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Existing Faith 

  



The Woman in the Garden by Ayo Covington 

 

 
 

There’s a house on top of a hill with bright flowers of nearly every color. Beside it is a woman 

dressed in a loose fitting dress. She’s sitting cross-legged in the grass and twiddling a golden 

sunflower in her lap. Her long brown hair falls like thick rope over her shoulder; she’s very 

pretty. I try to call her but she doesn’t respond, she just twirls the flower in her hand. 

I sit down beside her and she hardly glances at me before smiling and holding out the flower in 

a tiny, dainty hand. I reach out to take it, but it’s cold, almost metallic in her warm hands. She 

smiles again, and then turns her head to the clouds. I can’t tell exactly what she’s looking at, but 

she seems to be waiting for something. I break my eyes away from the sky for a moment, and I 

see him; on the other side of the hill there’s a large man walking towards us. His face is blurry, 

and he’s wearing a long white coat that falls to his feet. He’s coming closer; I need to warn her. 

I try to reach out and shake her, but her skin burns me like an iron. I look up and he’s looming 

over me. I feel his calloused hand grasp my shoulder and pull me into the sky. 

* 

I open my eyes and she isn’t there. Where is she? The houses walls are suddenly dull and 

cracked and every time I look away the flowers catch on fire. 



Where am I? 

* 

We’re flying. I don’t know how, and I can’t see what’s holding us up; but me and the woman 

from the garden are flying right over the house. She looks at me and smiles. Her eyes are like 

giant, shiny coins. I’m about to smile back when I see it; the hem of her dress is on fire. 

* 

“Good morning, Jonah.” 

I crack my eyes open and light floods over me. There’s a large black man sitting across from me 

and I recognize him immediately; he’s the man who took me from the garden. I want to ask him 

about the woman but my throat is so dry I can hardly speak. The man is watching me while he 

taps a blue pen on the clipboard in his lap. 

“Another bad dream?” He asks. At first I want to say no. How could it be a dream? Everything 

felt so real; I was there. But I look down at my shirt drenched in sweat and the bed sheets 

spread wildly around my legs and I know the answer. I nod my head slowly. 

He immediately begins scribbling notes on his clipboard, and for a moment all I can hear is the 

scratch of pen on paper. 

“Was it the woman in the garden?” He asks, not looking up. 

I nod again, feeling the cool sweat against my chest and forehead. I need to ask him what 

happened to her, and after a moment I finally found my voice: 

“W-where is sh-she?” My voice is dry and cracked as if this is the first time it’s been used in 

years. 

The man sighs, placing the clipboard on the bedside table. The light reflects off of his bald head, 

and he suddenly looks much older. 



“She’s dead, Jonah.” He watches me with a weary expression. It takes a moment for me to 

realize what he’d said. Dead? But I was just with her a few minutes ago… Anger began to fill my 

chest. What did he do to her? 

The man noticed my expression, and continued on as if expecting this reaction. “We didn’t do 

anything to her, Jonah. She died in a plane crash-” 

I shake my head rapidly, pressing my palms so hard into my ears that I’m sure I might crush my 

skull. He’s lying. He has to be. He places a hand comfortingly on my shoulder; the same hand 

that rescued me from the garden so many times. I press my hands harder into my ears but he 

continues patiently. 

“My name is Dr. Johnson. You’re Jonah Green, and the woman from the garden is your mother-

” 

I’m yelling. I’m screaming as loud as I can but I can still hear him. 

“Your mother is dead, Jonah. You were with her. You were in the plane.” 

* 

I’m having the dream again; the dream that me and my mom are flying, only this time it’s 

different. This time we’re flying through the clouds and I can’t see the house or the hill covered 

in flowers. The woman glances at me and smiles. Her hair is no longer in a braid, instead it falls 

smoothly down her back. She looks nervous. She’s wringing her hands, watching the clouds 

through the window. I look at her hand and notice that she’s wearing a sunflower shaped ring on 

her pinky. She’s twisting it anxiously around her finger. It’s the last thing I see before everything 

goes black. 

I wake up, or I think I wake up, and the smell of smoke floods over me. Where am I? I can 

hardly see anything through the rubble. Two large hands grab my arm and I hear him yell 

something to someone a few feet behind me. I’m suddenly yanked up and as soon as I look at 

my surroundings I know where I am; the house on top of the hill. It’s engulfed in flames and 

smoke is wafting from every crevice, but I recognize it anyway.  



I suddenly realize how quiet it is. Where’s everyone else? I look anxiously through the rubble 

but I’m the only one here. I step over the mounds of debris and walk towards the house and 

when I turn I see that the plane is also covered in leaping flames. I can hear murmuring behind 

me, and when I turn around I see a crowd of men and women in white coats approaching me. I 

look back to the plane in time to see a spark catch onto my mother’s dress. I watch the flame 

climb up her side and I know only too surely that there’s nothing I can do; she’s gone. She’s… 

dead… 

* 

“Describe it for me again,” Dr. Johnson asked, pausing from scribbling notes to peer at me from 

over the rim of his glasses. 

“Me and my mom were flying on a plane,” I began routinely. I immediately heard Johnson’s blue 

pen scrawl once more against the clipboard and I continued on. “And we crashed into the house 

that I used to walk to in my dreams.” 

“And..?” He urged, watching me expectantly. 

“She died,” I said, trying to keep the cold from my voice. He grimaced, but didn’t say anything.  

“There was nothing I could do,” I went on. “And the dream that I was having before was just a 

dream. She was never waiting for me in the garden. She died on the plane.” I said practicably. 

Dr. Johnson nodded grimly. “And why do you think that you dreamt that she was waiting for 

you?” 

I paused; he’s never asked me this before. I thought for a moment, trying to find the right words 

to say. “Because I wanted to think she was still waiting for me. I didn’t want to believe she was 

really gone.” 

He continued to peer at me for a moment, then sighed and placed his head in his hands, 

“I can’t let you go, Jonah.” 



“Why not? I’m better now!” I argued; I was sure they’d let me leave this time. 

“No,” He said tiredly, rubbing his temples. “You’re not better. You’ve been muttering about the 

woman in the garden every night this week.” 

 

 

 

  



 

Certain To Succeed by Nicholas Babb 

 

This year has been long. 

It has also been hard. 

Problems 

Conflicts, 

With solutions out of grasp. 

One could wonder how I have made it this far. 

They might guess that it was determination; 

That I kept trying my best and did not worry about the 

problems. 

Or maybe it was hope; 

That I believed that tomorrow would simply be a better day. 

What they do not know is that it was none of these things. 

I did not wait for problems to go away, 

Nor did I hide from them. 

All the problems, I would not let them just pass by. 

I held myself accountable and took action when they approached. 

I knew that I could solve them, 

And was certain of my success. 

 

 

 



I did not simply believe in myself. 

I knew that I could do it. 

Problems. 

Conflicts, 

With solutions out of grasp. 

I was able to get through them all because, 

I was certain that I could succeed 

 

  



 

Faith in You by Christian Mercado 

Even through all of the arguments, 

And bickering, 

I still have faith in you. 

We may disagree, 

And we may fight, 

But I’ll never lose my faith. 

What we have is so special, 

And it’s too valuable to give up, 

That’s why I have faith in us. 

I may walk out, 

But I’ll never be able to close the door, 

Because I have faith in my return. 

 If love is faith, 

And faith is love, 

I have faith in you. 

  



 

Stars by Allyson Gower 

I looked at you 

As if you had put 

The stars in the sky. 

Even at 

Your wallowing worst, 

With your sorrowful voice, 

Swearing that you didn’t, 

I still looked at you 

The same. 

I looked at you 

As if the stars 

Shone for you. 

Even though 

your eyes grew darker, 

With your sunken face, 

Claiming that they don’t, 

I still looked at you 

The same. 

I looked at you 

As if you were brighter 

Than all of the stars. 

