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“Her Self”
Written by MaKayla Tappin
“I’ve been searching for you for an eternity”.
The echoing voice woke Ely from her deep sleep. She looked around her bedroom for the
source of the voice, but it was difficult to make out anything in the pitch black of the night.
“And now I’ve found you, darling.” The voice had a sweet sickness to it, a comfortable
quality that could convince anyone to join its’ side. Despite that, dread seeped into the girl’s
head. She moved to get out of the bed, but an incredible weight began to sink into her body and
paralyze her. Something on the right of her crawled into the bed and onto her hand. She soon
made out a leafy vine as it grew across her stomach and strapped her to the bed.
“Don’t be frightened,” the disembodied voice said, with the same tone a mother would
use to calm a distressed child. “I’m not here to hurt you. Not like others do.”
Ely was paralyzed with fear as more vines appeared from the old wooden floorboards.
She could feel them slither over her body. The pressure worsened as her feet, knees, and neck
were tightly wound within a matter of seconds. She couldn’t tell if she was imagining the
burning sensation that came next. Poison ivy rubbed furiously against her flesh, making it raw.
“Stop tensing up. I’m trying to liberate you, to free you of this cage!” The vines
tightened, more than Ely thought they still could. Her eyes went wide as a hand covered in marks
and writings with filthy black nails reached out to touch her face. They were clear as day in the
darkness.
“I will have you… I swear it!” The voice boomed, covering every inch of the room.
Then Ely woke up with the light of the clear morning sky shining on her from the
window.
She shot up. Never in her life had she experienced a dream that realistic – or that
invasive. She was almost surprised when she got out of her bed without any restraints and saw no
red marks on her body. She walked over to her picture window and opened it to get some fresh
air. The steady stream of wind that came through blew the white fabric of her nightgown back.
Ely looked out at the forest that faced the house she and the other girls lived in. For as long as
she had existed, she had no curiosity as to what was in those trees, or even what was beyond it.
But the dream – or nightmare - finally made her interested. Was the voice in her room last night
of the forest? Or was it just a vivid vision that wouldn’t come up again? Ely shut the window. If
she kept thinking about it, what she witnessed would surely haunt her for days, maybe even
weeks. She walked to her wardrobe and opened it, considered her vast collection of clothes
before she settled on a simple maroon dress. After she combed her hair and gussied up in the
mirror, Ely exited the room, hoping to leave the bits of fear she still had behind.
She walked down the hallway and went slowly down the long spiral staircase that led to
the main floor of the house. She couldn’t tell if anyone else was up yet, as the large estate that
was their home had many rooms. Living in a mansion-like house sounded luxurious, but things
were quickly starting to become decrepit.
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The manor was an orphanage for girls up until eight years ago, when the guardian
disappeared on one autumn night. No one had bothered to check on the seven girls who were in
her custody, and there was little access to outside authorities, especially because they lived
almost in the middle of nowhere. The oldest of the girls, Lila, eventually gave up on her search
for their caretaker, and decided to take charge. Ultimately, everyone followed her lead, though a
few felt sour about it.
Now, with no one to make sure consistent repairs were done on the property, it was
uncertain if it would be able to withstand any more time with people occupying its’ space. Ely
recalled the moment a couple of months ago when another girl, Kimberly, found a mouse nest in
her dresser drawer. She refused to sleep in her own room for the next two weeks, taking refuge in
any bedroom that she was allowed in.
Ely turned the corner and almost collided with Sophie.
“Oh, sorry. I didn’t see you there.” Ely apologized. Sophie just stared at her blankly for a
moment, before side-stepping Ely and continuing on her path. Ely didn’t see this as odd at all.
Sophie has never been a warm person as long as they’ve known each other. However, she did see
something different in the girl’s eyes, if only for a second. There was a wild look to her, and her
hair was messed up, like she had a restless dream the night before. She was also still in her
nightgown. Sophie was more reserved and uncaring than the others, but she at least made herself
presentable every day.
Wait. Why did she care? It doesn’t matter. Ely was obviously still shaken up and
projecting it on Sophie. The other girl would go on with her day to do whatever she does, and
Ely shouldn’t worry about it at all. Ely moved from her stone-like position in the archway,
dividing the foyer from the dining room, and started towards the living room. She glanced at the
grandfather clock near the next archway. 10:50. If it’s not a slow day, everyone should be up by
now. Ely’s assumption was confirmed as she walked into the living room and saw Ruby, Pilar,
and Willow. Ruby and Pilar were poking at an animal cage. In it was probably one of Ruby’s
new pets that she “rescued” from their natural habitat. Everyone knew it was wrong, but no one
stopped Ruby from doing it the other six times. It’s not like she has anything better to do. Willow
was sitting on the couch, nose in a book as usual. Today, she was in the middle of a mystery
novel titled Walls of Faces.
Ely sauntered over to the couch and sat close to Willow, hoping to catch a couple of
sentences. Willow snapped her book closed and glowered at Ely.
“What? I have nothing to do today.”
“You never have anything to do. I shouldn’t have to suffer for it.” Willow scooted a
couple inches further from the girl.
“You’re always ‘suffering’” Ely put up air quotes. “Lighten up before the rain starts
pouring, will you?”
Willow ignored her and started reading again. Ely sighed and turned to the two other
girls. She had a little shock when she realized that the animal that they were messing with was a
blue garter snake.
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“Um… we should go outside. It looks like a lovely day out there.” She walked to the
back door which led to the back yard. Ruby and Pilar both got up and followed, leaving Willow.
As the girls stepped out, they felt a warm breeze hit their faces. Ruby and Pilar continued
further into the yard, chasing each other around, while Ely walked towards the lawn chairs where
Kimberly sat. She was in a relaxed state, probably daydreaming.
“Good morning.” Kimberly said as Ely sat in the chair next to her. Kimberly smiled at
her prettily. The girl always had a bright look to her, and though her glow could be blinding
sometimes, Ely appreciated seeing her every day.
“You look like you have something on your mind.” Kimberly inquired. “Tell me.”
Ely settled into her chair and told Kimberly about the nightmare, omitting a few of the
grisly details. She considered Ely’s story.
“Speaking honestly, I had an odd dream last night too.” Kimberly admitted. “It was
mostly nonsense though.”
Ely asked her to continue. She had to know if it wasn’t alone in this strangeness.
“Well, I mean… to make long story short, I met a clone of myself while I was up in the
middle of the night.” She began to twiddle her thumbs. “And she was… evil. I mean not visibly
evil, no glowing red eyes or bat wings or anything else like that. But… I felt it.”
“Then what happened?” There was definitely more to the story.
“Nothing terrible.” Kimberly deflected. “She – or I? She just chased me around the house
for several hours. I think she was trying to hurt me. She got very close a couple of times.”
She suddenly became discernably uncomfortable. The dream couldn’t have been too mild
if she got this stiff just recounting it. Ely left it alone and sat back in her chair. She glanced to her
right and saw Lila walk out, holding a watering can. It must be her regular time to tend to her
garden.
“Maybe it was a symbolic dream.” Willow chimed in. The girls looked over to the chair a
couple of inches away from them, where Willow was sitting with her book in her lap. They
didn’t even notice she was there, much less that she was listening in on their conversation.
“What are you talking about?” Kimberly sat up in her chair. Ely groaned. Willow always
had let her opinion be known in things she wasn’t as knowledgeable about as she let on.
“Your dream has meaning.” Willow spoke in a slightly patronizing tone, but Kimberly
must have not picked it up, as she became more interested. “See, if you were running in your
dream, it must mean you’re avoiding something in real life. And if you had a clone, it represents
a conflict of interest in the decisions you’ve made. Either way, you need to change something
about your life.”
Kimberly sat back, mouth agape as if she had been enlightened. Ruby ran past them, back
inside to retrieve her pet.
A few seconds later, a scream came from inside the house. The girls all stared in silence,
frozen in time for a short moment, until Lila approached the door and entered the living room
cautiously. The rest of the girls rushed in.
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Ruby was searching the room furiously as her loud sobs came out. A quick look at the
desk next to the window notified everyone of the problem. A blank spot where the cage should
have been shone in the sunlight for everyone to see.
“Where is she?” Ruby yelled out, standing up straight. She shot an accusatory look at the
other girls, suspecting they were to blame.
Lila stepped closer. “Calm down. Maybe someone moved her over for a little while and
forgot to put her back.”
“It was Sophie, wasn’t it?” Ruby questioned. “Everyone was outside for the last hour –
everyone except her!” She started to tear up.
Lila grabbed Ruby and hugged her firmly. “Sophie probably had nothing to do with it.
I’m sure she was moved on accident.” Lila said this, but her tone of voice suggested a high level
of doubt. “We’ll all split up and look for her, alright?”
It took almost five hours for the girls to search the entire house, and then once again. The
cage, nor the snake, were nowhere to be found. Ruby wanted to search again, suggesting they
look in the attic, but everyone refused. They wouldn’t even try to look up there if it was the light
of day, and by that time it was six o’ clock. They were all exhausted. After a brief dinner, the
girls went on, continuing to do their own thing. All except for Ruby, who opted to stay in the
living room.
“I don’t know why she wants to do that,” Ely heard Willow comment quietly. “It’s not as
if the snake will magically find her way back.”
“Let her do whatever she needs to do. She seems devastated.” Lila said sympathetically.
Ely decided to head back up to her room, feeling tired.
But after four hours of pretending to sleep, she had to get up again. Resting was of no use
when the residue of uneasiness from last night still remained. Moving to the edge of the bed, Ely
began to feel nauseous, a deep sense of unknown fear that matched the mood of her nightmare.
Was she never going to shake the feelings of last night?
She decided the best thing to do was to get a warm cup of tea. That always helped her rest
as a child, and it could surely have the same effect now. She opened the door and walked out
slowly, unable to find light in the dark hallway. It wasn’t until she found herself facing the large
window that covered most of the front side of the house that she could see the path in front of
her. In the limited moonlight, Ely spotted a coil of something laying on the floor, and behind it, a
dark figure running away from the object. Ely approached cautiously, not sure of what she was
about to uncover.
Nothing could stop the scream that broke out when she discovered the blue garter snake’s
lifeless body.
-
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After a few minutes, the girls were all back in the living room, holding a sort of
emergency meeting. After discovering the snake’s corpse, Ely traveled to Lila’s room and woke
her. When Lila learned of what she saw, she promptly got out of bed and banged on every door
of every occupied bedroom in the house. Groggy girls immediately became alert after taking a
glance at Ruby’s pet in the middle of the hallway. Ruby had drifted off to sleep, still in the same
place they had left her. When she was shaken awake, and informed of the news, it was like a
volcano had erupted.
“Everybody, calm down.” Lila was in full authoritative mode now, ready to get to the
bottom of the situation. Ruby, however, was in full hysterics, with her knees up her chest and
hands holding her head, clenching clumps of her hair like it was the only way to keep her
grounded. She was often prone to panic attacks, and those were difficult to get out of.
“Willow.” Pilar said. Willow lifted her head. “You were inside for a while after we went
out. You didn’t see anything?”
“No. And was only a couple of minutes before I came out. You all just didn’t notice.”
“Sophie?” Pilar asked.
They all looked over to the girl. She was sitting spine straight on a chair adjacent to the
couch. The situation seemed to take no toll on her emotions, unlike the others. Even Kimberly
looked close to tears, and she didn’t see snakes favorably at all.
“Yes?” Sophie responded.
“Where were you all day?”
“In my room. I didn’t get a good night’s sleep, so I decided to stay in.”
“Sure.” Pilar looked more than doubtful.
“What is that supposed to mean?” Sophie said defensively, which was uncharacteristic of
her. Usually, when she was accused of something, she ignored it. She didn’t really care about
what others assumed about her.
“I mean, you couldn’t have been up in your room all day. You had to come out to get
food or something. It makes no sense.”
“I agree. You were acting suspicious all day,” Willow cut in. “You wouldn’t even help
look for Ruby’s pet when I asked. You were wide awake then.”
Sophie stood up. “Don’t go accusing me of anything. Ruby’s snake probably strangled
itself because it couldn’t get out.”
Ruby lifted her head. “You killed her!” She was screaming at the top of her lungs now.
Ruby stood up and started to stomp over to Sophie before Lila blocked her path.
“Ruby, stop!” Lila was holding her back. “Sophie wouldn’t hurt a thing.” Lila looked
back to Sophie and spoke in a quieter tone. “How did you know she was strangled?”
“Lucky guess.” Sophie started towards the stairs. Ruby struggled against Lila, screaming
at Sophie to come back. “You know what you did!” Her face was drowned with tears as she
continued to sputter unintelligibly.
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Lila held her, attempting to get Ruby to calm down.
“I didn’t even get to name her.” Ruby croaked.
After an hour of comforting Ruby with the other girls, Ely dozed off. In her dream, she
found herself in the attic. The large space showed the true age of the house. The only objects that
occupied the room were old documents, birth certificates and information stuffed into small
boxes. Ely had only entered the room in real life when she was a child, but she hadn’t gotten
very far before her guardian had scolded her to come back down. She didn’t see anything
different from then, but then turned around for a shock. Seven girls sat at a long dining table.
Nothing was moving excepted for an unknown object slithering down the unset table. Ely moved
closer. Soon she could see who the girls were: her housemates. A replica of herself sat on the
middle right side of the table. And the person at the head was Sophie. She stood up tall, the exact
image of Lila’s role in real life. Sophie grabbed the gliding body off the table and held it up for
everyone to see. It was Ruby’s snake. The girl grasped it like it was a prize, some trophy she won
in some type of competition. The others looked up at her in admiration, gazed at their strong
leader with the same amount of dedication as an actual pledge of fealty.
Sophie snapped out of her moment and looked towards the spot where Ely was standing.
Ely hadn’t even realized she’d been standing there, frozen and completely visible. She felt no
imminent danger, but she had to know deep inside there was something askew. Staring into the
eyes of her clone, she saw the girl who looked like her, the same innocent eyes and blank
demeanor, but was definitely not her. She turned to run out of the attic, but when she took a step
back, she no longer felt the floor beneath her. Her body became weightless and she fell, fell,
fell…
The next morning was rough, to say the least.
Ely had never seen these six girls as her sisters, only housemates. But now, in this time of
crisis, it was possibly the most sisterly they have ever acted. Sophie was seen more around the
house, making a big show of staying near the others, like it would guarantee her an alibi. Ely
didn’t know what it was for sure, but she could tell something had changed in Sophie. She
wasn’t behaving like her normal self.
“Everything will be fine. Ruby will get over it in a week when she picks up another
unfortunate animal out of the forest.” Sophie said nonchalantly. “She’s careless like that.”
Everyone ignored her, but Ely couldn’t shake the delivery of the insult. Sophie’s tone was
oddly familiar, calming, but somewhere in it upsetting.
She brought this feeling up to Kimberly while they were making lunch in the kitchen, but
she brushed it off. “She’s just being herself. Her true self. She must have gotten bolder after what
she did.”
But what did Sophie do? No one had evidence that she committed any wrong.
Maybe, Ely thought, it wasn’t the real Sophie.
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Ely felt faint. What was she thinking? No matter how many days went by, her nightmares
would never hold truth. She looked up to the ceiling. In her daze, her feet took her to the spot
right under the attic door. She extended her arm to touch the string connected to the door, but
before she could pull it, she stopped. Her vision began to blur and blacken, and her legs went
numb.
A dark abyss. Frigid and bitter smelling.
“Help!”
Ely swiveled towards the origin of the voice.
“Sophie?”
Ely ran to the girl, but when she got closer, Sophie disappeared.
“I’ve been trapped in this nightmare!” Sophie’s voice echoed around the room, but she
was nowhere to be found. “It’s cold and dark and sometimes I can’t breathe!”
“Sophie, calm down. Tell me what’s going on.” Ely was whipping her head around
erratically, trying to catch a glimpse of the girl.
“It was a – a voice.”
Ely remained silent, hoping Sophie would go on.
“I was in my room one night when the voice came to me.”
“I was visited by a voice the night before last.” Ely explained. “They- or it- must have
thought I was you. It told me it would free me of my cage.”
“That’s exactly what it said to me… when it took me.”
“Who?”
“It was I.”
It was the voice. The voice Ely heard in her head every hour, in person. She felt chills
down her spine, and it wasn’t because of the temperature.
“Let me out!” Sophie screamed violently.
“I’m not the one keeping you captive.”
Sophie shrieked louder at the absurdity of the statement.
Ely had to push her voice to be heard over Sophie’s temper tantrum.
“You and the others have overstayed your welcome. You were never supposed to stay in
that house as long as you have. After a certain time, the others must take your place.”
Ely tried to comprehend what she was hearing.
“So, what you’re saying is, we just have to leave the house. That’s it?”
“Yes, but the others have stayed too long, they can’t leave now.”
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A beat of silence. “What if Sophie and I leave?”
Ely really considered this for a moment, leaving the house for the first time in her life.
Everyone and everything she ever knew, left behind.
“You are bound to that house. Do you wish to leave and have your place taken? To never
see your sisters again?”
Ely woke up to a bed of dirt and leaves. Fog hovered above her, covering the forest floor with
white mist. She turned her head to see Sophie waking up, her nightgown dirtied by the soil. They
both stood up and stared at each other. Ely could see the fear in the girl’s eyes. What she’s seen
and what she went through, she would never know.
Ely took Sophie’s hand and they ran out to the forest, hoping to never come back again.

