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my heart and my head need marriage counseling  
~by Abby 

 
I can’t exist quietly for all the noise that they make 

shouting loudest when I am perfectly still and silent. 
to my heart it seems nothing is forbidden 

she laughs as she chucks caution in the garbage can 
and break-dances on bubble wrap 

believing it will never pop. 
meanwhile my head carefully processes 

every word 
every motion 

every idea percieved as fact 
if you just connect the dots. 

my heart does this with impatient foolishness 
jumping to conclusions 

jumping the gun 
and jumping up and down at every damn thing you say about the weather. 

 
 

ducks with lipstick  
~by Abby 

 
perched in the window at Starbucks 
four ducks with lipstick sit in a row 

sipping iced mochas 
faces fashionably bored 

like they’ve seen it all before. 
city lights flash in their eyes 

but they don’t even blink 
as they check their makeup in their compacts 

and answer their cell phones with a brisk, "Hello." 
with a period, not a question mark. 

they’ve done everything, their demeanor screams 
"life as a has-been at age 16 can be so tough," they pout 

because they read in a magazine that pouting is in style this season 
along with pink being the new black 
and the top 10 ways to score a date. 
they take drags on their cigarettes 
blowing smoke rings in my eyes 

blinding me just long enough to steal my purse. 
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Hand in Hand With Hope  
~by Abigail 

 
Hope is something wonderful that I use every day. 

After I think about it I love to smile and play. 
One day when I was walking down the crowded street, 

a child came up to me and made an inquiry. 
"Why, may I ask just why" she began,"why do you always smile?" 

I sat on a nearby stair and thought for a little while. 
"I know why"I started to explain,"hope guides me through the day,and even 

through the lonely rain." 
Then I got up and began my walk again, 

hand in hand with hope 
 
 

The Poet 
~by Abigail 

There was this little poet 
who had strong potential, 

but didn�t know it. 

She always underestimated herself 
Even with all her great accomplishments under white sequin belt. 

I was that little poet 
Never really paying attention to the gift I had. 

So when you find your special talent 
Be happy you have found it. 

And don�t go waste it 
Like I already have. 

 
 

The Day Terror Reigned  
~by Abigail 

The eleventh day of September, 
is one that we shall all remember. 

Many of our heroes were felled, 
but, many survived 

and ceremonies were held. 

The lives that were lost are almost too many to count, 
but, the American Spirit lives on within me, at a great amount. 

-This poem is dedicated too all who lost their lives on September 11th. 
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Hebrew Flat Bread 
~by Ayla 

A salty, scrumptious bite to eat; 
a little yeast, 

some flour, 
a pinch of salt 

and extra virgin olive oil. 

The same ingredients 
go into making a TV show. 

A cluster of words, blended slightly for a script; 
a couple cups of cameramen, 

a hilarious host ready for improv, 
a tablespoon of musical ability, 

added to a spectacular theme song 
a pinch of salt, over the shoulder, for good luck, 

and a gallon filled with giggles. 

Mix all ingredients quickly, with a whisk. 
Then scoop out two terrific friends 

(accompanied by a camera) 

If you would like the complete recipe, 
just let me know�.. 

or contact �Hebrew Flat Bread� 
a non-profit, 

commercial filled, 
TV show. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

If I Was A Cloud  
~by Abigail 

If I was A Cloud 
I would be light and fluffy. 

If I was a cloud 
Everybody would want to be me. 

If I was a cloud 
I would be friends with the sun. 

If I was a cloud 
I would be as light as air. 

But since Im NOT a cloud 
I’m happy to be me. 

 

Adventuring 
~by Abigail 
I long to go adventuring 
Along that little stream. 

I would sit on a patch of moss 
As I look at it glistening. 

Then I would lay back listening 
To its sweet little song. 

I then would fall into a dream 
For this is what I long. 

