. “None of that 
food is mine, in the station. I live off of 
the land.” The man’s attention moved 
to the room he had entered from. A deer 

5

and homely, sat on either 
side of the table. The girl 
pointed to the one closest 
to the front door and he 
sat, looking out a window 
to the tundra that had 
become of the once lush 
woods. “Where are your 
people?”
The man shrugged and 

adjusted himself more 
comfortably in the chair. 
“I travel alone. So is there 
anything to see here or am 
I wasting my time?”
The girl sat in the way 

of his view. “I’m going to 
be asking the questions.” 
She reached up and pulled 
back the hood, finally 
revealing her face. Dark 
eyes, dark hair, but skin 
as white as the light 
reflecting off of the ice. 
There was no softness to 
her any longer. The past 
years must have taken her 
childhood from her, as she 
was still very young.
Silence covered the pair 

until the man spoke again. “Are you 
going to ask any?”
She stared at him for a moment. 

Nothing gave in her expression. “What 
happened to your family? Friends?”
He thought for a minute, then shook 

his head. “I never was very popular. 
How about yours?”
The girl slowly shook her head, but 

went on without any further answer. 
“Where are you from?”
The man leaned in, his face grave. He 

took a deep, melodramatic tone. “Long 
East of here, where the only dreams are 
for the dead.”
“Where?”
He held her gaze, staring into her eyes 

for a moment, before laughing and 
falling back, the chair sliding against 
the tile. “I’m more of a nomad, never 
really one to settle down for too long.”
“Have you been to the cities?”
The man stood up and the girl drew 

his pistol from beneath her jacket. He 
smiled at her. “Do you have any coffee? 
I’m starting to get a little tired of this.” 
She stood up, holding the gun without 
an ounce of fear in her eyes. As he 
moved to turn around, she squeezed 
her eyes shut and pulled the trigger. A 
click. He laughed and looked back at 

had been butchered on the floor. Beside 
it, freshly cooked meat. He stared at 
her. She was right, she could have 
easily killed him if she wanted to. He 
had never been much of a hunter, and 
if these woods were as prolific as she 
seemed to find them… He repositioned 
himself, turning his body toward her 
and crossing his arms. “Do you like 
stories?”
“I read plenty back when I was in 

school, before all of this happened.”
He smiled. “I’ll tell you some real 

ones, then. Pack a bag, I’ll be waiting 
right here.”
The girl stared at him in disbelief 

before hurrying off, grabbing bags 
of preserved meat, medicine, basic 
survival supplies. The man admired her 
setup, thinking that she could have lived 
indefinitely without him. He wandered 
to the back door, staring off at the ice. It 
was beginning to thaw, both a blessing 
and a curse. It was safer to walk, but 
more dangerous to travel. He didn’t 
have the heart just yet to tell her wear 
he was headed. For now, he would let 
her imagine him as some stalwart man 
running from the cold, or some prophet 
traveling west. There was still a distance 
left ahead.



I begin with a shiny red 
apple, sitting innocently on 
my desk. Although I prefer 
sour green or sweet yellow 
to the bitterness of red, the 
deepest color has the best 
stories to tell. It is praised 
by a snake, taken by Eve. 
Dipped in poison, Snow 
White accepts it innocently. 
Newton had the luck—and 
misfortune—to have one 
land on his head.  
Someone takes a bite. One. 
There is an apple etched 

into my computer, silver 
and sleek. There are many 
windows open, and just 
as many tabs. Music 
plays in the background, 
an orchestral song owing 
its existence to a movie, 
probably animated. I bob 
my head and hum along 
with the melody, tapping 
my foot as instilled to me by 
my music teachers through 
the years, as of yet unable 
to shake the habit.  I change 
windows and pull up a game. 
I have long since given 
up on Minesweeper and 
moved onto more exciting 
pursuits. Civilization is a 
good one. Now I am on 
Youtube, watching a video 
of a willowy athlete. He is 
neither tall nor burly, but 
neither am I, and as I watch 
the soccer ball bounce in 
eloquently controlled arcs, I 
am certain that I can do so if 
I try. I lean in and tighten my 
grip on my tablet’s stylus, 
the glowing screen reflecting 
in my brown eyes.
The lights brighten. Two. 
The night is cool and the 