“Arabella and the Full Moon”
Written by Elizabeth Neely
I was sitting on my bed looking through a spellbook when Lucila anxiously barged into
my room.
“Arabella, you need to get out of here as soon as possible. I just overheard the coven
talking about using you as a sacrifice tonight because you are not a full witch yet,” Lucila said
I frantically started to gather all of my belongings and put them in a small bag when Lucila
interrupted me.
“We have to leave now...there is no time. Follow me to the garden but be very quiet,”
Lucila whispered.
I silently put my bag onto my shoulder, snuck downstairs to the back door, and slipped into the
garden. Lucila meet me not long after I set my things down when she finally told me the whole
reason why I needed to leave.
“Why would they all agree on this. I thought the coven accepted me what did I do wrong,”
I cried.
“The whole coven is made up of full witches, but you are the only exception. You do not
have time to question, leave while you can,” Lucila warned.
“I can not just leave you here because they will know that you warned me. You have to
come with me, and we can find a new coven and go on with our lives as normal. Just me and you
like old times,” I said, trying not to cry.
“No, Arabella I took an oath that I would stay with this coven until I die and I cannot
break that… you know that” Lucila sternly said.
“I know I am just going to miss you so much. Thank you for telling me and risking your
life to keep me safe. I will never be able to pay you back for this,” I uttered.
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“Now go before they come...it is almost time to start the sacrifice. Arabella, promise me
that you will never come back to this house and I mean never. Here, take this and run as fast as
you can,” Lucila ordered.
I took the necklace from Lucila and started to run into the pitch-black forest until I could
no longer feel my legs. The forest began to clear, and I noticed the dawn after what felt like
twelve hours. I came up to a huge house that sort of resembled the previous coven, so I began to
slowly walk up to the door but stopped right before knocking.
“Arabella is that you,” said someone behind the door.
“This is she. Who might this be,” I questioned? Then I was startled by the sound of a
door unlocking followed by a middle-aged woman appeared at the door.
“Hello, my name is Salina Whitmore. We were expecting you, but we did not think you
would be here so quickly. Here, come inside and set your things down. I am sure you are
confused by the whole situation,” Mrs. Whitmore told me outside of the house.
“How do you know my name and why were you expecting me,” I hesitantly asked.
“Lucila is an old friend of mine, and she sent a message between each others vision. She
told me to take you in and help you during your transformation. She also wanted me to tell you
that she is safe and that she hopes all goes well. So, you are welcome to stay here for as long as
you want. We have a new spot in one of the rooms upstairs, but you will have to share with my
daughter, Sabrina,” Mrs. Whitmore answered truthfully.
“Have you ever aided someone going through a transition do not want to be a burden to
you and your coven. I can keep moving around until I find a place by myself,” I stressed.
Oh, honey, this is not my first rodeo. I have been apart of this coven since I was a little
babe. I mean they do not call me the head witch for nothing you know,” Mrs. Whitmore
commented.
“Okay, I will stay as long as it is alright with you and your family, Mrs. Whitmore,” I
finally agreed.
“ Sabrina show her to the bedroom and help her unpack her things. She is very needed for
some rest because of the storm that is brewing in her spirit. Oh, and Arabella, you can call me
Salina from now on because you are one of us,” Mrs. Whitmore kindly replied.
“Come on, let us go get you settled in Arabella,” Sabrina said as she picked up my bag
and started up the stairs.
Sabrina helped me unpack my things and then she decided to go to bed while I was
finishing the small stuff. I pulled the Amethyst necklace that Lucila gave me right before I left
and I crawled into bed clutching into the crystal while silently crying myself to sleep.
“She has started her transition everyone. We need to let her go through this, but we also
need to be her to support her, so we will check up on her every day until the Full Moon,” Salina
told everyone that next morning.
Fourteen days later…
“Mother, she is getting worse by the day. She has not started to show any signs of
acceptance yet, and she is almost halfway through the transition. If she does not let it consume
her, she will die due to the resistance,” Sabrina asked her mother.
“Be patient Sabrina, She is stronger than you think, and I can feel her spirit through this
comma. I know that she will make it through and be one of us, “ Salina answered back.
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Twenty-Seven days later...
“Everyone, tonight is the Full Moon and Arabella’s awakening. Tonight is extraordinary, and we
all need to recognize that, so gather all of your offerings to give to the Moon,” Sabrina told the
coven.
“How long have I been asleep, I mean it feels like I was asleep for two months. Also,
why is everyone staring at me,” I wondered? Woah, if tonight is the Full Moon, that means that I
have successfully gone through the transition.
“How does it feel to be one of us. I mean a Full Witch,” Sabrina asked.
“It feels the same but maybe a little off,” I giggled.
“Now, let us go tell the others and have a celebration,” Sabrina exclaimed as she dragged me out
of bed.