Movie Night 
~by Becky 

 
Running around because no one is there 
�Go touch the screen� No you!� �No you!� 
Delicious, buttery, popcorn 
Throwing the leftovers at each other 
Lots of soda 
Sleeping-over when the movie is done 
First stop for supplies 
Another movie, candy, and a frozen coke 
What would a sleepover be without those? 
Lots of candy 
Staying up late because we can�t sleep 
Watching TV, there�s nothing on 
Making fun of what is on 
Talking to friends online 
Pretending to be someone else 
Confusing them more and more 
Pretending to be from Abu Dhabi 
Being loud, laughing and talking 
Parents come down to yell 
�Now you�re being loud too� 
Trying to be quiet 
We never are 

Rise 
~by Brenna 

 
Petals dancing softly on the breeze. 
Dancing, dancing in all the perfection, 
that was meant to be. Mingling with 
sweet rays of sun. Made fresh, 
by the dawning of a new day. I 
rise to meet so willingly. 
Up from the dew, shedding my coat 
of earthen dust. Up to a sea of blue, 
ravaging the beauty set upon my soul. 
Shining eyes drinking in all they see. 
Delighting in the patchwork quilt, 
down below. Sewn together by trees. 
All the greenery, creatures hold close, 
to small fast beating hearts. Up to 
the sun, past all we’ve ever known. 
Shriek in my own glory as I burn up, 
a beacon on pure radiance. Life is 
sweet, live true. 
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THAT'S HOW I LOVE YOU 
~by Bridget 
Do you love me like 
When you walk into a store with the rubber scent of new shoes 
Or when you wake up in the morning to a sky with different shades of blues 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
The sweet songs in the morning from cheerful birds 
Or when you like a meal so much you go back for thirds 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
The boiling days of summer that bring a refreshing breeze 
Or when the nippy days of fall colour the leaves on a forest of trees 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
When after you work so hard you finally have time to relax 
Or when you relive the sweet memories that are held countless knickknacks 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
The smile I see upon your face whenever we’re together 
Or the delight when you laugh so hard you feel as light as a feather 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
When you see your favorite flower start to but, the annual announcement of 
spring 
Or the toghetherness of wintertime when Christmas songs are what you sing 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
The refreshing rainstorm greening the grass after being dry so long from 
drought 
Or the doubt of a tough decision only to find relief that you went the 
right route 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
The melted chocolate and marshmellow taste after eathing the perfect 
s’more 
Or when you learned something interesting from the lesson that was a bore 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
When your favorite song that is never on the radio anymore is played twice 
that day 
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Or when friends and family admire and respect everything you have to say 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
The soothing cricket’s chirp and the dance of light from fireflies 
Or the peaceful dark after the campfire fades with scorched logs final 
sighs 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
When you sit and watch the sun set only to wake up early to watch it rise 
again 
Or the bittersweet ness when an old life dies only to have a new one begin 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
The time you were in the pet store and you took home your new best friend 
Or things we take for granted like the air we breathe so our life won’t 
end 
Because that’s how I love you 

Do you love me like 
A poem in which I show my love to you in a poetic way 
Or is our love shared through a warm embrace each day 
Because that’s how I love you 

 
Flip-Flops 

~by Caitlin 
 

It�s everywhere I go 
flip-flip, flip-flop 

Joining together in a clattering song 
My feet move to join the music 

Dancing along the beach 
Feeling the gritty sand 
Loving the gentle sun 

flip-flopping through the forest, 
Under the sun-lit canopy of trees 

shlish-shloshing in the lakes 
flip-flapping in the driveways as the ball goes in the basket 

whirrr-flip from the bicycles racing in the street 

An orange leaf falls, like the conductor�s baton 
The thud of feet hibernating in their stiff shoes 

Rings like a heavy school bell 
Through the crowded hall 
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The Last Battle 
~by Brittney 

 
As I ran, I threw open my dream door. 