Even though 

Your heart grew dimmer, 

With your shameful thoughts, 

Insisting that you’re not, 

I still looked at you 

The same. 



I look at you, 

Because you are a star, 

Burning bright and beautiful. 

Even though 

Your body grows weary, 

With a struggling mind, 

Telling yourself you are, 

Telling yourself you’re not, 

I will always look at you, 

The same. 

  



 

Needed Nature by Elizabeth Capps 

 

Without the sun shivers would run down our backs 

We trust his golden rays to keep our bodies warm. 

We observe clouds which grace the sky as we sit to relax 

No drought will overtake when the rain falls from the storm. 

We live, we breathe, we work,  we sleep, we eat 

The earth, as always, revolves around the sun 

We listen as the bluebirds sweetly tweet 

Expecting  the sun will rise when night is done. 

The day the sun forgets to wake, 

And the stars play hide and seek, 

Our daily lives will slam on the break. 

The chill and dark will leave life bleak. 

My thanks dear sun for all you do, 

Your smile lights up my day. 

You are very faithful and true 

Each day you timely wake and start to play. 

  



 

Creative Writing 2 (Honors) by Jimmy Zak 

 

Now this is the story all about how 

My life got twisted, upside down 

And I’d like to take a minute, my story’s fast like “BLAM” 

I’ll tell you how I became exempt from the creative writing exam 

In Glendenning’s classroom ‘twas pretty cray 

Playing 2048 is where I spent most of my days 

Chilling out, maxing, relaxing all cool 

And just writing my poems real fast after school 

When Glenny reviewed them, he said they were no good 

So I had to make it up by bringing him food 

I was one poem behind and my mom got scared 

And said “Ya know, if you get a bad grade it’ll probably be fair.” 

I begged and pleaded with Glenny, day after day 

But he gave me a 40 and said “say goodbye to that A!” 

He gave me a chance and said “just a minute, 

If you do all your work, you just might get it!” 

 

 



First submission, yo this is bad, 

Submitted a few more, and with Glenny’s permission 

Given that he grades pretty nice-like 

Hm, I might be alright! 

I waited for the end and when it came near 

Powerschool only had two grades for the year! 

If anything I could say that grading was rare 

But I thought “naw forget it, Glenny will be fair!” 

  

It’s just gonna take a whole lot of faith 

In Glendenning’s ability to be a nice grader 

So I can finally live out my master plan, 

To sleep in, exempt from my creative writing exam. 

  



 

They Said by Cristal Ramirez 

 

Such a gorgeous, gullible girl, 

They said you’re gonna be something. 

Such a promising, petty phrase, 

For it you’re prone to do anything. 

They said you’re the best they’ve ever seen. 

But you could do so much more for them, 

And do something a little obscene. 

Such exposure would only condemn 

The girl who only wanted to believe 

In what they said but she was deceived. 

Now, in your dream you’re too far immersed, 

Perfectly captured like in your photos. 

Your looks and smile are now a curse. 

They said it is the life that you chose, 

Trusting what they had said to you, 

And thinking it would all come true. 

 

 

  



 

Not Anymore by Kim Kikendall 

 

 

 

Sitting on the bathroom floor 

Ready to end it all 

Knees to your chest 

Tear soak your clothes and face 

No one home to stop you 

No one home to help you 

The pain is too much 

You can’t live like this 

Not anymore 

  

This is you 

Hopeless while others are hopeful 

Alone while others have friends 

Depressed while others are happy 

Why can’t you be like others? 

Why can’t you enjoy life? 

  

“Why?” is all you can ask 

Not how you can be happy 

Not how you can survive 

Because it isn’t about that 

Not anymore 

  

It’s about despair 

How you will never be happy 

How you will never enjoy life 

How you want to die 



How you want to end it. 

  

You’re out of options 

You’ve tried to get help 

Nothing works 

No meds, no shrinks 

No one and nothing 

  

You forgave 

You forgot 

You stopped pushing people away 

You tried to save yourself 

Without success 

But not anymore 

  

Now you will finish it 

Now you will die 

But i don’t want you to 

  

Who am I you might ask 

I am you 

Only a small part 

But I am you 

You are able to get through this. 

One day you will fly 

One day you will win 

One day you will be like others 

  

So put down the pills 

Put down the knife 

Put down the rope 



And the gun 

You won’t need them 

I believe you can survive 

  

I will help you be happy 

I will help you survive 

And I will help you succeed. 

  

I am the joy 

I am the memory of good times 

I am the child 

Who grew into you 

  

I created the path for you 

I dreamed of your future 

And I will reach that future 

The one I dreamed of 

Not the one sadness has created 

  

I am you, 

And you are me. 

So I say, 

To the sadness 

The loneliness 

The despair 

Not anymore. 

  

 

This is my house 

You aren’t welcome 

I live here in this human 



I am this girl 

You engulfed her 

And ruined her 

But not anymore 

  

Get out. 

No more tormenting this girl 

It’s time for my future 

My dreams will come true. 

And you will not have a grip 

Not on this girl 

Not anymore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Loss of Faith 



  



 

Stormy Weather by Morgan Johnson 

 

The storm whipped the trees outside and she huddled into her quilt. The feeling of the stitching 

and soft pieces of fabric comforted her just as much as it had when she was a child. The blanket 

also had the ability to muffle the claps of thunder that applauded her cowardice. 

It was her first night living on her own. At a ripe twenty-two years of age, Anita had packed up 

her dorm, said good-bye to her roommate, and moved into a small apartment in the city. She 

was ready take on the real world. 

Lightning popped once again and she yelped. Maybe she wasn’t as ready as she thought. 

Anita had hated storms as long as she could remember. She hated the way the clouds 

darkened a perfectly pleasant day. The way the thunder weaved its sound through streets made 

her shiver. The college graduate could rock-climb and even make smooth speeches in front of 

large audiences, but severe weather was her weak spot. 

There was a break in the ruckus. The tempo of the raindrops slowed. Anita counted seven, 

eight, nine, ten seconds that the lightning did not strike. She peeked out from under the covers 



to assess the damage. But there wasn’t any; she was inside. Oh, right. Her small studio 

apartment was still and silent. 

She got out of bed and walked a few steps to her living room area. She sat on the hardwood 

floor, surrounded by the few stacks of cardboard boxes. They were mostly filled with banal 

kitchen supplies and towered over her. The only thing that had been set up so far was the TV, 

and she switched it on, thankful that the storm hadn’t knocked out the power. 

The weather coverage was constant on the news broadcast, as it always is during a severe 

storm. The only break was an obnoxious car commercial or two. 

The radar showed three large spots. Like a finger painting by a toddler, primary and secondary 

colors blended into each other. This picture was not heartwarming or cute to Anita, though. To 

her, the three spots created an illustration that looked like a screaming face in terror. 

“We expect these storms to linger in the area for another hour or so,” the white-toothed 

weatherman said. “We would like to remind everyone to stay indoors. Now we’ll take a look at 

the lightning strikes in the area…” 

Anita let the man’s voice slip into one ear and trail out the other. It only took a moment of 

attention towards the map to make her switch off the TV. Most of the county was covered in 

white, angular shapes. 

Another flash of lightning illuminated the room and made her jump. She bounded over to her 

bed and threw her security blanket over her head. It created a dark, cotton cavern that sheltered 

her. 

Anita rested her head against her knees and wrapped her arms around her shins, folding her 

body into a small ball. Each exhale she made was audible and her eyes were closed. A few 

strands of auburn hair fell in front of her face. 

Could she really do this? Every adult should be able to handle a storm. Would adulthood 

continue to haunt her? 



“Always lock the door! Never hide the spare key under the mat! Never walk in the city alone at 

night! Don’t take the subway!” Her mother’s words of advice from just the previous morning rang 

in her head. Initially she had brushed them off. Obviously she was not stupid enough to do 

those things, but she was cowardly enough to hide in the wake of a storm. 