breeze peaceful as I adjust 

my shin guards just in time 
to stop the ball with my feet. 
The floodlights give an odd 
illusion of there being no 
shadows, but it’s better than 
seeing nothing. I pick up 
the ball and step to the line. 
Step, step, throw, and the 
ball sails in bounds. Another 
player gains possession, and 
I am glad to see that it is 
one of mine. As the offense 
moves up the field, I keep a 
careful eye on the opponent 
even as I cheer for my more 
aggressive teammates. My 
fellow defender hug-tackles 
me as we score, despite the 
fact that we had little to do 
with the play at hand. She 
speaks quickly—I calm her 
down, and we grin and high 
five before returning to our 
responsibilities. There is still 
a game to be played. 
A girl gives a kick; the ball 

goes flying. Three.
A ball lands in the street, 

one that is unfamiliar to me. 
I glance down at the ball, 
now in the gutter, and pick 
it up—sandals are not the 
best for athleticism. There is 
a child running toward me, 
and I am glad that they do 
not step into the road. They 
do not speak my language, 
but we can communicate 
all the same. Understanding 
passes between us as 
between two teammates and 
I return the ball. Step, step, 
throw, and the child raises 
a hand in thanks. They call 
it a football on this side 
of the Atlantic. There are 
many different words. What 
do they matter as long as 
there is understanding? The 

architecture is different too, 
as are the roads, and even 
the sky. It seems the sun 
is gentler—does not burn 
as bright. I decide I need 
records, memories, but my 
sketchpad is back at the 
hotel. A postcard instead will 
work—or photographs. 
Strolling, a tourist wanders 

into a gallery. Four.
There are paintings on 

the white walls, giving 
much needed color to the 
hallway. The building is 
nice, but it is the shadows 
and colors that make this 
place a work of art. There is 
a sculptural display around 
the corner. There are faces 
on top of pedestals and 
one shattered below. I feel 
pity for the one scattered 
at my feet and a flash of 
contempt for the flawless 
visages, staring down. My 
mind appreciates the work, 
though my heart aches. I 
see a face of someone now 
gone, softened by time and 
artistic interpretation. She 
is beautiful, but the fanciful 
scene to the right makes me 
laugh even as the physics 
of its world perplex me. 
The next canvas is flat, but 
the blue paint splashes and 
curls in black ridges, white 
waves. It looks alive, and 
the strokes are powerful, 
purposeful, though there 
is no discernable image to 
interpret. I think: a mustang, 
powerful and alive through 
the winter. In the back there 
is space, room for more 
work. Mine?
There is a child who will be 

an artist one day. Five. 

His name is Asher Lev, 
and he is not a real boy, 
only a few lines on written 
pages. Still, somewhere 
there is a real boy like 
him. I remember, as I read. 
This boy, Asher Lev, is 
religious. This boy discovers 
his love for art. Drawing, 
then painting. I smile as I 
remember my first darkened 
pages. The boy has a family, 
not perfect, but there. His 
mother gives him orange 
juice, and he knows she 
cares. His talents pull him 
away—from his traditions, 
his community, his family. 
I frown. Asher Lev cannot 
live without his vision. His 
emotions are his art. His 
mother no longer pours 
him orange juice. I shut the 
book and my bleary eyes. 
My chest shifts up and 
down slowly, the pattern 
punctuated by the occasional 
shudder. I go downstairs, 
checking the living room 
first, and then the fridge.
The orange juice was once 

an orange. Six. 
I end with an orange. It sits 

on a warm bench outside—
the peel is not eaten. The 
inside is cool, refreshing, but 
it does not crunch like the 
apple when bitten. The juices 
squirt out, but my teeth jar 
on a seed and I grimace. The 
apple has the decency to 
keep its seeds in the core, but 
I have never heard a story 
starring an orange. Maybe 
it has the right to be a little 
sour. The red apple is bitten. 
It is bitter.