I stood and gaped as my eyes met this sight: 
the world had become a barren wasteland, 

burned to the ground by the hatred and fright. 
With everyone gone, the war had extinguished 

every living thing that had used to roam, 
and I thought to myself, "How could we have been so stipid? 

Just look what our hatred has done to our home." 
I wished i could have taken it back, 

all the war, the suffering, the guilt, the pain. 
What did we do to deserve all this? 

Everyone had fought blindly; their leaders insane. 
I cried as I fell to my knees in the ashes 
that had once been our wonderful home. 

Everything had vanished, not a trace left behind, 
and now nothing was left but me, all alone. 

Thick smoke rose as the skies started roaring 
with the ghostly sounds of thunder and rain, 

but thankfully, I woke with a start 
and found myself in my own bed once again. 

If any one thing I earned from that dream, 
one thing now is really quite clear: 

If our president wants to see the real terrorist, 
he should turn around and look in a mirror! 

 
 

Souls 
~by Caitlin 
 
I lost my grandma to a silly old desease... 
She tried to live, 
but was told to leave... 
I am saddened by the way she left.... 
but will remember her by the past memories... 
Souls are blessed beings that have passed 
the old life into a new one. 
They watch over us through heaven and they 
tell God all about us. 
They are beautiful beings. 
Watch for signs of them talking to you, 
because they are and if you miss them, they 
will always try again. 
Gramma if your listening, 
keep the thought that I love you! 
Save me a spot right next to you up there... 
up there in heaven.. 

I'm Sorry 
~by Leah 

 
I’m sorry if I don’t always let you in, 
but sometimes you make me cry. 
I’m sorry if I make you feel bad, 
but sometimes I feel bad too. 

I’m sorry if your dreams are not mine, 
but I have dreams all of my own. 

I’m sorry I can’t control everything, 
but I just don’t have that power. 

I’m sorry that I can’t let go, 
but this is all I’ve ever known. 

I’m sorry that my roots go so deep, 
but family means everything to me. 

I’m sorry that I’m only 14, 
but your age isn’t helping out either. 
I’m sorry I can’t tell you any of this, 

but I don’t have the guts to break your heart. 
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Vision Obscured 
~by Carrie 

 
As I lay under 

The bare branches of a backyard tree. 
Cold October winds blow. 

The branches remain stationary, 
Feigning death. 

Strands of hair are swept into my face, 
A face 

Feigning expression. 
The leaves have descended long ago 

Nothing left to testify life. 
Emotions have long ago abandoned me 

And I remain, 
A vacant person, numb to the world. 

A lone goose flies far above 
In a solitary flight, 

Framed in the arms of bark. 
With eyes closed, 

I imagine flying alongside the bird 
My right wing carries sorrow, 

My left carries doubt. 
Falling is imminent. 

But I soar 
If only for the purpose of isolated peace, 
If only to acquire a momentary euphoria. 

A minute passes 
My feathers snag 

And I fall 
In a terrifying motion downward. 

Yet before I land hard 
On the cold and unforgiving ground, 

The branches catch 
And cradle me into 

A soft lullaby of symphonic sounds. 
They lull me to sleep 

And rock me goodbye 
So I am able to once again fly with 

The solitary goose 
And once again fall 

Into the bare 
Yet dependable 

Branches of my life. 

 
 
 
 

The Day He Left 
~by DonicaJo 

 
The day he left was not the happiest, 

I came home and my sister said he left. 
Giving his best, 

Before he can rest. 
He got his eagle, globe and anchor, 

Said his thanks to his D.I.s, 
Then said his good-byes. 

From California to Milwaukee, 
Milwaukee to Appleton, 

He is home again, 
For only seventeen days. 

When he turned seventeen, 
He decided to serve. 
Our family was proud, 

We had a graduation party, 
Friends and family said there congrats, 

And that was that. 
Then he decided to hit the sack, 

Before he had to go back, 
To training . 

From Appleton to Milwaukee, 
Milwaukee to San Diego, California. 