“Why am I afraid of a little rain?” Anita thought to herself. She had accomplished more than 

other young women her age; she had easily found a well-paying job fresh out of college and 

was able to move into her own apartment only a few months after graduation. But thunder and 

lightning made her cower. 

She hated storms because they were unpredictable; each one was different. No one could tell 

her what to do if she was scared. Their only response was, “Don’t be afraid!” Adults were good 

at giving orders when they thought they were giving advice. 

She peeked out from under the covers, but only enough so that she could see. A few boxes 

were stacked in the corner of the living room. Anita didn’t have much to start off this new, 

“exciting” chapter of her life. 

The thunder clapped. It applauded Anita because she finally realized that she was not ready. 

Adulthood was unpredictable. It was the storm. 

  



 

Quiet Suffering by Shelby Counts 

 

 
 

Don’t say a word. 

Don’t even think. 

___ 

Silence. 

___ 

Started out as innocent curiosity, 

Turned to vile habit, 

But I still believe I’m fine, 

Tell myself I have to be. 

 ___ 

Living day-to-day from shattered remains, 

Broken family, broken thoughts, broken reality, 

Really it’s nothing special, nothing elaborate. 

Pain is pain, but I still want to believe I’m fine, 

Because I can’t face the reality of what’s wrong with me. 



___ 

Bleed, 

Breathe, 

Die, 

___ 

That’s all that’s on my mind. 

Because I’m a walking tragedy, 

Because nothing’s going right and I feel like I should be wrapped in straight jacket, 

And I know that I’m not fine, 

But the addiction makes me feel so bitterly free. 

 ___ 

I have to take it, 

So I won’t live so unhappily, 

But it’s all a racket, 

Because I’m trapped in the habit, nowhere near fine, 

And that’s not something I ever wanted to be. 

 ___ 

But don’t speak a word, 

Because I don’t want to remember. 

 ___ 

Pill after pill, 

How many did I take? 

It doesn’t even matter. 



Dear Jack by Eric Vasold 

Dear little Jack 

By the time you’re reading this it will be your 16th birthday; you should have questions about 

why I haven’t been around in your childhood by now, and you can probably figure out why by 

the time you finish this letter. First I would like to apologize for missing 7 of your birthdays; I 

would have been there if I had a choice but you will understand why I couldn’t. Secondly I would 

like to give you the only gift I can give you: an explanation of events; in the form of a story. 

Many people do things they enjoy with their friends, some play video games, others shop, some 

even just watch tv together; but not my friends; no, we robbed banks together. We robbed 

jewelry stores and moved drugs around, it was fine and I was able to provide for us for a little, 

but it was all over in one bad heist, the one time when nothing can go wrong, something awful 

happens. It was a cool January morning when Berlin, Tokyo and I were preparing for a heist, 

this day we were not being watchdogs for a truck of coke, but we were taking out a bank; we 

had 30 minutes to get in, bust the vault, and get out of there before the cops could respond. We 

cased the bank a week before, noted all the cameras and drew maps of the place; D.C. got a 

job working as a maintenance worker and got his hands on a key card, he was able to get into 

the camera room and disable the electronic locks, he also destroyed the bandit buster window 

shield controls so that the tellers cannot hide from us. When our van pulls up to the back 

parking lot on the day of the heist, I go to the door and pick the lock, Tokyo moves ahead when I 



open the door and subdues the guard in front of the camera room; after I pick that lock Tokyo 

opens and takes control of the cameras; he tells us how many guards are on duty and where 

they are. Berlin enters an alternate way from the side door and drops the guard patrolling it. I 

wish I could tell you what happened in the lobby but I was busy hauling the thermal drill with 

D.C. When we have it set up we move to the lobby and see all the civilians on the ground and 

we move to cable tie them, just so they don’t escape. At this point we started the drill and 

moved all the hostages out of sight from outside, we keep the tellers behind the counter, it’s 

easily accessible and we can keep our bags in there until we are ready to leave. Our robbery 

was going smoothly…until a hostage was trying to be a hero… While Berlin was patrolling the 

hostages one found his way up and tried to attack him; without thinking Berlin shot him in the 

chest; everything seemed to slow down as we watched the hostage’s limp body fall to the 

ground; during that time and the minutes after, while we were just staring at what had 

happened, we did not realize that one of the other hostages pulled the alarm and called the 

police. We rush to the vault when we realize the thermal drill had cut through the vault door; but 

we were faced with a new problem, another door; Tokyo meets us by the door and places 

shaped charges on the door, effectively blasting it open; Berlin and D.C. run in and start packing 

money into duffle bags, Tokyo goes to the cameras and I cover the hostages. 

Thirty seconds pass then the first responders arrive at the bank, Berlin tosses out bag of cash 

and I quickly move to it, and place it on my back; I can hear Tokyo announcing how much time 

is left until the swat team is called in. Moving back to the hostages I can see the flashing lights 

of the cruisers and the cops slowly surrounding the bank. D.C. throws another bag out and 

Tokyo calls saying that we have to go now, as we prepare to leave the bank a police officer 

speaks through his megaphone, what he says will always ring in my head; 

“You are surrounded, you have thirty seconds to come out and surrender or we will use force; 

we have snipers on all the exits, and swat is inbound; just give up and makes this easier for all 

of us.” 

After the officer lowers his megaphone I remember seeing a rifle barrel out of the corner of my 

eye, then the flash as D.C. fires upon the cops; instantly gunfire is thrown into the building and 

we are pinned down. I remember how it felt to be in the crossfire, without a gun I was just a 

target; and with snipers covering the windows we couldn’t move too much; we learned this after 



Tokyo was shot in the arm. The Swat teams kept running in and rescuing the hostages, soon 

we had no leverage and the megaphone came on once more: 

“You have no hostages left; surrender now and no one else has to die today; all you have to do 

is come out unarmed with your hands on your head and your mask in your hands.” 

D.C. fires again and this time drops the officer with the megaphone, the police had no reason to 

show restraint now, and they knew that. From his feet to his neck he was covered in a thick 

olive blast suit; his face was covered in a thick, bulletproof helmet, and his face mask, already 

threatening as is, had a white skull sprayed on. His thick gloves hugged a machine rifle as he 

just soaked up the bullets D.C. and Berlin fired, he was able to swiftly kill both and turned to me, 

seeing that I had no weapon he ignored me for the time being, he looked for Tokyo. Hearing 

explosions coming from the camera room I try to shrink back into the wall. The Bulldozer comes 

back, and slowly walks toward me; I can still feel the end of his gun as he hits me across the 

face with it; that’s where I black out. 

Now I am writing this letter as per my last request, son, by the time you’re reading this I will be 

long dead, but if there is something you take from this is to be careful who you have as friends. 

Love, 

Your Father, John 

  



 

Lack There Of by Lili Duquette 

 

I had faith once. Faith in myself. It’s kind of turned away now. I can’t seem to do anything right. I 

can’t please my parents. I can’t entertain my friends when we’re texting, guess cause I’m just a 

boring person in general. But nothing I do seems to please anyone anymore. 

I can’t even please myself. That’s sad isn’t it? I can’t get the grades I want. When I write my 

stories turn out crappy because I can’t write. Maybe I’m depressed. Isn’t lack in interests… isn’t 

that a symptom of depression? 

My soccer skills suck to the point where I’m beyond the point of rusty. Thanks Coaches, for 

putting me in a position where I’m required to ONLY do that position even in practice. I’m going 

to work on them to get them back, but I don’t have the right mentality at the moment it seems 

because I can’t even get out of the bed at five to go on a morning run. 

All faith in myself is gone. It’s not there. I can’t do anything. I can’t write and get a good grade 

anymore. I have no access to do anything. I’m just not enjoying anything like I used too. Writing 

used to be my way out, my way to express myself with words and other people that I created. I 

used to create characters to make them look the way I wanted to, to have romances like I so 

can’t have because no one has liked me since last year at this time and ditto for me. I haven’t 

liked anyone. 