6Degreesof S e p a r a t i o n
Between an 

APPLE and
an ORANGE

A short essay by Sloan Simmons

6



In light of the recent release 
of “Catching Fire”—which, 
by Arabian standards, 
qualifies as a religious 
event—I’ve decided to 
finally voice my two only 
complaints with the last 
movie. 
I’ve been bottling this up 

for a long time, you see; 
if I don’t take a stand now 
then no one will and it’ll 
just cause more and more 
psychological damage until, 
before you know it, I’ll 
be losing arguments with 
myself and getting into fights 
with furniture. 
Before we get started, 

however, I suppose I should 
fire out this disclaimer: 
I love both the book and 
the movie of “The Hunger 
Games.” I think they were 
both masterfully told stories 
and I have, for lack of a 
better word, “oodles” of 
respect for the movie, the 
book and everyone who 
worked to accomplish them. 
However, no one should 
deny that it—not unlike 
some of the best movies in 
history—has just about as 
many flaws and plotholes as 
Tim Burton’s love life.
Since there’s really only 

two gaping flaws in this 
movie that manage to almost 
ruin it completely, let’s start 
with the minor issue I have 
with it: the pin. 
The directors got the origin 

story of the Mockingjay pin 
wrong. If you’re a stranger 
to what a Mockingjay is, 
or you have no idea what I 
mean by “pin” then allow me 
to explain: the Mockingjay 
pin is the little circle that 
contains the humming bird 
catching an ice-cream cone 
on the end of a dry spaghetti 
noodle. You know, the one 
you see on anything relating 
with the series? Okay, good. 
Let’s move on. 
See, that pin is one of 

the main emotional stage 
weights in the series, 

because it is the pin she 
wears when she’s forced to 
enter the poor-people death 
match of the first book, and 
it is a symbol of the first 
revolution that occurred on 
the country-continent of 
Panem. They got this right in 
the movie. 
What they didn’t get right 

is how she got the thing in 
the first place. In the book, 
it was a gift given to her 
by the mayor’s daughter, 
thus being a symbol of the 
civil unrest and willingness 
to rebel that fills the minds 
of all citizens, not just the 
seriously down-and-out. It 
turns into a symbol of the 
blood, sweat, and tears of 
every citizen of Panem, as 
they fling themselves into 
the fiery vortex of revolution 
voluntarily in order to create 
a better place. 
Imagine reading through 

the book with that image 
in your head as you put 
up with page after page of 
the author yanking at your 
heart-strings as if it were 
Open Mic Night at the 
Sydney Opera House with a 
gratuitous and violent use of 
metaphors. You start to have 
an emotional connection 
to the mockingjay pin. It 
means something to you 
and you get inspired to fight 
for freedom every time it’s 
mentioned. You might even 
refer to it as a “He” by the 
time you’re done with the 
books. 
For the movie, however, 

you’d think that the origin 
story would prey upon 
your helpless feelings even 
more. Maybe the pin is now 
a father of four and can’t 
afford to feed the dog. That’s 
the emotional expectation 
that the director had and he 
took one good look at this 
story mechanic and thought, 
“Nah! She could just pick 
it up on sale or something. 
Now let’s hurry up and film 
this before the cocaine wears 

off.” Yep, I said it.
In the movie, Katniss finds 

it at a flea market. She got 
a symbol of liberation on a 
national scale, because it was 
“vintage” and “cute.” So not 
only did the director not get 
that right by a wide margin, 
he may have inadvertently 
influenced the hipster 
revolution—you can blame 
him for that. Again, this is 
only a minor flaw and in 
no way has any sway in my 
view of the movie in general. 
But still.
The other complaint that 

nearly kills the movie is 
something that I try not 
thinking about too much in 
order to avoid giving myself 
a rage seizure is (deep 
breath) the cat. Good God, 
the cat. 
If you know me personally, 

the first thing you should 
know about me is, well, 
how flammable I am, but 
also how much the cat, that 
shows up for about half a 
second, really is the reason 
to break down and cry every 
time you watch the movie. 
Not Rue dying, not Katniss 
leaving home, but the cat.
That cat is my arch 

nemesis. That cat is the thing 
that I will never forgive the 
first movie for expecting 
my brain to choke down 
as a legitimate claim to the 
series’ canon. That cat is 
why I shed that one single 
manly tear before shoving it 
back into the nether-regions 
of my eye socket. 
When you first see that 

thing for the half second 
it hoards the spotlight 
(assuming you’ve read the 
books) you think to yourself, 
“Darn. The cat’s fur color is 
wrong.” Then, after pausing 
for a moment, your brain 
allows itself to process this 
information, and in doing 
so, it vomits out the question 
that may never go answered 
for all we know: “Wait, 
why is it the wrong color?!” 