He got his M.O.S. 
He is going to be a mechanic, 

That fixes tanks when they go frantic. 
Today he goes to North Carolina, 

To learn about tanks, 
So the drivers will say thanks. 

But he always says, 
If I fall, 

I will fall proud. 
He is one of the few and one of the proud. 

He is a United States Marine. 
And my big Brother. 
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The Sea: A Heartfelt Ballad  
~by Emily 

 
Away and back goes the tide 

As She brushes her hand against the waves 
The sea breeze whispers at Her side 

The same sea that fills deathly sea graves 
The same sea that fills sunken ships 

The lungs of so many in the ocean dead 
With ice-cold hearts and ever-closed lips 

Never to tell of death � nothing said � 
The soft waves carry these tidings 

Of death that in the ocean lies 
Of whatever else the ocean is hiding 

She, filled with sympathy, softly cries � 
�King Poseidon, how pitiless you are � 

To destroy with land your only link! 
These souls who only wish to travel far � 
At your cruel command in the ocean sink! 

How can you not care about their tender lives � 
So vulnerable, so very weak � 

And send your strong waves like deadly knives � 
So their future is shattered and all is bleak?� 

With these words Her voice became soft 
And She sat thinking upon the sand 

Watching the waves and the sea birds aloft 
The golden sand sifting through Her hand 

~ 
As the King of the Sea sat on his throne 

He thought of his kingdom�s titanic power 
He found in ruling he was all alone 

And he saw the sea from his lofty tower 
He knew he must still keep the sea wild 
But tame it enough to do his command 

Troubled and thoughtful was this Titan�s child 
And he started to guide with a firm but gentle hand 

A sleek silver dolphin touched Poseidon sent 
Wishing to calm Her aching mind 
The tide came, and the tide went 

Sending shells and coral from Poseidon so kind 
Poseidon looked at this kingdom again 

As he held his rule and thoughts solid and mild, 
He saw a beauty that to believe he did not deign 

And the wisdom of the maiden left him quite beguiled 
~ 
 

And softly he removed his coral crown 
And he placed it on the fair maiden 

He dressed Her in a magical sea-water gown 
With coral jewels She was modestly laden 
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But she refused these all and refused to reign 
And would not say a word of anything 

She left the sea, which caused Her great pain, 
Then She returned � She loved the Sea King 

The moonlight shone upon the sea - 
How Artemis made the moonlight shine! 

How amazed by the beauty of the sea was She! 
~ 

�I will think again, sea king of mine. 
Ride on the gentle wave that before me looms - 

Listen; listen to me, King, and come hither! 
I still remember, troubled, your ominous tombs � 

Oh, do not let this flower of goodness wither! 
The sea is a blessing and also a curse � 

How much it makes my hapless heart ache � 
But �tis important to the whole Universe � 

Ah, what a hard choice I must wretchedly make! 
Is it the green Land, the place where I was born? 

Is it the blue Sea, which I love and saved from strife? 
Oh, between Land and Sea I am torn! 
Should I choose death or choose life? 

Should I live on Land, a live full of sorrow - 
Because for the sea the most love I feel? 
Or shall I love but never see tomorrow � 

Be fond and content but never heal? 
I cannot love both the Land and the Sea! 

I must seek only one safe cove - 
Both forces inside my soul would destroy me � � 

And into the sapphire sea She dove. 
~ 

She was a graceful as a sea bird 
She cried softly as She leapt into the sea 

This was Her last utterance, Her last words � 
�May the sea � and death � receive me � � 

Her spirit always stays in the soft azure waves 
Where She may embrace land again, so sublime 

There is no road back to life, rough or paved 
But She can gaze at what She left � until the end of time. 
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I Lost A Friend 
~by Fiona 
I�ve lost a friend 
Someone dear 
Someone who made my days sunny 
Instead of shedding tears 