My friends… I try to be funny and tease them. They get overly offended by it… and get mad at 

me. There is this one friend in particular that she just doesn’t react to hanging out with me like 

she used to. I can’t please her. I’m not good enough to be her friend. Yeah, we joke about some 

things but it’s just not… the same anymore. I just can’t do anything. 

I can make you a list if you want. 

Make a list of things that I know that I can’t do ever. 

It might be a lot. Dunno, I’ve never actually tried making a list. 

I can’t wait till summer. Of course, I won’t be able to see any of my friends cause this is the 

second semester in a row that I have be struggling with my grades because of supposed 

“laziness” from my parents. I thought I had done my work this time. I remembered I made SO 

MANY COMMENTS! I literally sat there and commented on like everyone ones stuff (though 

that’s a bit of an exaggeration). I commented but I didn’t comment in the right places, and now 

I’m failing this class. Again I might add. God, this makes me so mad. Not mad at the class, or at 

my parents (well them… but for another reason) or any of my friends. I’m just mad at myself. 

It might just be that I’m upset and typing this feeling like I’m gonna cry and none of my friends 

seemed to have noticed. They’ve got their noses glued to their laptops or ipods. But whatever, 

I’m tired as well after a long weekend so that must be why I’m so upset about this. 

Still, I find no faith in myself other than the basics. I have faith that I can breath and all that junk, 

but that’s just about it. I’m ready to go home but I still have thirty minutes plus a club meeting to 

go too. 

My lack of faith is really getting me today. Maybe I should just sleep. 

 

 

 



See You Soon by Gabrielle Esteva 

 

December 30th 

You don’t deserve this, its all my fault. You shouldn’t have had such a terrible daughter as me. 

You deserved so much better. I wish you didn’t have to go when we were in such a bad place. 

I regret yelling that I hated you because I don’t; I love you. 

I love you so much it hurts. 

  

 February 15th 

 Everyone keeps asking me if I’m okay, I don’t even bother answering anymore . . . everyone 

knows I’m not. I don’t even know how to do anything other than miss you. It’s my fault; if I hadn’t 

made you angry you wouldn’t have gotten in the car . . . 



Even mom blames me. 

  

 Sometime March, 

 Everyone says I’m going crazy but I don’t feel crazy, I just miss you. 

I just need my dad back. Please don’t leave me, please come back. 

I need you. 

Late March, 

 Mom doesn’t know what to do without you. She just goes and sits with you every day. She 

leaves Briana and I almost everyday alone in the house. 

I can’t run from everything I’m feeling. 

All I do is miss you and hate myself. 

No one knows what to do without you. 

  

 I don’t know anymore, 

 It should have been me. 

I hate myself. 

  



May? 

I can’t live like this anymore, it hurts. 

 

 

 

Maybe June, 

 No more school, I can’t even remember anything from second semester. 

I was in the hospital for most of it anyways. You shouldn’t have died. 

Everyone keeps saying you’re in heaven now, you’re with “God” but if there’s a God why would 

he have let you die? 

Why would he take the most important thing in my life away from me? 

What kind of a God is that? 

They keep telling me to have “faith”, I don’t believe faith is even a thing. 

  

July 8th, 

 I’m sorry I was so difficult. 

I’m getting worse. 



I have no hope, or motivation. 

  

September 9th, 

 I’ll see you soon dad. 

 

  



 

Stretching by Aleah Fieret 

Question everything 

Is what you taught me. 

Question the facts, 

Question the words, 

Question what you feel. 

These feelings are concrete though. 

 You tried me, 

Stretched me, 

Then bandaged me back up in apologies. But 

you only can layer the gauze So 

many times 

Before it withers away. 

 The scars appear on my skin now 

And you’ve signed your name on 

Each 

And 

Every 

Single 

One. 

 

 

  



 

I’m Suffocating by Nicole Solera 

They want me to believe. 

But I just can’t. 

I try. 

I try so hard. 

But it’s never good enough. 

They want more. 

Sing more. 

Pray more. 

Read the bible more. 

But I don’t have it in me. 

And because of that, 

I feel so guilty. 

Guilty that I can’t be, 

What they want me to be. 

That I just can’t help, 

But be skeptical. 

But they don’t seem to understand, 

That I’m suffocating. 

They want me to believe. 

They shove it down my throat. 

But I can’t swallow, 

I can’t breathe. 

I’m dying to believe. 

But even that’s not good enough. 



Son by John Cordero 

 

Gabe stared at the necklace. He remembered giving it to his son during his graduation. 

“Gabe”. Maria said 

“Gabe.” Maria said 

“Oh sorry.” Gabe said as he snapped back. 

“You okay?” Asked Maria. 

“No. Not really.” Said Gabe. 

“I know.” She replied. 

He looked at the necklace one more time and put it in his pocket. They and a few of the pastors 

put all of their son’s belongings into boxes. They packed the boxes into their car and left the 



rectory. The car rides was silent all the way to the hotel. They didn’t do anything, they just lied in 

the bed. They didn’t change, they didn’t brush their teeth They just lied in their beds. 

“Maria.” Said Gabe. 

“Yea?”  Maria said back 

“Did you ever think this was going to happen?” 

“What?, our son dying before we do?” 

“Yea.” 

“No. I don’t think anybody would.” 

“Yea…” 

“Heh.” 

“What’s so funny Gabe.” Said Maria in a somewhat agitated tone. 

“I was just thinking about that time that Noah told us what he wanted to be when he grew up.” 

“I remember that.” 

“Mommy, Daddy, I know what I want to be when I grow up.” Said Gabe in a somewhat high and 

excited voice. 

“I want to be a Priest.” Said Maria in the same tone. 

The smile they had quickly faded from their faces. They continued to stare at the ceiling. 

“We should go to bed. We have a long trip ahead of us.” Said Maria. 



They both went to sleep. 

The next day they headed back to their small town. The car ride was silent the whole way 

through. When they finally came back, they unpacked the car and put all the boxes into the 

office, which used to be Noah’s room. Tired they went to bed. 

Gabe woke up early as usual and prepared breakfast, and turned on the TV. Someone started 

to knock at the door, he got up to answer it. He opened it to see the town’s reverend. 

“Hello Gabe.” Said the Reverend 

“Oh, Hello Reverend.” Replied Gabe. 

“I heard what happened.” Said the Reverend. 

“Yea..” 

“Noah was always a talented energetic young man.” 

“He was.” Said Gabe, who smiled a little upon hearing those words. 

“Well He’s with the lord now.” 

Gabe said nothing. 

“I’m off Gabe, I just came by to give my condolences.” 

“Thank you.” 

They shook hands and the Reverend left. He’s with the lord now. That phrased seemed to stay 

in his head. He went back to his usual routine. He finished his breakfast, went to his office, 

turned on his computer and went to work. He’s with the lord now. The very phrase plagued his 



mind over the course of days. It was in the very back of head, always appearing when not 

wanted. Finally one day Gabe decided to take a stroll through town to clear his head. 

Walking through town he ran across the newspaper stand. He went up to it to buy a paper. 

“Hey Joe.” Said Gabe. 

“Hey Gabe.” Joe said back. 

“Today’s paper please.” Asked Gabe. 

“Here you go.” Said Joe, as he handed him the paper. 

Gabe reached into his wallet, but Joe stopped him. 

“It’s on the House Gabe.” 

“Thanks Joe.” 

“Don’t Mention it.” 

Gabe continued on to the park. He found a nice bench and unfolded the paper. The Headline 

Read 

Man from our town, shot and killed on the outside of big city church. 