This reaction would be the 
correct one. Why, indeed, is 
the cat’s color wrong? In the 
books, the cat, Buttercup, 
is specifically mentioned as 
having “bright orange fur” 
and the books’ narrator even 
goes on to mention that the 
whole reason it’s named 
Buttercup is specifically 
because of its fur. Yet the 
one on the film obviously is 
not orange in any way. It’s 
not even close to orange—
it’s black and white. The 
part that really ruffles my 
feathers, though, is how 
easy that problem is to fix. 
Think about it—even if all 
the orange cats in the world 
decided to go on an actor’s 
strike, there are so many 
ways they could have at least 
attempted to fix this. They 
could have painted it orange. 
That worked for the Queen 
of Hearts’ guards. They 
could have left it out in the 
sun for too long, like a faded 
beach ball. They could have 
put Rupert Grint in cat ears 
and said, “Here, now pretend 
you’re a cat.” That’s right—a 
ginger kid in cat ears would 
have made a better cat. I’m 
not bashing the director for 
hiring a crappy feline actor, 
I’m not poking fun at any 
poor stylistic choice that 
may have been present. Do 
you know why? Because that 
wasn’t a conscious choice. 
That was a downright 
barbaric oversight. I’m even 
pretty sure that when the 
director saw the finished film 
and the cat showed up he 
thought to himself, “Wait, 
is that what I said yes to?” 
And, quite frankly, mass 
media, isn’t giving this guy a 
hard enough time.
I’m not sure if these 

choices were made for 
a reason or not, but my 
money’s on that they were 
using the “Eh-they’ll-pay-to-
see-it-anyway” film-making 
philosophy.  

The Hunger Pains
An editorial by The Mighty Gonzo
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Patriotism
 The sky is gray, sunlight struggling in vain to pierce the clouds and mingle with the whites of the 
waves. The sea is calm, yet the air is tense, a mix of sea salt and nervous sweat. The men hold their breath and 
beat back the fear. Silently, dutifully, they row, packed in the sides of their boats like sardines in a can yet to be 
opened. They listen. They row. They pray. They row. They hear their orders. They row. They row. They think of 
their wives, their mothers, their daughters. They row. They row. They row. They reach the beach. All hell breaks 
loose; the machine guns fire, all at once shouts and screams and moans fill the air as do blasts of gunpowder 
and woofs of smoke. In minutes, a blanket of bodies lines the shore, the sand red with blood. It becomes a 
maze, it’s an uphill battle, impossible, almost impossible. The Germans camped on their inland hills, with 
nothing but clear shots. Another hundred dead. Now a thousand. Somewhere there must have been doubt, an 
instinct to turn back, to retreat. No! If it be fear, then pain, then death, so be it. They fight for freedom. The 
reward is preserving that freedom beyond that day. D-day. Doom’s day. The day of death. The day of dedication 
to one’s country. The ultimate sacrifice. True patriotism. 

Precious 
 She sat on the rug in front of the tree, crisscross applesauce beneath her dress. Blue plaid. Several 
blonde curls fell in her face, strands which had worked their way loose during sleep. The rest of her soft, 
golden hair was braided down her back, fastened with a polkadot bow. Giggles escaped her lips and filled the 
air with contagious joy as Papa brought out the last gift. A small pink box rapped in paper and finished with 
ribbon. She smiled happily as she realized it was for her. Carefully, she untied the bow, then impatiently tore 
at the paper until the present was freed from its wrapping. She lifted the lid, holding her breath, unable to 
imagine what could be inside, or rather, able to imagine everything at once being contained in this tiny little 
box…she reached in and felt a soft fur coat and a cold wet nose. “Rosy” was written on the tag. Overjoyed, 
she gathered the puppy into her arms and lifted her from the box. Holding her in her arms, she promised to 
feed her, and walk her, and bathe her, and brush her, and love her more than anything else in the whole wide 
world. Papa then brought out the camera and snapped a picture, Rosy and her big sister, a little girl and what 
she always wanted together at last.  