“The STER”
Written by Samuel Quinn
Journal Chapter 1
It was a regular Friday at school. I was getting bullied, like usual, for my so-called
“girly” name. Peyton doesn’t sound like the name of a girl, right? Is that just me, or am I
daydreaming, like I always do? Moving on, the bully is named Chandler Simmons, and he is the
worst. Today, he shoved me into the garden fountain that we have at school, and I had soaking
wet clothes for the rest of the day. I told my math teacher, Mr. Rodney, but he didn't care. He is
one of those teachers that go on for an hour-long lecture, then gives a whole packet of homework
just on algebra. Basically saying, I had a horrible day.
I dropped my pencil and closed my journal.
My mom yelled out, “Honey. Dinner's ready!”
I yelled back, “Coming!”
As I was running down the stairs, my annoying 17-year-old sister came out of her
bedroom and punched me in the arm.
She said, “Ladies first.” I didn’t care what my sister said so I just rushed down the stairs
in front of her.
At dinner, my mom asked me, like always, “How was school, honey? What did you
learn?”
My reply was, as usual, “Good and nothing.” In my mind, I thought about how I lied to
my mom, as usual, because school was always terrible. I mean, I was a good student with all A's,
but the thing is, people think I’m so smart that I am considered a “geek”. That’s why most bully
me.
I try really hard to get good grades. I usually stay up until ten to eleven o’clock just doing
my homework. Today, I got lucky: all I had for homework was an algebra packet. The packet
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was really easy too. All I had to do was like one million questions. Sounds fun, right? Totally!
Today, Mr. Rodney didn’t give an hour-long lecture, but he did give us a bunch of homework. I
felt like throwing the packet of math equations into the trash beside me, but I didn’t.
After I finished up my dinner, I went back upstairs, into my room and started to work on
my math packet. I then realized something: it was the weekend, and that I was going to a Bear
Scouts celebration tomorrow. In our special celebration, we go in the woods, make s'mores, and
play around. That is like one of the only exciting things going on in my life, but to me, I love to
eat and sleep, so that counts for me. Besides that, that is really it. Whenever my teacher asks how
my summer or weekend was, I say, “Nothing really. Just me staying home doing homework.”
When the day finally came for the celebration for Boy Scouts, we got little paper
graduation documents. This was basically just crediting people for what they did good in Boy
Scouts on stage. This part of the celebration was so boring and felt like it lasted forever. After it
was finally over, we went to the fun part. All of the parents left and did who knows what while
we all sprinted into the woods towards the campfire and instantly started making s’mores. I burnt
my first s’more, as usual, but my second one was just right. It was so good that I wanted to make
another one, but the bad thing was, I had to go around Chandler Simmons, the bully from school,
to get supplies for another s’more.
I thought to myself, “Come on Peyton, face your fear,” and so I did, but made a mistake.
I walked in front of him, instead of behind him and he pushed me, I tripped over his foot, and fell
into the campfire. I believe that was the only time that Chandler actually cared for me. Believe it
or not, he picked me up out of the fire, and he was the one who ran and told the parents and my
scout leader, but he still got in trouble for pushing me. The parents and my scout leader sprinted
towards us. When they got to the campfire, they all started calling 911, literally all of them. First,
the police came, then the fire truck, finally the fire rescue squad came.
In the fire rescue ambulance, the squad started to see if I was still alive, which I was, rate
my burns, and check my heart. Basically, they just did the normal stuff a doctor would do if there
was an “accident”. I started to feel unusually tired for some odd reason, and I did what I do best,
which is sleeping. I had a very weird dream. It was about me holding some kind of sword. The
dream was really blurry, but I saw that the sword was red and hot. I don’t remember much else
really other than some kind of robot thing that was named something like STER, or was it like
STEM. Maybe it was SRET. I don’t know. All I can do is wish that I did.
I woke up when we arrived at the hospital, I heard the doctor say to my mom, “Your son
is alive, but his conditions are very unusual. It is almost like the fire actually saved his life.” My
mom let out a huge sigh. She then said the craziest thing I had ever heard.
She said, “I wanted to tell you about this when you were older, but I guess I kind of have
to do it now. You're the son of Hephaestus, the god of fire.” My head got dizzy from everything
that my mom said. I glanced over at the doctor and his eyes were larger than the sun.
The doctor left the room and let us have some alone time together.
I said, “When I was sleeping on the ambulance, I had a dream and saw like a fire sword
with some robot thing.”
For some reason, my mom started panicking and said, “Oh no, no, no. It is determined.
My whole life I stressed about this happening. This is your fate. You have to do this.”
“Do what?” I replied.
She responded, “Protect us, save our lives.”
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“From what?” I asked.
She left me hanging and said, “You’ll see.” She showed me what I had to do. I was in
shock because all she did was point out of the window of the hospital.
What I saw was the thing that I had to supposedly “protect everyone from”. It was this
massive dragon thing.
I asked, “How am I going to do that?” I was scared because there was a real-life dragon,
and that I had to somehow kill it to protect us. I had another glance out the window and I saw the
dragon lite a skyscraper on fire with his dragon breath.
Then my mom finally responded, "Look up, Peyton.” I looked up and saw the fire sword
from my dream hovering and spinning over my head.
I grabbed it and said something that would probably get me killed, “Let's go and kill that
thing!” My mom then said something that surprised me more than the dragon. She told me that I
could shoot lava through my hands! I tested it out, and I accidentally burnt a hole in the wall of
the hospital. I thought it was so cool that I tested it again. This time I melted three cars. I then got
ahold of myself, but I saw the dragon disappear, and a gorilla-like thing that looked like King
Kong appeared. That made me realize that it could shape-shift.
I tried to stealthily approach it, but it saw me and started to advance on me. It ripped a
house out of the ground and chucked it at me. Not even thinking, I shot lava out of my hand and
scorched the thing in half. Then I shot lava again, but this time towards the shapeshifter. My shot
was surprisingly accurate and hit him. Then a very weird thing happened: the shapeshifter
glitched and turned into what looked like a robot that had the word STER across its chest. I
remembered it from my dream.
I thought, “What the heck does STER stand for?”
Then I heard a random voice that sounded like it came from the robot say, "It is I, Dr.
Warlock, and I have come to take my revenge by building my shapeshifting technological evil
robot, a.k.a., STER.”
I yelled back, “Revenge on who?” That yell sounded a lot braver than I felt.
His answer was, “Your father, Hephaestus, turned against me.”
My reply, stupid like usual, was, “Why?”
He replied, “No time for questions. Let’s just get this done and over with.”
I started to run at him, but he disappeared. I instantly knew that he had shapeshifted. I
looked around for him, but I couldn’t find him.
Then I heard my mom on the “sideline” yell, “Look out honey, he is right behind you.”
I instantly turned around and saw a dragon flying towards my back. Not thinking, again, I
slashed my sword and wound up slicing off one of its arms, making it glitch again. Then I
figured out that the more he glitches, the more power he loses. I starting slashing with my sword
and shooting lava out of my hand, attempting to make him keep glitching.
The dragon then flew above me and turned into a bunch of water. The water fell, all
landing on me. I immediately lost all my strength. I tried to shoot lava but for some reason, I just
couldn’t. Then, miraculously, STER made a decision that would make him lose his edge on me:
he turned into lava. I instantly regained all my strength. STER then turned back into a dragon
and knocked my sword out of my hand. His mistake, though, was that he flew down close to me
to hit the sword. He got within my range, so I started to shoot lava at him. He started to glitch
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again, but this time it wouldn’t stop. STER was glitching and glitching until he eventually
exploded. The explosion was so big, I flew back and hit a wall, but was healed by the fire in the
explosion. The explosion, however, caused the death of Dr. Warlock.
When I got home, my sister’s jaw dropped to just about the floor.
I asked her, “What was that for?”
She answered, “That sword is AWESOME! Can I use it?”
Ever since then, I have been having a good life. I got put on several news channels and
everyone at school knew my name. Even Chandler and all the other bullies stopped picking on
me. It was almost as if I had become a god, just like my dad.
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2. Poetry
Winners
1 : April Hayday, “Growing Up”
2nd Place: Christian Tidwell, “Just a Poem”
3rd Place: Jeryn Holdren, “The Birdkeeper & the Fowler”
st
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“Growing Up”
Written by April Hayday
Am I scared of starting or staying?
Strange places or streets
That I have always known.
Where I’ll drive my white car
til I'm dead
Some will say I was smart to stay
where I knew my way
but part of me still wonders
where I’d be if I escaped the familiar

“Comfort When I Fear”
Written by Katie Seel
Sometimes when I am all alone
And I feel a shiver of fear,
My imagination works overtime,
With a little help from my ears!
Suddenly the tiniest noises
Sound like the trumpet blasts—
The ones that tumbled Jericho,
The ancient city of past.
I know I must stay calm
So that I can think straight.
But all I seem to do
Is dwell on crime and hate.
Just as the thought occurs—
A lock can’t always protect,
I see my open bible there
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Next to my sleeping pet.
Upon the pages I do see
A verse I had once marked,
And within me fear does die
And joy instead is sparked.
For beside me all along
My Comforter is near.
How can I be afraid?
There is someone with me here!

“Growing”
Written by Jeryn Holdren
Give me the strength to
Stop
Putting myself in positions
Where I must beg to be
Loved
Knees forward,
Crawling
Give me the strength to
Go
Throwing myself into positions
Where I become
Love
Shoulders back,
Growing
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“The Birdkeeper & the Fowler”
Written by Jeryn Holdren
I was a bird in your gilded cage,
And you never let me forget it
“See how the gems sparkle?” you’d say, as the tears stained my feathers
“See how the gold gleams?” you’d whisper, as the chains cut and weighed my legs
“Free birds are jealous of you,” you’d sing as you locked the door
When the Birdkeeper found me
I was afraid
Because I had been found before
I knew the routine
I had been held
I had been on display
I had miserably pranced in the hand of the Fowler
But day after day,
The Birdkeeper’s hand signaled
Not for entertainment
But for companionship
I did not trust him.
I suspected his kindness, like all things, would come at a cost
I was accustomed to exchanging liberty for solace
Then one day,
the cage door opened rather resolutely
And to my surprise,
The bird keeper did not summon me
Frightened and enthralled, I hesitated.
Contemplating.
Thinking.
Do I even remember how to fly...for myself?
I teetered at the edge of the gilded cage,
Expecting to be stopped at any moment,
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As if the illusion of freedom was all a cruel joke;
Slowly spreading my wings in apprehension.
With a push I flapped awkwardly,
Frantically around the room;
Turbulent.
The Birdkeeper did not try to stop me.
He did not become angry,
He did not shout,
Or threaten.
He only sat, graciously, and observed
As I soared
Confused,
I came to rest atop his gentle hand
As he stroked my feathers,
he leaned in and whispered,
“You’re free now.”
I sat perched in disbelief
It was then I realized
The Birdkeeper
was nothing like Fowler.