He continued to read 

Noah Goodman, a man who grew up in our town of Bakersfield, was shot and killed yesterday 

after trying to stop a man who robbed a lady in front of Saint Joesph’s Church. The man they 

believe- 



Joe stopped reading. He put down the paper. He’s with the lord now.He snickered when though 

it. What a load of crap. He thought. He reached into his pocket and grabbed his wallet. Opening 

it he stared at a photo. The photo was a little faded, and the edge that stuck out of the pocket 

was white and it was wrinkled. It was picture of him and Noah, when he was a child. It was 

when Noah was only 6 years old. He was on top of Gabe shoulders smiling and waving his 

arms. He remembered that Maria took the picture when they weren’t looking, yet it seemed like 

it was at the perfect moment. Gabe and Noah were both happy and they didn’t seem to care 

what was going on around them. Gabe closed the wallet. A small tear ran down his face but he 

held back because he knew he was in public. He walked back to the house. 

When he opened the door he saw Maria. She had moved the packed boxes from the Office and 

took out all of the items. She was separating them into other boxes, organizing one thing from 

the other. He walked to the kitchen, put his jacket up and threw away the newspaper. He went 

back to his office. He booted up the computer and checked his email. He saw many emails from 

his relatives. He started to read each and everyone one, each of them sounding the same as 

the last. He replied to them with a common response ofThank you, we’re having a rough time..” 

He didn’t really want to take time to make individual responses for each and every letter. As he 

was typing he saw the Necklace on his desk next to a family picture. He stopped and grabbed it. 

The necklace was of a cross. It was a 24 karat gold necklace. It was blank on the front but on 

the back it said family. As he examined the necklace the reverends words once again came out 

from hiding. He’s with the lord now. Gabe was starting to get angry. He held the necklace in a 

tight grip but he quickly put it aside. 

It’s been a few weeks now since Noah’s death. The funeral was tomorrow. Maria and Gabe had 

laid their clothes out and were doing their usual night rituals. The silence that took place the first 

week had disappeared and the Reverend’s words seemed to have disappeared from Gabe’s 

mind completely. Maria and Gabe were now lying down on their bed. Maria had her reading 

glasses on and was reading a short book. Gabe rolled over and tried to sleep. 

“Can’t sleep?” Asked Maria as she turned from her book to face Gabe. 



“Yea.” Gabe replied, he turned over and sat up. 

Gabe took Maria’s hand. 

“I miss him.” Maria said. She was tearing up now. 

“I know.” Gabe said. Tears flowed from his face as well. 

They held each other. 

The day of the funeral came. Gabe and Maria got no sleep but it didn’t matter to them. This was 

as important like any other event and they didn’t want to ruin it with their lack of sleep. They got 

dressed in their black outfits and went to their car. They drove for a little bit until they reached 

the church. They were approached by loved ones and friends of the family. They received hug 

after hug, and many condolences. By the time this ended, the procession was about to start. 

Gabe and his brother, and a few of the pastors from the church put his casket into the hearse 

and drove to the cemetery. There, they prepared the casket to be buried. Everyone was in their 

seats and people began to speak about Noah. Maria was listening and crying and holding on to 

Gabe. The Reverend finally got up there. 

“Hello. I know all of you today came here to see Noah off. I can feel the sadness in the air and in 

your hearts. I too am sad, but I am also happy. Noah, even at a little age could grasp the 

meaning of God. He did what was right, he helped anyone he could. Even though his death was 

untimely and unfortunate, I believe he is in a better place now…” 

Gabe had stopped listening. Gabe held on to Maria until the end of the funeral rights. They 

watched as their only son was buried into the ground of their fathers. Maria’s sister took her 

home because Gabe wanted to be by himself. Gabe glanced at the freshly buried ground before 

he went towards the park. He took a long walk to it. He went to the edge of the river. He took out 

Noah’s Necklace and threw it into the lake. Taking a hard look at the lake and then taking a look 

at the sky he yelled 



“If you were real, you would have saved Noah.” 

Gabe was angry. His son just spent a majority of his life worshipping God. Finally when Noah 

need God the most, he was dead. Gabe couldn’t take it. He sat on a nearing bench. There is no 

God. He thought. 

  



 

Failure by Emily Hickey 

I wish I could paint, 

But I don’t have a steady hand. 

If someone gave me an easel, 

My penguin would resemble a man. 

I wish I could sing, 

But my voice sounds like a cry. 

It’s tone-deaf and shaky 

No matter how hard I try. 

I wish I was smart, 

But algebra’s a riddle. 

English, science, history, 

At school I just piddle. 

I wish I was athletic, 

But instead of catch, I drop, 

Instead of fast, I’m slow, 

Let’s just say the bench is my spot. 

I wish I was funny, 

But no one gets my humor. 

I’m my only audience, 

And it makes me feel more bluer. 

There’s nothing great about me, 

Everyone can see, 

I’m as useless as can be. 

 



Too Late by Amy Zheng 

The girl with the broken smile. 

It’s been there for quite awhile. 

She looks around, but there’s no one there. 

There’s no one around to care. 

She wanted to think better things were coming. 

She waited, yet there was nothing. 

She didn’t want to be sad all the time. 

She wanted to smile and feel the sunshine. 

 But she didn’t know how to stop. 

She’s fallen too deep and can’t ever get back up 

top. 

If only she had someone to listen. 

She would not have this unfixable condition. 

But it’s too late. 

She was done trying to change her fate. 

She now laughs to cover her tears. 

But in truth, she just wants to disappear. 

And maybe someday she will. 

Her empty space left for someone else to fill. 

She wished she could be better. 

That’s what she wrote in her goodbye letter. 

  



Start All Over by Dakota Daughtry 

I’ve been watching my friends destroy themselves 

Observing from my own deserted island. 

Where are their souls? 

In the air like scattering fireflies 

Dimming, 

A fly in a trap, 

Dissolved in acid. 

What am I to do? 

With a tattered net in hand to catch them? 

I tried giving back their lights. 

But the husks fell to the ground as ashes. 

Where are they now? 

Farther away than my net can reach. 

Farther away than I thought. 

I don’t want my friends to fall. 

I’d rather them live longer than me. 

They should keep their innocence longer than me. 

I’ve lost mine a long time ago, 

Long before I ever had it. 

It has driven me to such loneliness, 

And I never would wish that on anyone. 

The question now is where is my soul? 

Somewhere yonder, I see my own hands strangling it. 

I cannot save others, might as well burn with the rest. 

Is it one hope to not let the husks of my friends dry? 

If one could be saved, god, that would save me. 

I can already find myself falling off the cliff. 

I don’t know how to catch the kids falling. 

My whole life is like this. 

One shattered faith after another. 

Faith in god? Broken. 

Faith in others? Erased. 



Faith in myself? Slipping. 

What am I to do? 

Perhaps I’ll start all over again now. 

  



 

On Your Own by Ashley Molesworth 

They say when something needs doing, 

You should do it on your own. 

And in my entire life, 

That’s the only thing I’ve known. 

You cannot trust another 

To get you on your way. 

You must work hard to make it, 

Not ask for help, or pray. 

The one time that I did 

Ask for a helping hand, 

They did not keep their promise; 

They did not understand 

The importance of this favor. 

I was the one to take the fall 

For what wasn’t taken care of, 

They weren’t hurt at all. 

It was then I learned my lesson, 

I’d never again trust 

Another to do anything for me, 

If I want it done I must. 

They say when something needs doing, 

You should do it on your own. 

And in my entire life, 

That’s the only thing I’ve known. 

  



 

People by Ryan Dettler 

 

Sometimes I wonder do they not know 

Or do they not care 

Allergic to learning, 

And obsessed with celeb hair 

 Sticks and stones 

May break their bones 

Yet your words they cannot condone 

2 dogs, 1 an annoying barker, 

You identify it as the one darker. 

All you hear is “ooh racist,” 

And, “ugh, I need a facelift” 

Traveling through doors, 

Struggle like the world wars. 

“They both open! Did you know?” 