Pictionary: A Play on 
Words

By: Amanda Miller
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Persistence
 Piercing the cold slush on the ground, the flower grows, always upwards. Toward the sky. Her thorns 
stretch menacingly out in all directions, clearing a path. Her petals, wrinkled and folded from the long win-
ter begin their delicate unraveling. Red petals, warm and rich, like blood. Such a flower was never one to give 
up, will never quit. She persists, ripening on the cusp of spring, calling out the richness of last year’s harvest, 
beckoning the love and yearning of the past with all of the hope and cheer for the future. – He thought all of 
this about the flower in his hands. A red rose. He stared at its beauty before realizing it wasn’t a special flower 
at all, just the one he had chosen to pick out of the dozens on his bush in the back yard. The one flower he 
would take to her. This was the day, he thought. Not only was it a new day, the first day of spring, it would be 
the day she would say yes instead of no. Because this day he had not only his words and his voice, he had also a 
flower. A red rose. This day was going to be different. She would say yes. She did say yes.

Imprisoned 
 Bones line the walls. Or perhaps the walls are made of bones. Echoes down the hall remind them 
that torture is not out of the question. Moonlight alone courts them in their darkest hours, lighting up their 
dreams, or else keeping them awake through their nightmarish reality. Day and night are one and the same, 
hour and minute, year. Time is lost here. Pain is numbing. Or maybe the numbness is enough to conquer any 
pain which had once been too much to bear. These men were once alive. But they are not yet dead. Pacing in 
their cells, some think of the past. Some are tormented by the futures they lost. Some count the days until 
their release. Others were not lucky enough to have been given a number. But they are all numbers. Numbers 
burned into their skin. Numbers printed on their garments. Numbers of hours. Numbers of thoughts. Num-
bers of breaths now. Souls who will haunt these walls once their bones reinforce the structure. The system. The 
crime matters not. The presence of guilt or truth matters not. This is the sentence. This is the repentance. This 
is the prison.

Pale
 She stared blankly at the whitewashed walls, footsteps and serious voices echoing down the hall.  Re-
positioning herself on the stiff wooden chair could not provide her any comfort.  Neither could the television 
humming in the corner or the colorful covers of the warn-out magazines a few feet away.  The room lacked 
motion, sound, feeling, even as people and things shifted about and moved past her at too swift a pace.  She 
was lost in thought, in grief, her tears falling from her face as though a piece of her left with each of them just 
to fall through the air and splatter on the cold tile floor.  But that hardly mattered, she thought.  The most 
important piece of herself she had lost only hours ago, and without her say, without her approval despite her 
sincerest prayers and her heartbreaking pleas.  
 All that was left now was an empty shell, her face, her skin, the vital organs she had begged to give to 
save the one thing, the one person she loved with her entire being.  She had been too late, she was not needed.  
They pushed her away and rushed him out of sight.  They told her to stay outside and wait as the last drops of 
life bled from his body and they failed.  And now, she would sit and stare, she would feel alone in the building 
full of the sick and dying and the hurried hands that attempted to save them.  She would feel alone, all alone 
without him.  She was alone without him.
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Cleats
Sloan Simmons

Metal spikes protrude
Burrowed in my fleshy thigh
Ouch. Only a game?

Rank, the gaping maw
Widens – the tongue lolls; 
shuts – pouts.
Brown eyes implore: Food? 

Beg
Sloan Simmons

A crash. Winter night. 
There is on top of the tree
Not a star - Rudolph

Tropper
Sloan Simmons

An apple sits stably
Someone briefly brushes by
Wobble. Slip, Smack. Crunch.

On the Desk
Sloan Simmons

You don’t notice the beauty of yourself
when you smile and happiness makes
your eyes sparkle

or when you glow with pride
after getting a good grade.

You don’t watch yourself falling in love
as your eyelashes flutter and your cheeks turn 
pink.

You can’t see your own heart fill with warmth 
as you help someone in need.

Don’t let society’s distorted perception of beauty
keep you from realizing the beauty of being your-
self.

You are beautiful because God made you. 

You Are Beautiful
Sarah Kim

Elementary
Sloan Simmons

I stand in a line
Though crooked, I look ahead
Stop pulling my hair!

Bloody eyes stare out at me, 
Fierce loneliness in their glare. 
And though I loathe that face I 
see, 
That hatred is mine alone. 

Stars in glass burn on the wall, 
Dimmed by a flaming sea. 
Tears of rage wash out the light, 
My life, in pain, set free. 

But freedom was ever so pretty 
Until I was trapped in its snare, 
And then I yearned in agony 
For the ignorance I had once 
known. 

Bloody Eyes
Karan Shukla

10



11

Why is a 
raven like 
a writing 
desk?

“

“
- Lewis Carroll