“Slow Burn”
Written by Jeryn Holdren
I want the slow burn.
A firecracker might be fun;
It ignites without delay, burning fast and bright
But it departs as quickly as it arrives
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Once bright and intimidating
Now fizzled and broken
Leaving you with nothing but a puff of smoke
Barely proof that it was there
But a slow burn
ah, a slow burn
screams softly,
Anticipation
quietly building pressure
Dazzling embers dreaming of a chance to shine
Before flickering
imploding into scorching, maddening flames
That ravage and engulf
Lasting for ages
Uncontrollable
Yes,
a firecracker is passionate,
But a slow burn is enduring.
I want the slow burn.

“We Can Do It!”
Written by Miya Dean
College can be hard
But do not give up
You have come so far
Keep your head up and...
Show them what you got tiger!
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“Snow”
Written by Asia Brown
When I walk outside to see the snow
My gracious mind begins to flow
The nice white color seen all around
I quickly fall unto the ground
Snow angels here, snow angels there
There are snow angels everywhere
It’s very cold I have to say
But I really want the snow to stay
And when it’s gone, I’ll say goodbye
Then look up to the beautiful sky
I’ll see you later when you come again
Then I’ll make snow angels again

“Lost Love”
Written by Michayla Ralich
Last year strolling down the pier
Occupying a bench, a boy I spotted
Smitten I became quickly
To lose him faster than I thought I would
Long nights alone
Overthinking why it had to end
Void in my heart, I wanted to forget
Escaping life, I didn’t feel pain anymore
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“Beach”
Written by Maranda Alford
The sound of continuous waves.
The smell of salt in the air.
The feeling of crisp wind through your hair.
The beach is a happy place.
One that can never disappoint.
A place that makes your heart jump like an exclamation point.
The powerful water crashing on the shore.
As kids run and play with no worries in the world.
Holding the hands of their parents as they get twirled.
The reddish-orange cloudless sky takes over.

“Mirror”
Written by Elisa Kincaid
Today I looked in the mirror,
but I didn’t recognize the girl staring back at me.
I must put on so many different faces, for so many people
that I myself become unrecognizable.
Sometimes I have blue hair with piercings all over my face.
Other times I have brown hair and am wearing a cape.
Sometimes I wear the highest of heels,
other days I wear the lowest of flat sandals.
Some days I wear miniskirts & crop tops.
Other days I wear blue jeans & long tees.
The girl I once remembered, she loved sweatpants,
her hair in one (bun), pastel polish on her nails & toes,
and she always had a pair of headphones.
Today I looked in the mirror,
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but I didn’t recognize the person staring back at me.
This person was manipulative, calculated, cunning.
This person was well articulated, artful, and well dressed.
This person had a way with words.
This person made it seem okay to be bad.
This person didn’t have a problem hurting others to get what she wanted.
I looked in the mirror today,
but I did not know who was staring back at me.
This person was sad,
and I do not have the luxury of being sad.
I must always be happy
because I am always the glue for everyone else.
I cannot be hurt
because my job is to always uplift others.
This person in the mirror, however, was sadder
than sad could be.
This person wanted to cry,
but the tears would not leave her eyes,
to run down her cheeks.
I looked in the mirror today,
but I did not know who was staring back at me.
This person was angry,
angrier than anyone I’d ever seen.
This person was throwing things left and right.
This person wanted to fight everyone, and I mean everyone.
I looked in the mirror today,
but I didn’t recognize the person that I
had seen.
This girl was complacent.
She was content.
This girl was okay.
This girl needed to vent.
This girl needed to get away.
This girl needed to recognize the girl in the mirror.
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This girl needed to see the beauty in herself.
She needed to see her strength.
She needed to see her power.
She needed to see me.

“The War of Love and Peace”
Written by Keona Greene
The two figures danced around the floor like there was no tomorrow. War and peace were a
couple unlike any other. Peace was delicate, roses decorated her hair and her skin glowed like the
sun. However, war was the complete opposite of his love. His skin is covered in scars and his
body is cold like the snow. It is impossible to separate the two, no matter how toxic they were to
each other. War loves his queen and god forbid anyone who messes with his queen. Like every
other couple, they have their ups and downs but Peace will always pull him out of his worse
times. They parade around, their spirits affecting everyone around them, some are filled with an
overwhelming bliss while others are filled with undeniable strength. They both have been here
since the beginning of time. You cannot have one without the other. While they are together, the
world rejoices in song. It is when their song ends that times become dangerous. Once Peace is
not in his arms, War goes mad. Countries threaten each other, relationships fail, and destruction
reigns over everyone. Peace knows that she is the only one that can continue their song. A
minute away to her is a lifetime to him. But once she is back, he stops. To this day, this has
become a routine and if you listen to your emotions, you can feel when they are near.

“Lyrics of my own”
Written by Minnie Gipson
I’ll start with my hair and make my way down to my feet,
Listen closely, I don’t want you to feel deceit. My hair is
Dark brown with a tint of auburn color its shoulder length
But I wish it would grow further. My eyes are brown with a
Chocolate center my nose is a nose not too big or small my
lips fit my profile; I like to smile. My ears are small and
they are shaped like Dr. Spock’s.
My complexion is dark brown with scars on my skin
From childhood memories I cannot amend, I’m all grown24

Up and I have added to the story a tattoo and piercings for
My glory. My fingernails are long, but I want them longer
They have a sex appeal to them that I want to make
Stronger. My arms and elbows are just fine, I extend them
when I go out to dine.
I don’t like to brag about my breast so let’s cut to the
Rest. My belly is big like a jumbo ball but inside I have a
Life that’s growing inches tall. I have hips that sway from
Side to side so when I walk all I do is glide. My thighs are
Toned, shaped and tatty I do walk a lot instead of flagging
Down a cabby.
My knees buckle when I’m hungry so if you see me down offer me
Down offer me a cucumber, I will say, “Thank you” and be
On my way. My shoe size is an eight and my feet does a
Good job of keeping up my weight. Those are things that
Make me special I hope you read my lyrics careful.

“Love Unexplained”
Written by Sandra Mercer
How do I even begin to explain,
All of the thoughts going through my brain?
My emotions used to be rooted in pain,
Now I feel I have everything to gain.
I’m done with living in the mundane,
I declared that my life cannot continue that way,
I am dynamic, I need growth and change,
I can look back and say, “I am not the same!”
Here is the thing that I need to convey,
Never before have my feelings been in such an array,
Just thinking of you leaves me in dismay,
I can’t even think of the words to say.
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Yes, I am well-spoken and outspoken, yet it’s a shame,
Because the meaning and depth get lost in the fray,
All of my heart, I wish that I could display,
But I can’t find a way, try as I may.

“Estranged”
Written by Sarah Adams
The mother who wasn’t a mother
Sees her child hold her child
And hurt constricts her heart
And knowledge, her breathing
They walk along a beach
So much beauty in the twain
Their mother their grandmother
Watches with eyes full of pain
Her tears flow unchecked
Could she but redeem?
This her truth and secret
This unending nightly dream
And all her love pours out
All her aching, her longing
And her body is shaking
With a severed sense of belonging
For time lost she cannot regain
For the child she threw away
That child that walks upon the beach
And holds the little babe
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“Alabama”
Written by Christian Tidwell
I miss you more every day;
I truly wish that I could stay.
There’s nowhere else that I’m a fan of;
No where’s quite like Alabama.
Take me home and show me the Vulcan.
After that, it’s off to Fort Morgan.
I need to see the roll of the tide,
Then to Auburn, it’s bona fide.
It’s the rivalry
It’s the country.
It’s the people;
We’re far from feeble.
You’ll always be home;
Shame—you don’t have a phone.
Until next time my friend,
It’s you and me ‘til the end.

“Just a Poem”
Written by Christian Tidwell
I’m just a poem
Filled with Cliché and angst.
I’m told what to say
And reveal only truth.
I have no feelings of my own,
Yet I have the power—
To pull at your soul.
You’ll be in tears
27

When the final line is written.
I have all of this power,
Yet I’m just a poem.

“The Hidden Lies Behind the Tears I Cry”
Written by Vasthi Saintil
How could you?
I loved you with my all
And now you’re sleeping with the tramp in our hall
We have no future left
I tried, I put my all into this marriage
I even had that miscarriage
You BASTARD!
How was it with her?
Is she better than me
What does she do that I haven’t already mastered
I’m leaving, and to think I kept believing
All those late nights you spent out
You were simply out and about
STOP
Just stop with the lies
Your decisions were unwise
Now I’m gone, forget you and the rest you hide
Hidden lies behind the tears I cry
It’s time to say your goodbyes
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“The One Who Saved Me”
Written by Tracey Cambron
You are the Sun
So bright in my eyes
It’s hard to look upon
Yet through the clouds you shine
You are the Moon
Lighting a path
Even in the dark
Your light leads me
You are the Thunder
A crackling boom in the silence
A fear of the unknown
The fluttering of my heart
You are the Lightning
Carefully lying in wait
To touch the Earth
Electricity zipping through my veins
You are the Rain
Every drop a gift
To a parched planet
My source of life
You are the One
Whose light shines in my darkness
Who makes my heart flutter
Who makes my life worth living.
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“A Sailor’s Life for Me”
Written by Courtney Wells
Shield my face from the water
I can feel the sun on my hips
Kiss my lips but take me no father
I don’t want to drown again
I fight the fire with my lighter
Succumb yourself to the flame
Hoping for a breath to get me higher
Instead I’m doused in gasoline
Scrape out your envy from beneath my nails
Prick my fingers right down to bone
My tolerance should tell I’m brokenly frail
I’d rather be dead than alone
I pushed up my sleeves and aspirated my soul
down to petty misinformation
Filter your words to justify the toll
this process has; liquid purification
I feel so safe in your embrace
but you can’t feel a thing in mine
You can think at a faster pace
when all I can do is rewind
So dream in the dark while I sleep in the sun
The battles are past us but the war’s not won
Don’t try to save me. I’ve already taken the plunge.
Sinking, muffled screaming, “Oh God what have I done?”

“Pathological”
Written by Courtney Wells
I lie
Cut me open so truths can pour from my veins until my bones feel dry
Catch a fever in your words
Speak
Make me cry
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Have no mercy on my soulless frame
I want to hear what you have to say
Kill me with reality, forget your imagination
and forgive my frustration
when you tell of useless information
spoken to aid my own deterioration
It’s a disease passed through several generations
Where do we go from here?
Flicker the lights trapped in my mind and
expect me to understand what you mean
I broke the hands of time
I’m gone forever, I’m tearing at the seams
Restraints hold me back. You’re lucky my hands are tied.
I tell you if they weren’t my thumbs would be resting peacefully in your eyes
like candles in a cake. This is no mistake.
Why do you act so surprised?
I lie.
Breathe me in like the nonexistent vapor I am.
I hope the water droplets stay confined in your lungs.