“It’s like magic, come see my show” 

And some will read this like, 

“This offends me,” 

But I’ll just laugh 

Because you’re so salty 

  



 

Medusa Eyes by Tori Klehn 

 

The sky turned to molten lava, and tears of fire rained down on the young man’s head, as he 

entered the deep earth. Under the Conciergerie, a dirty secret lurked, and the young man had 

been sent by many curious eyes to dig for the truth. None of the eyes were as curious as his 

own. Many years had passed since Lepanto Champerret had returned to France. Forced out of 

France, by a pressured court, it simply would not have done to have had one of the queen’s 

most esteemed ladies in waiting to have fallen in love with a mere painter. One who painted 

other lives to make up for the fact that he had no life of his own? The young painter mourned 

the loss of his love, but still held to finding her this time around. 

“Crazy Painter… puh!” muttered the disgruntled jailer, as he led the painter around the twisting 

paths of the stone that had been forced to mold to man’s path. Lepanto ignored the rotund jailer 

in favor of absorbing the scene about him, no matter how disturbing and twisted. The air was 

quickly becoming sour and thick, much like spoiled milk. With every step he could feel the 

saturation of urine combined with other uncomfortable bodily fluids floating around in his shoes. 

“So painter… what are you hoping to find?” the jailer barked over his shoulder. He took a 

moment to reflect (as was his general practice). 

“I have come to find the real France, the one that everyone has forgotten about.” He finally 

mustered up the courage to say. 



“Ahhhhhhhh!” a blood-curdling screech pierced the sour air. The jailer smiled and turned his 

grotesque features to Lepanto. 

“Did you hear that? Sounds like Madame Guillotine has taken another lover into her bosom.” He 

whispered leaning in as if divulging some vulgar secret. His breath rank with a pungent mixture 

of rotting fish and rancid mealworms. Scratching his chin with a sausage like finger, he summed 

up the young man. “You say that you are looking for the ‘real’ France, eh? Well, my young 

friend, you won’t find the ‘real’ France down here. All of us down here, aye, even me, are 

already dead. Up there, the blood may flow, but they are living. That is the ‘real’ France.” At this 

he turned away from the painter and continued down the narrow passage way. 

The light began to grow dimmer, and the oxygen grew thinner. Lepanto dreaded what was to 

come, but he knew that someone had to find out. A door suddenly loomed over the two men’s 

heads, and the jailer pulled out a rusty key to open the rotten wooden plank. 

“Bang on the door when you want to get out. That shouldn’t be too long from now. Go on 

painter… find your ‘real’ France.” With a treacherous laugh, he shoved the young man through 

the door and slammed it on his backside. Lepanto looked down the uneven stairs, took a breath 

of the air that was even worse that the air on the other side of the door, if that’s possible. He 

descended the stairs, and shuddered at the site of rat and human excrement mixed with blood 

covering the floor. The stone ceiling leaked with moldy water, and the foul stench of rotting 

corpses lingered in the air. As he reached to bottom step, an obese rat, fat off of the flesh of the 

dead and already dying wiggled over his foot. Its rodent features alighted with a smile, no doubt 

sensing that another meal had just been freshly prepared. 

“Sir, please help me!” he heard a scratchy quiet voice calling out to him. He turned to see an old 

man, withered with time, reaching out for him with a bony hand. His eyes had been gouged out 

as he reached out blindly for something that he didn’t even know was there. Lepanto let out a 

cry and wished that he could help the old man, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a 

small chunk of bread, and passed it through the bars, watching as the wretched man devoured 

the bread and heave up vomit. He wept silently for the man as he continued down the pitch 

black hall. 



“Monsieur, help my child! I have nothing left for him!” he turned to see a young girl clutching a 

small babe, not yet passed the age of milk. The baby cried, and the his mother clung to him 

trying to keep the babe from crying. He held out his hands. 

“I’m sorry, Mademoiselle… I have nothing left to give.” He looked despondently at the ground 

and trudged past the cell, haunted by the wails the child’s mother produced. The sounds 

blended together, in a haunting melody that swirled around the painters head. As he turned the 

corner he saw a young child crying because her mother had ‘gone away’ and she didn’t know 

when she would return. An old woman relieved herself in the corner of her cell; another man 

was rehearsing how he would walk up to the guillotine. At the end of the tunnel, he saw one 

lone cell sitting by itself. It looked empty, and it was the smallest and darkest. As he drew closer 

to the cell, he heard a rustling coming from in the perpetual darkness within the cell. 

“Hello… is there anything in there?” he whispered timidly. The rustling grew louder, and a foot 

came into the light. Soon a full person was in the light. Lepanto saw coming into the light, a 

young woman, edging towards him hunched over like a monkey. He stood in shock and 

marveled at the young woman. You knew that she must’ve been beautiful at some point, her 

skin was a sickly gray, and her nails were long gone, the finger underneath being exposed. She 

was emaciated and her hair had been hacked off close to the scalp. It wasn’t any of this that 

made the man stand in awe, it were her eyes. Those eyes were of an onyx hue, and they 

shimmered with brilliance. They were large and heavily rimmed with beautiful long lashes. He 

saw a disturbing peace in her eyes. They had captured his gaze, those medusa eyes. 

“Monsieur” she whispered hoarsely not meeting his gaze. She gave a pitiful attempt at a curtsy 

and his heart wretched at the sight of her. 

“Mademoiselle, what is your name?” he asked gently trying hard not to fall into those deep eyes. 

She looked up at him from under her lashes, and he felt a spark of recognition… he had seen 

her somewhere, at some time. 

“My name is not important; Monsieur, but I know who you are.” He raised an eyebrow at her 

remark. “You are Lepanto Champerret. The painter who graced our king and queen with his 

time, Monsieur, all of France knows who you are.” He was startled to hear his praises sung in 

such a lowly place. 



“Mademoiselle… I was wondering if you would let me come visit you, and sketch you.” He 

whispered looking deep into her eyes. She looked up at him excitedly. 

“Oh! Monsieur… why should you want to paint me… I am so… Monsieur… if you wish to paint 

me, I will not stop you… but I do have one request.” She whispered faintly as she looked away 

from him towards the ground shyly. 

“Go ahead… ask me…” he encouraged her. She shook all over and tried to get the words out. 

Finally she looked up at him full in the face. 

“Every time you come to see me… could you tell me one thing… about the girl you had to leave 

France for…? I’ve heard only rumor about her… I can only imagine what she must’ve been like.” 

She looked back at the ground. Lepanto was touched by this small request… it had been so 

long since he had seen her. 

“Alright… it’s a deal.” He smiled as she lifted her face, and a grand smile alit her face. In this 

moment he saw how truly beautiful she was. He left the little cell behind to go and get his 

equipment, all the while his mind was set on those medusa eyes. The light began to grow dim, 

but in all too short a time it was daylight again. Now Lepanto went to the prison with a purpose. 

Those eyes were something that he just needed to paint. All night he had dreamt about those 

eyes, and he couldn’t wait to see her. The woman that the medusa eyes belonged to. As he 

descended into the depths of the dismal prison, his eyes were focused on finding the tiny cell at 

the end of the long passage. As the cell came into view, he saw her laying on the ground, and 

she was asleep. He sat upon the grimy ground and waited for her to wake up. 

“Mademoiselle.” He whispered. She began to stir, and slowly opened her sleepy eyes. Looking 

up at him, she started. 

“Oh! Monsieur! You’re here already; I didn’t know that so much time had passed.” She pulled up 

a small rotten stool, and sat in front of the painter. “Is this alright, for me to sit like this?” she 

asked him meekly. He nodded his head, and pulling out his sketch book began to sketch her. 

The two sat for a good solid hour, before either of them spoke. 



“Monsieur Champerret, you haven’t told me anything about her yet. How did you meet her? 

What was her name?” she looked at him excitedly and her eyes began to dance in the dim light. 

He laughed, and had to start the sketch over. 

“I will tell you two things today, if you will sit still!” he laughed, sharpening his pencil with a small 

knife. She began to sit very still, almost as if dead waiting for him to begin his story. 

“Her name was Amandine.” As the name left his lips his mind was pulled back into time, the 

candlelight and music were not so far off anymore… 

 

 

“Lepanto! Hurry up!” his friend laughed dragging the young man by the arm around the grand 

room. 