“Torrance Tornado”
Written by Isabel Petrus
Dust flying from behind his shoes
A sprinter fine and new
Running from those he rocked
By the mischief he brought
From stealing neighbors’ pies
To a bottle pointing to the skies
Finally, he was caught
By a brother in distraught.
His brother trained him
To better use the speed God gave him
Reaching a four minute mile
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The stands were wild
“Torrance Tornado!” they would shout
To the boy who sprout
However, this was not to last
For the war was cast
With the echoing voice of his brother’s worry
“A moment of pain is worth a life-time of glory”
Being drafted in the air force
Was his set course
Bombing Japan in the morn
From a B-24
It was all fun and games,
Even pulling pranks,
Until crashing in the pacific
Turned off the music
Surviving on a raft for 47 days
Eating only shark liver and drops of rain
Skin stained yellow from the raft
Sunburns and fleas nipping at what he had left of fat
Finally, when all hope was low
At the horizon, land was shown
But the green spit of terrain
Only brought torture and pain
Two years suffering in Japanese POW camps
Took something out of the lost camp
Perhaps it was the day of 200 punches
Or the Bird’s injustice
Nonetheless, the day of liberty came
Seen overhead by American planes.
Back home he met the girl of his dreams
Marrying only two weeks from their meet
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Sadly, PTSD settled in
Turning him into an addict of gin
He was threatened to be left by the ma’am
But was saved by a sermon from Billy Graham
In desperation to save his marriage
He decided to listen to the evangelist’s message
Soon after, by the grace of our LORD,
He was a changed man, in and out the door.
As the years passed by
He helped boys who were like his days of stealing pies
Then, at the age of 97, we got to say goodbye
To Louis Zamperini
A hero of mine.

“A Billion Stars in the Sky”
Written by Reena Puran
When you are alone in the darkness of night, you feel sad with no one to hold.
When you are alone in the darkness of night, a little tear rolls down and tickles your soft cheek.
The darkness of your room does not compare to the darkness you feel in your emotions, and the
darkness of your room does not compare to the darkness that your tears show. Some people say
that tears express what words cannot. When you are alone in the darkness of night, you begin to
wonder, “Where is my happiness? Where is my light?”
You sit at the edge of your bed, and you stand up. You look through your window, and what do
you see? You see your savior: a billion stars in the sky.
A billion stars in the sky, lighting up the night.
A billion stars in the sky, shining from afar and so high.
A billion stars in the sky, erases the darkness that invaded your emotions.
They fill the cracks in your heart that were broken.
You have found your light, your happiness.
You utilize your hands to dry away your unspoken emotions, and your darkness filled frown
motioned to a light filled smile.
You go back to bed feeling warm and fuzzy inside, and as you drift off to slumber, you thank the
billion stars in the sky.
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“There Was a Reason”
Written by Morgan Gibson
It was the first day
Of elementary grades
My mom and dad
They were sad
They had to see me go
Then I was solo
I can’t believe
All that I can achieve
Counting to three
To recognizing a bee
I like my class
I looked through the glass
To see my ride
Which had once made me cry
When it had departed
When it had arrived I darted
Straight to my mom
I went to hold her palm
The years went on
I didn’t grow to fond
Of going to learn
Where much was not earned
For all the years of school
I became such a fool
Because I got stung
Even when I wasn’t young
Here comes a milestone
Which is known
To be middle school
There are many rules
That must be obeyed
And many games were played
The first day
Was not the same
No one cried
But I might
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I feel trapped
And the chains will never snap
I don’t know why
But i might just cry
I look around
Then straight to the ground
Goes my eyes
There’s a group off guys
They just passed by
And I’m to shy
To even say hi
I find my friends
Now my suffering ends
Let this year begin
There is more than one
Class full of no Fun
I should be joyful
Because my life is full
Of great things
I have only one sibling
I have a house
With not one mouse
But let’s not
Get caught
In my rambling
Or word scrambling
So coming this far
I’m not a shining star
So on goes the years
With many more tears
And the pondering
And wondering
Of my existence
And looking in the distance
Of the open fields
Which shield
The key
Of feeling free
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My friends
Helped me reach the end
Of this dreadful
Life of middle school
So here arrives
Where I must dive
Into my last
Years that go so fast
That you won’t see them pass
What is this you may ask
Well this is highschool
No I’m happy
Or unhappy
I’m just done
With the no fun
Of school
Which is full
Of liars and cheats
Who may never be beat
Or even caught
But I ought
To be quiet
I may start a riot
But my life is not
Doing so hot
It’s not in the gutters
Well that’s what I mutter
So here it goes
This is what I chose
To come here
So I could adhere
Some knowledge
Before college
Which is just
Like the bust
Of school
Which is less joyful
As it goes by
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The guys
That catch my eyes
As they stroll by
That make me cry
About my looks
The ones not even in books
Oh but here they come
Chewing gum
My besties
And we all are messy
First day
No one will come our way
But we say what the hay
We don’t care anyways
So this will last longer
1 year longer
This you may ponder
It goes 6 years
3 more years of tears
4 more years
But who cares
It’s not hard to bare
Anyone would say
Life isn’t bad anyway
Who are they
To say
That my day
Was okay
Are they here
To adhere
The 7 hours
Of no power
With no saying
In the way they are swaying
No they don’t
Everyone’s a literal clone
Of the same person
Oh hopefully this doesn’t worsen
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I hate the fake
The ones who bake
The Ones they see
As not pretty
In the hate
I can’t wait
To see the look on their face
When everything crumbles
Under the their feet it will rumble
And they will realize
Where the ball really lies
Not in their court
So don’t resort
To being mean
When you aren’t the queen
But this is only year one
The fun has yet to begun
I ride a bus
Let’s not discuss
Why I’m on this thing
It helps when it brings
Me to my home
After I roam
My school
Which is not such a jewel
Let’s hope school will be sweeter
And I won’t be a cheater
I’ll make it through
Which won’t be blew
Away By me
Which I agree
It could be easy
So know its a year later
I am not a hater
I’m walking to my friends
Who help end
My sadness
Which brings gladness
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It’s the middle of the year
And we adhere
A new member
To the class
She seems delicate like glass
I might talk
To her while we walk
To our next block
So class is done
This friendship has already
begun
We like to hang out
We go out and about
But one afternoon
There was gonna be a blue moon
I had a strange feeling
It was in a weird way appealing
It made me curious
Which made me furious
I wanted to know why
I looked to the sky
This settling my worrying
And hurrying
To see the end
With my friends
We would be together
Tonight in this good weather
So the night comes
Which sums
The day to the conclusion
Of my confusion
Today was a sign
That everything would be fine
So we are their
I begin to stare
Upon the moon
Waiting soon
For the change
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In color range
Then it shifts
What a great gift
Then I think
Then as soon as I blink
I begin to ponder
And wonder
The moon is always there
But this day it is rare
Why does a change in
appearance
Makes an adherence
To the object
Which has been checked
To be there
Not really rare
Just always there
Just overlooked
But maybe that’s because you
aren’t hooked
On one look
Maybe your just not the same
Which doesn’t generate much
fame
But your there
Life may not be fair
But life for me
Is the greatest it can be
This taking much time to realize
It feels quite nice
So life could be worse
I could need a nurse
But now I know
Life isn’t that bad
It may make you sad
Which can be healed
When you feel
The way I do
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You can choose your mood
It’s all up to you
You can be the fake
Who love to hate
You can
walks around sad
Or be mad
At the world
Who only follows the twirl
Of one girl
Or be like me
As free as a bee
Being me
Not worrying
About who isn’t me
I can’t believe all
The time I spent caught in a call
Of sadness and despair
Because my hair
Or looks
Weren’t at the top of the books
Or my clothes
Weren’t chose
From magazines
Or worn by queens
Because that isn’t treason
I know there was a reason
For my sadness
And my madness
My life doesn’t revolve
Around being involved
In fashion
Or The passion
Of my nails and hair
But I’m just There
Which does make me rare
Because now I know
There was a reason for
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The inadequate glow
Which some may ponder
And wonder
But you may have to climb
And it may take some time
But now
Looking back over the years
I remember the many tears
There was a reason
For those seasons
Of weary
And being teary

“Why Must We”
Written by Santana R. Johnson
Why must we judge others?
Let us encourage them instead.
Why must we complain?
Let us be grateful instead.
Why must we give up on our dreams?
Let’s continue to dream higher than the stars.
Why must we fight over silly things?
Let us love instead.
Why must we bash people based on their beliefs/opinions?
Let us respect them instead.
For we live in the greatest country
Let us never forget that.
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3. Nonfiction
Winners
1 : Hannah McCollom, “The process of creating a raised garden”
2nd: Kay Driver, “Life Lessons from Childhood”
3rd: Christopher Ethridge, “The Turning Point of American Innovation”
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“Campus Carry: The Protection We Need”
Written by Zoie Jones
School shootings have had a major impact on our lives and our world in recent years.
Between the years of 1999 and 2018, there has been sixty-eight mass school shootings.
Furthermore, in recent years the days between school shootings have been decreasing. The days
have dropped from a hundred and twenty-four to only seventy-seventy days between these
horrific crimes. The people that choose to go into these schools and feel the need to take innocent
strangers’ lives, and they have no boundaries when it comes to who they hurt, how old they are,
the families they are going to hurt, and the damage they are about to do. Guns are a vital need for
our safety, and this is why campus carry should be legal.
People with sick, twisted minds are the only ones who would be able to go into a school
and take the lives of innocent children and adults. These are people with their own lives and
families. There is a reason why people choose schools over other facilities. Schools are unarmed,
and there is an abundance of people that they can choose from; as horrible as that sounds, and
security is low: “School shootings are not about guns; they are about the illogic of placing
hundreds of our most cherished Americans- our children- together, without protection”
(Shackelford). Sure, all school campuses have a resource officer walking around, but where is
that officer at any given time? They could be across campus when an active shooter has the urge
to fire: “Shootings are about the illogic of placing “Gun-Free Zone” signs at schools, with the
naïve belief that announcing how vulnerable a school is will somehow deter evil. Such
delusional thinking makes schools more, not less, subject to mass killings” (Shackelford). This
problem should be solved. If someone other than a police officer has a gun, they could be relied
on when the police cannot get to the scene fast enough. Guns can take so many people’s lives in
the blink of an eye, but they can save them just as fast. Besides, having more than one person
armed makes a huge impact on whether a shooter can be stopped.
Typically, when a person knows that someone is armed with any kind of firearm or any
other weapon that could inflict harm, they tend not to bother them. A shooter does not think
about how hurtful a gun is until it is pointed in their direction. A shooter is less likely to attack if
they know for a fact that you do have a gun somewhere on your person. So, what stops other
people, besides the shooter, from firing their gun off and taking the lives of others? Well, the
majority of citizens that carry a gun are law-abiding citizens who do not misuse their privilege.
Anyone who wishes to obtain a concealed weapon permit must first undergo a background check
and must be of the legal age of twenty-one. Also, “Georgia law also requires the Georgia Crime
Information Center to provide NICS all necessary criminal history information and wanted
person records, and information concerning persons who have been involuntary hospitalized, in
order to complete a NICS check.” (Background Check Procedures). Furthermore, it is one of our
constitutional rights to be able to carry a firearm. The Second Amendment states, “A wellregulated Militia, being necessary to the security of a free state, the right of the people to keep
and bear arms, shall not be infringed” (United States Constitution). This is a right that cannot and
should not be taken away from Americans. Guns are and always will be vital need for our
survival.
It never fails to amaze anyone how someone could look into the eyes of innocent children
and still feel that it is necessary to take their life. Those kids have a whole life ahead of them, and
they have families that care greatly for them. It is truly tragic when events like this happen. This
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is why campus carry should be legal because it could save so many lives. These people who
decide they would like to carry a firearm on campus could one day save a life or multiple. They
could be there when the police are not able to get there quickly enough. The need for selfdefense will always be needed. Guns are crucial for Americans to be able to survive in many
different ways. Sadly, they are needed to keep us safe in schools as well.
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“The Accident”
Written by Ashley Williams
Have you ever gone through a traumatic event that you could relive it every time it
rained? It was the night of my accident that changed my life forever. After that night I could not
look at rainy weather the same again. Neither could I look at certain individuals in the same light
as before.
It started out as a beautiful sunny day, where my siblings and I went swimming. This was
a special day, because we had not hung out in a while, so we just enjoyed each other’s company
while the sun basked in our faces. As the day progressed and the sun began to set, we could tell
that a storm was coming due to the soothing winds becoming raging winds. Aside from the
winds, the day just started to take a turn for the worse.
We got out the pool due to the roaring thunder and lighting, so we knew that the storm
was near. We got into our cars and to our father’s house just in the nick of time, because the
skies had opened, and the rain began to fall. We all got cleaned up and got ready for dinner. My
sister and I told everyone that we would be back in a few with dinner, and as soon as we left the
driveway that is when everything started to happen.
As we were pulling out of the driveway, a car came speeding around the corner like a
bullet coming from the barrel. If we had come out a little bit further the speeding car would have
taken us all the way down the street and totaled my car. We did not go back in the house, so we
tarried on our journey. We drove along to get dinner and all on the blacktop were tree limbs;
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driving through was like driving through a maze and there was no end in sight. We finally got
through the maze of tree limbs and made it to the main road.
On the main road we drove for a couple of miles until we arrived into town. Coming up
on a four-way intersection we were in the turning lane to go to the left. As we began to turn,
another car heading north-bound was heading straight towards us. The other car was going so
fast that I could get out the way and that when it happened. As the car was approaching was it
seemed as if the world was going into slow motion. I could see that the car was going to hit my
side of the car head on, but I could not move my feet.
The car hit us head-on and the sound of impact was like a bomb going off. We got hit so
hard that it turned us in the opposite direction. There was so much smoke it seemed as if we were
in a burning building. I managed to get out through the back seat to help my sister out through
the other side. We helped each other to the sidewalk where we laid there until our parents and
EMT arrived. While we were waiting, there was a very profound smell of marijuana coming
from the other car.
EMT, police officers, fire departments, and our parents arrived on the scene, and just like
us the offices who were questioning both parties could smell marijuana. So, with that happening
they had to call the drug dogs to investigate. While the police were dealing with the other car the
EMT’s began to prep us to take us to the hospital. My sister was so shaken up that she vigorously
began to shake and could not stop. Due to her uncontrollable shaking the EMT’s put her on the
stretcher. They helped me into the ambulance because I could not walk very well.
Riding to the hospital felt like walking to through the dessert. The reason being I was in
excruciating pain with my left leg. By the time we arrived I tried to walk but couldn’t due to my
knee giving out under me. When I fell two staff members had to pick me up and help me to the
exam room. At the time, my sister and I was separated due to us getting different tests done at
the same time. It was like molasses being poured out the container for us to get back to one
another to make she that the other was okay.
After all the tests and we made sure that the other was okay; we had a major sentimental
moment. That moment came about because we both could have lost our lives due to someone
else’s negligence. Cars and material things are replaceable, but my sister’s life is not. I started to
feel guilty because thoughts started to invade my head like: “what if I would have done
something different that would have caused another outcome”, or “what if that other car was
going faster and done more damage; where would be”?
Moving forward to today, we still have issues from the accident. For example, in my left
knee my ACL is loose and when it rains or when I am standing for too long it hurts like knives
are being stabbed into my back. As for my sister, her right knee and hip was bruised and just like
me when it rains, or she stands for too long it hurts like knives. Out of that entire experience we
both learned that you cannot account for what other individuals will do when it comes to driving
or anything for that matter. Material things can always be replaced, but nothing can replace a
person that you love.
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“The process of creating a raised garden”
Written by Hannah McCollom
I found an idea on Pinterest one day that showed a raised garden in the back yard of a
home. I concluded, this is the perfect thing that I need in my back yard. I already have a garden
that is in the ground, but if I go ahead and raise my garden, I will not have to do it when I get
older. The garden being raised will not only help me when I get older but can also make it easier
on my young body. Another benefit of having a garden above ground, I will not have to worry
about my fertilizer and dirt washing away when it rains. I enjoy planting fruit and vegetables in
my standard garden straight from the ground. I can just picture it now. Tomatoes, squash,
watermelon, onions, etc. everywhere!! I just had to have a raised garden. In order to have a
raised garden, I will need to have a plan with a list of things I need to build with , I will also need
to set up my work area and begin my building, next to last, I will need to buy some dirt, cow
manure, sand, and lastly, plant the perfect vegetables and fruit in my garden
First step to making a raised garden is coming up with a plan on where and how I want
my garden to be. I have been trying to grow grass for the past 3 year in a patch right behind my
house, I believe this location is going to be the perfect spot to map out my raised garden. I first
start to measure how big I will need the garden to be. I decided that I would like to have three
rows of planting areas. The measurements are twelve feet long, four feet wide, and three feet tall.
My ground is already pretty leveled out, so there is no need in leveling the ground out. I also
decided for the material that I am going to be using cement blocks and cement to keep them in
place. I will also need to have a shovel and good pair of gloves. Now I need to go to my local
Home Depot.
After completing my trip to Home Depot, I will bring all my work material to the patch in
my back yard and begin to set up my work area. I have all the bricks I need in a neat stack next
to my quick cement mix. I have a large five-gallon bucket at my house already that I am going to
use to mix my quick cement and water into. I start by laying the first layer of bricks down in a
straight line. After laying each brick down, I will mix together a bag of quick cement and water
in my bucket. I will take the cement and pour a little over my bricks and I will take my hand
shovel to make it even. Quickly after pouring the quick cement, I will have to immediately lay
the next layer of brinks on top, creating the second layer. I found that placing four bricks tall,
would be the right amount that I needed for this row. After creating the first row, I went on and
laid the second and third row down. I let the bricks settle in with the cement for twenty-four
hours. After the twenty-four-hour mark was up, I went to my local sand and stone company and
bought four truck loads of dirt, one truck load of mixed cow manure, and one truck load of sand.
When I got back to my house with this material, I used the shovel to create layers inside of the
garden. The first layer is dirt. The dirt layer needs to be at least to the middle of the second brick
in height. Next, I will do a layer of sand, Just about two inches tall. After the sand I placed
another layer of dirt making it to the bottom of the third brick in height. It is optional to use grass
clippings if I preferred, but this is when I would place your grass clippings. Next I will take my
cow manure and make it to the middle of the fourth brick. After I have filled all the rows, I will
take what is left over and mix it all together. I will place the mixture of sand, dirt, and cow
manure on top of each row. I will let the fertilizers sit for another twenty- four hours.
After letting the fertilizer sit for twenty- four hours, I will then plant my vegetables and
fruit in my garden. The first row is going to be nothing but potatoes. For planting potatoes, I will
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dig deep into the ground and place the potato plant in the mixed fertilizer. In the second row, I
will plant my strawberries on one end and on the other end I will plant watermelons. To plant
strawberries and watermelons, I just simply dig a small hole in the ground and place the plant in
the ground, leaving the steams outside of the dirt. Lastly in my third row, I am going to plant my
green onions, cilantro, basil, and squash. I use seeds for these plants, because I prefer to grow
mine that way. Right after I get done planting my plants, I will remember to water then
thoroughly.
In order to have a raised garden, I will need to have a plan with a list of things I need to
build with , I will also need to set my work area and begin my building, next to last, I will need
to buy some dirt, cow manure, sand, and lastly, plant the perfect vegetables and fruit in my
garden. A raised garden is great for many things, I found it to be most importantly great for when
I get older and can no longer get on the ground to plant my fruit and vegetables. I have watched
different videos of creating a raised garden, I have seen pictures on Pinterest, and I have seen my
parents recreate a raised garden. I enjoy my raised garden every day, and I highly recommend
this to anyone with a green thumb.