“I am coming Jean! Hold on for just a minute! I cannot move as fast as you can!” he called back, 

trying to free his imprisoned arm. Jean let go of his arm and turned to face his friend. 

“You cannot afford to be slow this day, Lepanto! You are going to meet the Dauphin and 

Dauphine of France! They are waiting for you! Come on!” he ran ahead to alert the pair of royals 

waiting at the throne. Lepanto made his way to the throne gallery. 

“You highnesses, this is Lepanto Champerret, rebound painter from Italy.” Jean bowed deeply 

to the Dauphin, and kissed the ring of the Dauphine. Lepanto was the next to bow. 

“So, Monsieur Champerret, you are to paint our royal portrait. I here good things about you from 

my friend, the queen of Italy, I hope to find that you are worthy of her boasts.” The Dauphin said 

to the painter, holding his nose up all the while. The Dauphine smiled and gestured for Lepanto 

to come towards her. 

“Come here Monsieur; let me have a look at you. Ah! Louis! He will be a great painter. Look at 

those eyes, only those eyes could see true art, and look at those hands; they were made to hold 

a paint brush. Monsieur, I cannot wait until you paint our portrait.” She grandly gestured with a 

sweep of her arm. “Enjoy the party!” Lepanto looked out over the crowd still standing near the 



Dauphine and as his eyes swept the throng of people his eyes stopped suddenly. Before him he 

saw a brilliant creature standing amidst a swarm of suitors. She was lively and gay. 

“So, Monsieur, you have found my lady in waiting.” The Dauphine whispered in his ear. “She is 

lovely isn’t she?” Lepanto nodded his head. 

“What is her name?” he whispered trying to catch his breath. 

“Amandine Levllois Molles.” She whispered grandly filled with pride at her discovery. 

“Amandine.” He whispered in awe. 

 

 

“Amandine.” He whispered. 

“Monsieur? Are you alright?” the dirty woman in the cell called out with earnest. He was pulled 

away from his memory. 

“Oh, yes, Mademoiselle, I am fine. I was just lost in another time.” Looking down at his work of 

art, he saw that he had sketched that forbidden dream, rather than this very real woman in front 

of him with the medusa eyes. “I think that we should start again tomorrow. I am afraid that this 

day is for not.” She looked rather disappointed. 

“Alright Monsieur.” She said very downcast. His quickly tried to cover up the blunder. 

“Tomorrow I will tell you more about Amandine. Will that be alright?” she nodded her head 

emphatically. 

“Oh yes Monsieur! I will count the hours until you return!” 

“So will I.” he whispered, and to his shock he genuinely meant it. The night passed quite 

differently for the pair of unlikely acquaintances. She slept in peace on the excrement covered 

stone ground, while he tossed and turned in torment on his soft mattress. Visions of his lost love 



floated through his head throughout the night, and he saw those medusa eyes of the girl in the 

prison. The morning came once again, as it always does, and Lepanto headed once more to the 

prison. 

“Back again painter? I thought you would’ve given up. Did you find your ‘real’ France?” the jailer 

barked at him, as he ate a rotten piece of cabbage. The young man ignored the taunting of the 

large ogre, and instead headed down the narrow stairs with new resolve to finish the sketch by 

the next sunrise. Down to the dingy cell he went, where this morning the subject was sitting in 

the stool. Her eyes were sparkling this morning even more than any other morning. 

“Good morning, Monsieur! I hope that you had a restful evening, and that we can get a lot of 

work done today!” she remarked chipperly. He nodded his head, and sat upon the cold ground. 

“Please manage to sit still today!” he laughed a little, as the woman was squirming on her stool. 

She bit her lip and looked down at the ground. He was startled at this sudden change in her 

demeanor, and felt bad. “Now, I was going to tell you two things today wasn’t I?” her eyes lit up, 

and he was sure he had never felt this warm at heart. 

“I will sit very still sir! Please tell me something about her personality.” She whispered, as she 

sat starchly still upon the stool. As he began to sketch, he wracked his brain thinking about what 

he could tell her about Amandine. As he started to form the thought, a fly landed on her nose, 

and she tried with all her might to stay still, but finally had to sneeze and the fly flew away. 

“I’m sorry Monsieur! I just had to sneeze!” she said. He started to laugh. This had been the best 

he had felt in a long time. He was sure that he knew this girl from somewhere… if only he could 

remember where from. 

“I’ve got it! She was a grand dancer.” He shouted excitedly, startling her off of her stool. “She 

could float crossed the dance floor, as if she were made of music and air.” He remembered how 

she floated. 

 

 



“Amandine, you are a wonderful dancer!” he whispered into her ear as they spun crossed the 

dance floor. 

“Why, Lepanto, are you trying to flatter me?” she whispered back coyly. He looked sheepishly at 

the ground, not wanting to make it obvious. She laughed a little. “Well, it’s working.” He gave a 

big grin as they turned around the dance floor. He had only known her for a month, but what a 

glorious month it had been. When he wasn’t painting, he was spending all his time with this 

wonderful girl. “I wish it could always be like this.” She whispered as she buried her head into 

his chest. He became frightened. 

“Amandine, look at me.” He commanded, and she did. “I don’t ever want to leave your side. But 

if ever the time should come when I have to, I want you to remember that I will find you. It 

doesn’t matter where you are or what you are doing, I will find you, I swear.” Her face lit up. 

“Lepanto, I love you. And I’m going to hold you to that promise.” She joked with him. He laughed 

and pulled her into a hug. 

 

 

“I’m sorry Amandine. I never found you.” He whispered. But he had left, and this time he was 

back in France. Instead of looking for his lost love, he was sitting in front of this cell painting a 

girl who wouldn’t even say what her name was. Now he’d never find out what had happened to 

the girl who still had his heart. Looking down at the sketch, he was relieved to find that this time 

he had made some progress. 

“Monsieur, is everything alright? You have gone blank again?” she called out with an expression 

of worry on her emaciated features. He looked up at his foundling, and once more fell into those 

big onyx eyes. 

“Oh, yes. I am quite alright. Now I have told you one of the things. If you will remain absolutely 

still I will tell you one more.” As she adjusted herself on the worn old stool, he began again. 

“She couldn’t keep still for a painting either.” He laughed with these words. 



 

 

“Amandine! Keep still! Don’t make me come over there!” he laughed, as his model sat upon the 

garden bench. 

“Oh Lepanto. Can’t we stop for the day? My back is tired.” She whined, poking out her bottom 

lip at him. Inspite of her efforts to look annoyed with him, her brilliant eyes gave her away. He 

laughed again, as he helped her up. 

“Now, Amandine. I am finished! Would you like to see yourself?” he whispered looking into her 

large eyes. She nodded her head. 

“No! Lepanto I never want to see what I look like! I have never looked into a mirror. And I want 

the world to see me, as a girl who never knew what she looked like.” He laughed and the pair 

began to promenade around the park. 

“Amandine… I have something very important to tell you.” He looked down at the ground, and 

she looked at him expectantly. “I have been called back to Italy. And I want to take you with 

me.” Before she could say anything he rushed on. “Besides, I have heard whispers of a 

rebellion in town. The people aren’t pleased with the Dauphin, and want to over throw him. Oh, 

Amandine, come with me! Flee this tragedy… I love you.” He stood back, as the girl looked up 

at him in horror. 

“Oh Lepanto… I wish I knew what to say. I love you; you know how I feel about you, but… I 

can’t leave the Dauphine.” She said determinately. “Lepanto, I just can’t. With my dying breath I 

will remain loyal to her… I just won’t leave her.” With that she turned away and began to cry. He 

hung his head, and looked down at the small ring he had made for her. 

“Amandine…” he whispered softly. “We will only be apart for a time… I swore that if I ever had 

to go away, that I would come back for you. Now we have reached that time.” He turned her 

around and slid the ring on her finger. 

“Do not forget.” She read the inscription. Looking up at him, her face was merely a pure 

expression of love. “I will never forget!” she cried as she wrapped her arms around his neck. 



The two shared one last tender expression of love, before he walked out of the garden. And in 

the garden he left his heart. 

 

 

“But I forgot…” he whispered once more. Suddenly a chill went up his spine, and he realized 

where he was once more. Looking down at the picture in his hands, he realized that he had 

finished everything but the final shading. He looked up at the girl, who was sitting on the stool 

half asleep. 

“Mademoiselle…” he whispered gently trying to arouse her from her slumber. She shot up, and 

looked at him. 

“Monsieur! Are you finished yet?” she yawned. He laughed a little. 

“Tomorrow will be the last day that you must pose for me. I am almost finished. But when I 

come tomorrow, I want you to tell me one thing about yourself.” He said looking away from her 

medusa eyes. She looked down at the ground, and ran her big toe crossed the sooty ground. 

“Alright, Monsieur. Tomorrow I will tell you one thing about myself.” She nodded her head. 

“Goodnight, Monsieur… have a good evening.” He watched as she slunk back into the darkness 

much like a cat, and left the prison. 

As Lepanto sat in his small room, he began to sketch, and try to finish the shading so that the 

next day he could listen to her story in full rapture. The pencil flickered across the paper, and he 

tried to remember where he had seen her before. 

“Her eyes… those are the key… funny… she had eyes like…” he stopped, and the pencil 

landed on the eyes. Slowly he covered the face with his hands, and just looked at the eyes. He 

closed his own eyes, and focused in on the medusa eyes. As he did a look of recognition 

passed over his face. The picture came into view. 



“Amandine!” he shouted. The girl with the medusa eyes was indeed Amandine. He grabbed his 

coat, and flung open the door, hurrying to find his love once more. All the way he berated 

himself… how could he have not realized it sooner? He ran through the jail, and down the stairs. 

At one point he slipped and fell on the hard ground. 

“Ahhh!” he cried out as blood soon came gushing out of his hand. He struggled to stand, and he 

looked down at the ground through a veil of tears. He hurriedly got up off of the ground and ran 

all the way to the little cell. Those medusa eyes smiled at him in his mind, and his heart was 

overflowing with love for the girl who sneezed at the fly. 

As he reached the cell, he stopped when he saw the door standing open. It was empty. He ran 

into the cell in frenzy. 

“AMANDINE!” he shouted, tearing through the cell like a madman. He searched for any touch of 

her… anything really. But there was nothing left. He dropped down on the stool. 

“Maybe they let her go…” as he mumbled this sentence, the jailer came stalking down the 

stairs, and towards the little cell. 

“Is this the girl you painted? Your ‘real’ France?” he gruffly asked the down trodden painter. He 

looked up at him with anticipation on his face. 

“Do you have her? Where is she?” he shouted frantically. 

“She left this for you… it was her last request.” As these words came out, Lepanto’s face fell in 

recognition. 

“You mean…” he sat dumb. There were no words to say. The gruff jailer reached out his hand 

and in it was the small ring that he had given her. He held the small ring in his hand. It seemed 

so long ago. This small ring. ‘Do not forget.’ 

 

 

“It’s a pity, isn’t it?” the grave digger asked his friend. 



“It is that… a pity.” He responded. 

“I wonder who she was… she had pretty eyes, that’s for sure.” 

“You know, you’re right.” The grave digger responded. 

“Well… whoever she was, it’s a shame no one remembered her.” 

The two men nodded in agreement, as the grave digger threw the nameless body into the 

shallow grave. 

 

 

The head was mounted on the pike, medusa eyes closed forever. 

  



 

Just Keep Swimming by Josh Freeman 

“Just keep swimming ,  

Just keep swimming,  

Just keep swimming, 

Swimming, Swimming,”  said the fish                                                                                

So  I just keep going ,  

Just keep going,   

Just keep going  

Going, going,        

But is it enough ?                                                                                                                

Because I feel like I’m going nowhere                                                                           

Just deeper, 

Deeper, Deeper,                                                                                                 

Into the abyss. 

  



 

Too Late by Kelci Dinatale 

“Mommy, Mommy!” The little girl cries. 

“Not now Sweety, Mommy’s busy.” 

Yet her falsely lit smile reveals a lie. 

“Daddy, Daddy, let’s play catch!” 

The Father, just glares irritably. 

“Not now Son, maybe in a little bit.” 

 Now that little girl is a teenager, 

Who is dating that boy. 

No longer is she playing with her dolls. 

A pregnancy test will replace her old toys. 

“Honey, Sweety! The old mother moans. 

“Not now Mom, I’m going out.” 

And so the elderly woman sits alone. 

“Father, Oh no! I’ve made a mistake!” 

“What is it Son?” 

“This girl…I got her pregnant.” 

And now sits the daughter, in the waiting room. 

The boy holds her hand, 

No longer are they on their own. 

The parents, they apologize, 

They were never there. 

But the children sadly shake their heads. 

And promise their child better. 



Now sickly and old the parents beg, 

They beg for forgiveness, just one more chance. 

“No Mom.” 

“No Dad.” 

The now grown children never gave their parents another glance. 

Who can you have faith in? 

If not your own parents, 

How are you to learn to trust, 

If to the ones who’re supposed to love you, 

You’re nothing but transparent. 

  



 

A Pretty Girl Who Screams Too Loud by Michael Springer 

Short blue skirt, and pretty blouse. 

A little small, but clothes fill out. 

Long blonde hair, with smiling mouth. 

A pretty girl, who screams too 

loud. 

I’m walking home. 

I’m all alone. 

Stop, tie my shoe. 

And I see you. 

His gleaming knife 

Cut through the night. 

The sharpened blade 

On my chin, splayed. 

He whispered into my ear 

“My little girl, have no fear. 

We’re gonna take a ride. 

Don’t worry now. 

Get in the back, and make no sound.” 

 As the car sped along, 

My fears became prolonged. 

I knew what was coming. 

Even through his subtle humming, 

I knew my fears weren’t wrong. 



  

We stopped somewhere. 

‘Looks like his lair.’ 

He pulled me out 

Onto the ground. 

He hit me hard, 

And left some scars. 

Beat me to sleep 

And tied my feet. 

Blindfolded now, 

And my hands bound. 

His greedy paws 

Ripped through my gown. 

He kissed me here, 

And kissed me there. 

He pulled my hair, 

And stripped me bare. 

I screamed for help, 

As my skin swelled 

From the abuse 

That this man dealt. 

I prayed to god 

And then he laughed 

“Here in this room, 

God’s word is daft. 

No one is ‘gonna save you now. 

I am your god; before me, bow.” 



Day after day, 

It stayed the same. 

Through sodomy, 

And plenty pain, 

I lost my will; 

My faith was maimed. 

 Treat me like an animal, 

Guess what I become? 

You think I’m irrational, 

But I’ve just begun. 

Bloody red 

Empty head 

Heavy heart 

Am I dead? 

Godly crown 

Push me down 

All my life 

‘til I drown. 

God has forsaken me. 

I know for sure, it’s true. 

He made an enemy 

Out of me, for you. 

  



 

Questioning God by Shelby Breneman 

The air was filled with ashen dust. 

Everything smelled of dirt and must. 

Smoked blurred my vision 

As the bullet made its incision. 

My whole life was rushing by, 

Every moment was a spark igniting in my eye 

Going just as fast as it came. 

Was my life just God’s little game? 

With every treacherous twist and turn 

Came a new lesson to learn. 

It seemed to be up to a roll of the dice 

Whether I should move up once or back twice. 

On the dirt that I lie 

Where I’ve seen my comrades and my friends die 

Begging for God’s mercy and grace. 

They had desperation written all over their face. 

So sure they were that their cry would be heard 

But the almighty didn’t reply with a word. 

Now it’s my turn to die with nothing to show 

Where I am heading and I don’t know. 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 