“The Turning Point of American Innovation”
Written by Christopher Ethridge
The years 1968 and 1969 served as a global turning point in many ways; many notable
events that are evidence of this turning point can be seen in the history of The National
Aeronautics and Space Administration known by many as NASA. On May 25th,1961, President
John F. Kennedy addressed congress and announced that the United States "should commit itself
to achieving the goal, before this decade is out, of landing a man on the Moon and returning him
safely to the Earth." From John F. Kennedy’s objective came a national effort to design, test, and
manufacture the most complex machine yet know to man. Its purpose was to travel 240,000
miles away from the earth to the moon. This effort demanded thousands of dedicated workers
and personnel in addition to extensive experimentation and development of cutting-edge
innovations.
On January 27th ,1967, The Apollo 1 Crew, Virgil “Gus” Grissom, Edward H. White, and
Rodger B. Chaffee were tragically lost when an electric arc jumped from an exposed wire and
ignited the 100 percent oxygen rich air within the spacecraft. This occurred during a plugs-out
test leading up to their launch date. The crew was unable to escape the capsule, and ground crew
attempts to rescue the astronauts were futile. As an immediate response to the accident, the
Apollo program was grounded until a comprehensive investigation into the incident could be
completed by the Thompson committee overseen by congress. The results of this accident were
widespread and had a pivotal effect on the American aerospace community as well as NASA
management and protocol. Furthermore, the Apollo spacecraft would need to be completely
redesigned in order to prevent any further tragedies from occurring. Following the Apollo 1 fire
investigation, work began on the Block II Apollo command module that would not fly until all
the Thompson committees’ requirements were fulfilled, In October of 1968, the Apollo
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spacecraft had been deemed spaceflight ready. Walter Schirra Jr., R. Walter Cunningham, and
Donn F. Eisele launched to perform the first test flight of the Block II Apollo, which resulted as a
successful mission.
During this time, the Soviet Union was also hard at work in attempt to remain
technologically ahead of the United States in the domain of space flight. The Russians flew the
first artificial satellite, Sputnik, and put the first man, Yuri Gagarin, into space aboard Vostok 1.
Luna 10 was another successful Soviet space mission. These successes raised concerns that the
Russians would reach the moon before the United States. From this increasing worry came a
decision from NASA management that there would be no more low earth orbit flights and the
next flight, Apollo 8, would be the first manned flight to the moon. Inherently being the first
people to leave the gravitational pull of earth and enter orbit around the moon, these astronauts
would be the first humans to perform these new spaceflight maneuvers. These maneuvers were
carefully molded around orbital physics, and if not done properly, could result in the death of the
crew. On December 21th, 1968, Apollo 8 lifted off the coast of Florida. Frank Borman, James A.
Lovell Jr., and William A. Anders performed all maneuvers necessary to achieve a free-return
trajectory around the moon. Next, these men would slow into an orbit around the moon where
they would remain for the next twenty hours before relighting the main engine. Finally, the crew
performed the trans-Earth injection to return home safely, advancing the United States ahead of
the Russians in the domain of space flight. During the mission, NASA broadcast the first six live
television transmissions from space, pulling in record breaking television audiences from across
the world.
The launch of Apollo 10 took place on May 18th, 1969 with Commander Thomas
Stafford, Lunar Module Pilot Eugene Cernan, and Command Module Pilot John Young. The
Apollo 10 crew’s mission was to test all of Apollos CM and LM systems, survey the landing site
of the upcoming Apollo 11, and test numerous new devices such the landing radar of the LM and
other supporting systems. Among the experiments and system test to perform, the crew would
also be the first equipped to capture colored television pictures. After orbiting the moon thirtyone times, the crew performed the trans-earth injection to return to earth. Apollo 10 was
recovered in the Pacific Ocean by the aircraft carrier USS Princeton on May 26th, 1969.
With the flight of Apollo 10 and the earlier successes of NASA, the groundwork for a
lunar landing was complete, and preparation for the lunar voyage began. On the 16th of July
1969, Commander Neil Armstrong, Lunar Module Pilot Edwin E. Aldrin, and Command Module
Pilot Michael Collins boarded the Command Module “Columbia” which was sitting atop
Wernher Von Braun’s 363 foot tall Saturn V rocket. After orbiting the earth one and a half times,
the crew of Columbia performed the trans-lunar injection maneuver to begin the three-day
journey to the moon. Upon arriving near the moon, Michael Collins maneuvered the spacecraft
into a parking orbit seventy miles above the moon’s surface. On the 20th of July, Neil Armstrong
and Buzz Aldrin entered the lunar module “Eagle” and prepared to descend onto the moon. One
hundred hours and thirty-six minutes into the mission, the LM Eagle undocked from the
mothership Columbia and began to descend. Armstrong and Aldrin successfully piloted the
Eagle down to the landing site located in the Sea of Tranquility. One hundred nine hours, fortytwo minutes after launching from the pad in Florida, Armstrong emerged from the LM with
Aldrin following him twenty minutes later, becoming the first two people to walk on the moon.
To protect their bodies, the astronauts wore specialized Extra Vehicular Activity (EVA) suits that
were manufactured by hand by the American David Clark company in Worcester,
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Massachusetts. During the EVA of Apollo 11’s lunar landing, the astronauts conducted
experiments and collected lunar samples to bring back to earth for scientists to analyze. Before
leaving the moon, the Apollo 11 crew placed memorial medallions honoring the men who had
died in the pursuit of space flight, the Apollo 1 crew and two Cosmonauts. Additionally, the
crew left a small silicon disk inscribed with messages from seventy-three countries round the
Earth and a plaque that holds the inscription “HERE MEN FROM THE PLANET EARTH
FIRST SET FOOT UPON THE MOON JULY 1969 A.D. WE CAME IN PEACE FOR ALL
MANKIND” and the signatures of the crew and President Richard Nixon. Twenty-one hours and
thirty-six minutes after landing on the surface of the moon, Armstrong and Aldrin fired their
ascending engine to rendezvous with Collins in the command module Columbia and began the
journey home. Apollo 11 splashed down into the Pacific Ocean on July 24th, 1969 and was
recovered by the USS Hornet, completing John F. Kennedys promise in the last months of the
1960s and winning the space race for America. In total 12 American astronauts walked on the
surface of the moon during the Apollo project conducting experiments and collected samples that
are instrumental in releveling invaluable information about the universe as well as the formation
of the earth and moon.
Landing men on the moon marks a time in history in which the United States surpassed
the Soviet Union in space flight procedures and supporting technologies. While landing men on
the moon is the most memorable outcome to many Americans, there was a significant amount of
work, time, and even lives spent in effort to advance not only space flight but humanity and
scientific knowledge. Furthermore, the Apollo project fulfilled the words of President John F.
Kennedy “For the eyes of the world now look into space, To the moon and to the planets beyond
and we have vowed that we shall not see it governed by a hostile flag of conquest, but by a
banner of freedom and peace.” That the first man to walk on the moon and all others to follow
would be American astronauts.

Bibliography
Collins, Michael, Carrying The Fire
Shepard, Alan. Slayton, Deke., Moonshot
Brinkley, Douglas. American Moonshot, John F. Kennedy and the great American space race
Kranz, Gene. Failure is not an option
Kluger, Jeffery. Apollo 8
https://www.nasa.gov/specials/apollo50th/missions.html

50

“Freedom in Waves”
Written by Megan Kendall
When I was much younger, I always enjoyed my time at the beach. The sun was always
bright, the sights were amazing, and there was nothing like feeling the sand beneath my toes. As
I grew older, the ocean became more than a vacation for me, but something deeply significant.
All of the happy moments of my life seemed to revolve around the waves crashing on the shore:
my first moment of independence, the first time I saw the sunset with nothing around me and
being able to visit my birthplace.
My church always held Youth Camp during the summer, where some very tolerant, longsuffering, counselors would take a group of teenagers and throw them in a building for a week.
The resort that we visited in Panama City Beach was beautiful. We ate in Esther’s Kitchen,
swam in Joseph’s pool, and bonded in our cabins. I was so excited to get to sixth grade, so I
could finally go on this trip to Panama Beach. This was my first trip that I took without my
parents. I saw life through freedom shaped glasses. I was so caught up in how independent and
alive I felt, that I forgot my sunscreen. As I simmered next to the ocean, I thought that perhaps
having my family with me would have been better after all.
When I turned sixteen, my family surprised me with a trip to Washington State. It was
truly amazing to be able to see the city I was born in. Every day was packed with fun adventures,
and exciting trips, but the most fun I had was my first experience on a ferry. Many people would
ride to the San Juan Islands to see the orca whales. There is nothing quite like standing on the
edge of the ferry, feeling the wind rush by as you look into the depths of the sea. From then on,
looking at the waves of the ocean reminded me of how much I am loved by my family.
My last year of youth camp was on my eighteenth birthday. The youth leader at the time
would gather us all up and take us to the ocean at seven in the morning. The special thing about
this moment, was how completely silent everything was. It was our moment to reflect on the
beauty of what surrounded us and what purpose we had in life. In that moment, I started
panicking. How does one know what they want to do with their life? I knew I wanted to make an
impact; I just had no idea how I was going to make it happen. In that moment, I was flooded with
an overwhelming sense of peace. While sitting on my beach towel, clutching my devotional, I
realized I had been called to help people. Whether it would be a career, or a hobby, I wanted to
make a difference.
My parents booked a cruise for their anniversary, and my high school graduation present.
We sailed from Florida to the Bahamas. Everything was filled with bright colors and
extravagant experiences. I have never seen water so clean and beautiful before. The ship was a
vacation in itself! We were able to eat pizza and ice cream during all hours of the day. They
served food that I would normally never dream of eating. The best part was being able to get up
at three or four in the morning when the ship was completely quiet. Everyone was sleeping, so
you had the whole ship to yourself. Every morning I would get up early to see the sunrise. The
light would ripple and cascade over the water, and it made me feel like I was witnessing
something truly special.
Every experience at the ocean was something to be treasured. My first trip at thirteen
taught me how to be independent, and how to look after myself. Later on, I reflected on my
purpose in life. Not only did these experiences help me grow to be a better person, but they also
helped me grow closer to my family. I was able to discover more of my background, and see
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what life was like in Washington State. The cruise trip will always remind me of how special it
was to graduate high school, and how my family will always be proud of me. Every memory
helps me remember how blessed I am to lead a free and happy life.

“Magic Mrs. Askew”
Written by Marti Stephens
Since I was six, I always wanted to be a teacher because of Mrs. Askew. Mrs. Askew was
my first-grade teacher over fifty years ago, and I believed she was magic. She was a young, new
teacher, some might say lacking the wisdom that comes with experience, but to me she was the
smartest, most beautiful person in my life. Despite her youth, Mrs. Askew had an uncanny knack
for knowing what each student needed, and somehow, she knew I needed her the most. Life at
my home was turmoil, to put it nicely. Although I tried to hide it, Mrs. Askew knew. She started
picking me up every Sunday to go to church with her and then to her family’s Sunday dinner.
Her whole family gathered at the grandparents’ house to share a meal which was such a great
departure from my real life. If there was a Sunday when she could not get me, she sent her
parents, and even her teenage brother one time, to make sure I got to church, and I felt so special.
In class, she gave every student attention, like Roy and James – our class clowns – whom she
corrected with her “Mrs. Askew kind of love.” When she would leave the room, Roy and James
would get up and run around acting silly. Out of nowhere Mrs. Askew’s voice would come over
the intercom, “Roy, James, take your seats!” We were all amazed! How did she know? Magic.
We had an assignment to draw a picture of an object that started with the letter she
provided us on a piece of construction paper. My letter was a lower-case “b” and I was excited to
draw a bus. After finishing my picture, I looked around at everyone else’s and suddenly mine
seemed less than theirs. It was not overly colorful or drawn well like the other students’ pictures.
Mrs. Askew appeared beside my desk. “What’s the matter?” she asked. “My picture is not very
good.” I replied. She squatted down beside me, looked me in the eyes and asked, “Did you do
your best?” I told her that I did. She pulled the cap off her red pen, and at the top of my paper she
wrote a big A+. Then she smiled, told me that doing my best was what mattered most, and went
on to the next student.
She was also celebrating her first wedding anniversary that year, and invited me to come
to a “grownup” party at her house. She told me I would be the only child allowed, other than her
nephew Wesley, but that she “had to” invite him. I got dressed up in my prettiest dress, she
picked me up, took me to her house, and it was so elegant. She showed me around telling me
stories of each picture or trinket she had collected on her mission trips. I drank punch, mingled
with the grownups, and played shy games with nephew Wesley. I never wanted that night to end.
But it did, and so did first grade. Mrs. Askew continued to pick me up for church that whole next
year, until my mother, brothers and I suddenly had to leave one night. I didn’t understand why
until I was older. The day after we left, my step-father was arrested for murder. I had witnessed
this.
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Since then, I have lived many lives, moved over forty times, attended countless schools,
spent time in foster care, and this part of the story could go on and on. But the most important
part of this story is that, despite the odds, I did graduate from high school, then from college, and
I became a teacher, like Mrs. Askew. I know in my heart that without the foundation she
provided, I would not be here. She made me feel smart, and important, and like I mattered. She
once gave me a poem on a bookmark, telling me that no matter where I went, I was never alone.
I clung to that thought and it kept me alive, and fighting, and doing my best, like Mrs. Askew
taught me.
I attended Mrs. Askew’s 50th wedding anniversary, and yes, her nephew Wesley was
there! And Mrs. Askew came to celebrate my retirement from teaching. Years earlier, she had
given me a ring, and she was there when I passed that ring down to a former student of mine who
became a teacher, Katie. One day Katie will pass the ring, and the story on to one of her students
who becomes a teacher. The love my teacher showed me will not end. And to this day, she still
makes me feel, smart, and important, and like I matter. See, she really is magic.

“Life is Not Always Fair”
Written by Kay Driver
As youth, life filled with hope, expectations, and dreams stretches ahead of us; the idea of
disappointment does not figure into the plan. As a young woman of nineteen, life with all its
adventures and dreams stretched ahead of me. I only had visions of the marriage, family, and
careers that would fill in the blanks. Although life threw a few curves and bumps, the joys
outweighed the struggles in a fulfilling life. The unfairness of life popped up when I least
expected it and forced me to reevaluate my direction and plans for the future.
During my break one evening, a coworker Melba invited me to her home where she
introduced me to one of her husband’s friends. We hit it off immediately. My family grew to
love him as much as I did; our life together seemed destined. Soon after we married in March
1975, we built our first house. His father passed away shortly after our son was born and left his
mother alone. We built another house to accommodate our growing family that would eventually
include a second child and his mother. Our lives included the normal activities of two working
parents with happy, healthy children.
In 1996 he retired from Georgia Power Company. After attaining a Commercial Driver’s
License, he began a new career driving a truck. During September 2006, he passed his DOT
physical with excellence, and I rode with him to a meeting in Jacksonville, Florida, just for the
company. I played in a hurricane while he attended to his business. Our new life was filled joy
and expectation with his new career; we did not suspect that our lives were about to change.
The next weekend, he played in a Georgia Power softball tournament in Atlanta. My son
and I both had to work, so our daughter went with him. As he rounded second base, he passed
out. When the ambulance arrived, they could not convince him to go because he insisted he was
not going to Grady. In retrospect, that would have been the wisest thing he could have done, but
men are hardheaded sometimes. The next week, he saw his primary physician who was
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concerned and sent him to Tanner Medical Center for tests. Something was very wrong, but none
of the tests at that time showed anything definitive. He would not be allowed to drive a
commercial vehicle again until he had clearance, so his next trip was to a liver specialist. The
only test that showed any abnormal results was a decreasing platelet count.
A local physician drew fluid from his abdomen and told us he needed a liver biopsy
because his platelet count was so low. He could not have it done the traditional way through the
abdomen but needed to have it done in the operating room under controlled conditions. The next
visit was to a Piedmont physician who went through his jugular vein. That did not go well; the
specimen crumbled and that should not have happened. Numerous scans, bloodwork, and every
test imaginable did not reveal anything abnormal. Although they knew what was not wrong, they
had no idea what it was. His next appointment was with a surgeon who could do the biopsy the
traditional way but in the operating room; if he started hemorrhaging, they would be prepared.
We never made it that far. A couple of days later, while I was at work, our adult kids
were home with their daddy. Amy was on her way out the door around 10:00 p.m. when she
found their daddy in the kitchen floor. Robert called an ambulance while Amy performed CPR
on Daddy. All the time on the way home or to the hospital, knowing this was it, I did not ask
God to spare him; I only prayed, “Dear Lord, please do not make him suffer. Please do not make
him suffer.” I ran red lights and stop signs all the way from Villa Rica to Carrollton and thought
if I was going to be pulled over, they would just have to catch me.
When they sent me to the family room, I remember thinking, “Oh, this is not good.” The
room was full, so we were not alone. I had called my sister and made Mama wake her up.
Neighbors, friends, and our pastor were there. We had to wait a little while, but I was right. This
was it. A seemingly healthy man died with a room full of his loved ones including his two grown
children and wife of thirty-two years nearby. I will always believe he was dead when the
ambulance left our house. When it is a person’s time, it will not matter where he or she is or what
he or she is doing. I gave LifeLink permission to take anything that was usable except the skin
on his face because I needed to be able to see him. Searching for answers, we did not learn any
definitive information from the autopsy. The greatest comfort we have is he lives on through
those he helped save or at least made their life more bearable.
I felt as though the very life had been sucked out of me. We had so many plans for
retirement that included traveling, possibly relocating to a warmer climate, or downsizing. There
was a time when I had to be led around like a little lost sheep. If it had not been for my adult
children, I do not know what I would have done. I eventually learned to breathe again and begin
a new life without my best friend. Life really does go on.
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“Life Lessons from Childhood”
Written by Kay Driver
During the 1950s and 1960s, adults thought children should be seen and not heard.
Children believed what their parents told them (most of the time anyway) and did not question
what they were told. Not always in agreement, they tried to make sense out of the seemingly
irrational things they heard as the rules to live by. Many children swore they would never say
those things to their children when they became parents. To their surprise, the seemingly
ridiculous bits of wisdom children of the 1950s and 1960s lived by actually molded them into
responsible adults who learned about personal safety, acceptable behavior, and social protocol.
Parents worry about their children’s safety, and they struggle to find the best way to teach
them how to be safe. Since infants and toddlers do not have the vocabulary and judgement of
adults, parents must discover ways for them to learn. In their world of exploration, small children
use their mouths and hands to check out new things. Parents realize that children must learn to
not swallow everything they put in their mouths; hence, “If you swallow that chewing gum, a
doctor will do horrible things to you that involve pulling off your underwear!” or “If you
swallow that seed, a vine will grow inside you.” The thought of either consequence helped to
deter the behavior. Many expressions attempted to deter immediate injury as with “Do not stick
your tongue to that ice tray! It will be stuck there forever.” Of course the parent knew the ice tray
would burn the child’s tongue, but the image put into his or her mind was the greater deterrent.
Amazingly, parents use the same or variations of the threats they heard as children although they
swore they never would.
“Threats” and images of possible consequences provide another technique parents use to
teach children acceptable behavior. Again these expressions from childhood pop out of a parent’s
mouth without thought at appropriate times. One of the most popular deterrents to misbehavior is
“You will do this because I said so.” Amazingly when said with a stern tone, children react
quickly once they have learned the consequences of ignoring the remark. Angry faces and
pointless crying stopped with “Do you want your face to freeze like that?” Rambunctious
siblings confined in a vehicle dreaded the “This car will stop until you can act like civilized
people” or even the simple act of pulling to the side of the road and receiving that look. Another
behavior parents want their children to learn involves notifying parents of location or change in
plans. “Let me know where you are in case you have an accident and end up in a ditch; at least
I’ll know where to start looking” ranks as a standard comment when children start to venture out
on their own. These expressions transcend the generations as parents teach their children
appropriate behavior.
As adults enter into the realm of parenthood, they realize that children are more accepted
by their peers if they adhere to social protocol. Parents must balance teaching their child
independent thought and behavior while at the same time teaching them how to function in
today’s world. Children of the ‘50s and ‘60s had to follow certain social codes of dress. For
example, white was not allowed before Memorial Day or after Labor Day. Children wore their
Sunday clothes in public on Sundays, for special occasions such as weddings or graduation
ceremonies, or shopping downtown in a large city. These outfits included not only dresses or
suits but also those uncomfortable Sunday shoes. Girls had to wear hats and gloves (or at least a
decorated headband that made her head feel as if it would split in two), carry a purse that
matched her shoes, and of course the gloves had to match the hat. At home, children had to make
their beds in anticipation that a guest might come; the house must always be orderly. Most
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children thought the practice pointless since they were going to get in the bed again that night.
Despite the promise as children to themselves that they would never make their children do such
useless tasks, parents realize that teaching children responsibility and organizational skills help
them to function effectively in society when they become adults.
Children learn what they see and hear from their parents even though they do not realize
nor appreciate it at the time. Parents’ reward comes when they see their children really listened
and noticed what they heard and saw as children functioning as worthwhile and responsible
members of society. Parents determine the most effective way to teach their children the lessons
of life and society; those lessons include personal safety, proper behavior, and social protocol.
They pull from the lessons they learned as children and add their own variations. Aware that
their small children must have concrete examples in the beginning, they think of catchy but
meaningful ways to express the rules; their creativity makes impressions for life.
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4. Art Exhibit Winners
OVERALL
1st: Abigail Sadler, “New Romantics”
2nd: Stephen Mendoza, “Lustful Drowning”
3rd: Katherine Mink, “Space Ocean”
PHOTOGRAPHY
1st: Sarah Adams, “A Baby’s Little Discoveries”
2nd: Macy Jones, “Not a Bad Guy”
3rd: Iveta Kral, “Mrs. Kitty”
PAINTING
1st: Andrea Bocanegra, “Don’t Forget The Sky”
2nd: Shea Stansell, “The Dark Sea”
3rd: Ramaria Hart, “The Skin I’m In”
DRAWING
1st: Lydia Robida, “Radio Sheep”
2nd: Hannah Hicks, “Fearless”
3rd: Jasmine Coppernoll, “Hercules”
OTHER
1st: Jacobi Rogers, “Range Error Halycon Days”
2nd: Sharail Martin, “Cockatiel In Pink”
3rd: Abigail Sadler, “Traveler”
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VOICES Submission Guidelines
VOICES is published annually by West Georgia Technical College’s Office of Student
Activities. The magazine seeks to showcase the best examples of the artistic spirit of the WGTC
community. We solicit submissions during the fall and spring semesters, and we compile, edit,
and release the magazine during the spring semester. We generally publish only 35-45% of the
submissions we receive in a given year. Submissions are welcome from the following:
• Current students of WGTC
• Recent graduates of WGTC (class of 2019 to present)
• Current staff and faculty members of WGTC
• Members of WGTC's various boards and advisory committees
Submissions must be the artistic work solely of the submitter; we will not accept submissions
made on behalf of anyone who does not fall into one of the aforementioned categories. All works
submitted by current students according to the guidelines outlined here are eligible to compete
for the cash prizes offered for each category of work (1st, 2nd, and 3rd prizes in the three
categories).
The deadline information for submissions is located on the VOICES website. Submit your work
online, using the electronic form.

Genres for Submission
All submissions must fit into one of the following categories. If you have a piece that fits into a
unique genre, like graphic novels, you should base your category on whether the work is fiction
or nonfiction.
• Fiction: This category includes fiction and short stories.
• Nonfiction: This category includes short personal essays, letters, articles, and nonfiction
prose, memoirs, and arguments.
• Poetry: This category may include various forms of poetry.
Submissions may only be a maximum of 4,000 words. Authors may only submit up to 3 pieces
for possible publication. If more than 3 submissions come from the same author, only the first
three submitted will be considered.
Submission does not guarantee publication. We try to select works that offer a diverse view of
the WGTC community; we are interested in showcasing the artistic and creative talent of WGTC
through various media. Acceptance or rejection does not necessarily reflect the quality of the
submission; rather, we accept or reject work based upon the needs of the magazine and the
editorial standards set for that edition. We hope to constantly improve the quality of the
magazine each year; thus, standards of quality tend to go up each year. Selected submissions are
subject to minimal (necessary) editing changes prior to publication.
Please direct any questions to voices@westgatech.edu or to the faculty editor-in-chief: Crystal
Calhoun, crystal.calhoun@westgatech.edu.
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