I don�t know what to do without you 
I don�t know how to live 
But I must move on 
Because you have new friends 

I miss you dearly 
More than anything on this earth 
Just for you to come back to me 
You be a lesson learned 
Be true to your friends 
Don�t let them go 
Because you never know 
When they wont be there 
To help you grow 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I Walk Alone 
~by Fiona 

I walk alone with no hand to hold 
No shoulder to cry on 

Nothing to be told 

I remember the days 
I felt so warm inside 

And oh so happy to be alive 

Your smile made me melt 
Your hands a soft caress 

Your kisses surely felt 

How I want you back 
I wand that feeling 

That tingling in my heart 

Still when I see your face 
I just want to be yours 

Will we happen again 
I do not know 

I long for someone to hold 

Someone to be my own 
But yet I still walk alone 

Fairy Tales Do Come True! 
~by Fiona 

You hear in fairy tales 
Where they end up together 
I want this to happen to me 

For someone to love me forever 

I feel like this 
When I�m with you 

You make me smile 
Like not many people do 

Thinking of you 
Makes my feelings grow 

Like making my heart skip a beat 
Which I cannot show 

I get butterflies in my tummy 
My hands start to sweat 
I see you coming near 
Just like we first met 

I love you so much 
I never want to lose you 

You mean the world to me 
I hope you love me too 
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Lost Touch 

~by Heather 
 

Remember when ’best friends forever’ we used to constantly say. Remember we’d always stick 
together, it was counted on each day after day. If only we’d have possibly known, what our futures 
would soon bring. So many things we’d have shown, but we were afraid of the bitter sting. Exiled 
by our thoughts and fears, trapped by our peer pressure. We became ashamed to show our tears, 
we grew to hide our own culture. First we became unoriginal, next we became someone new. 
Then we slowly lost our soul, to each other we said ’who are you?’ For years it carried on this way, 
until we met at the ’party of the year.’ You drank so much but still you’d stay, slowly killing yourself 
beer after beer. I saw you there as I sat in silence, it’s been so long I feared to say a word. I wish I 
could have predicted the violence that the whole country would’ve soon heard. That was the last I 
saw you alive, had I known I’d have done something. Something small like offering you a ride, if I 
had you wouldn’t have been walking. He took both your purity and your life, running in shelter of 
the shadows. What was the reason behind this strife? It were a random act of cruelty I know. 
Looking back, I grow to hate who I am. Somehow justifying to have myself to blame. My rushing of 
emotions needs a dam, for if it continues I may go insane. I think of you, but you are gone, it was 
simply too little too late. Alone I sit watching another dawn praying others don’t have the same fate. 
Remember when ’best friends forever’ we used to always say. If only we had really stuck together, 
I may have you here with me today. 
 

 
 

Music 
~by Jessica 

I went on stage and on my throne I sat, 
Then started beating on the tall high-hat; 

Then the rhythm of the bass, 
All of a sudden the snare goes rata-tat-tat; 

At the end I leave no trace, 
Everything is packed into a case; 

I go back home to play, 
Making the beat faster for a better pace; 

Music follows me every day, 
It is a part of me, someway; 

Music has become my dream, 
But it may not have the best pay; 

The music goes through my head like a stream, 
Even though I can�t play it clean; 

At the next concert there comes a big steam, 
It looks like we�re coming, or so it would seem. 

 

Heavenly Sent 
~by Mai 

"Lonely boy God said to me" 
" Go down to earth and set him free" 

So on that day my wings I gave 
Crashing down I came to stay 

Two other angels came with me 
Joshua’s whom we had to meet 
Walking talking along the way 

There he stood before we could 
Ask my name ask my age 
And he did that faithful day 

Back to heaven the others flew 
Bring back Mai Mee too 

Off to the park we all knew 
Basketball it was true 

Then the dark it soon grew 
Shivering shaking the night through 

Call me once call me twice 
Talk about it let’s rejoice 

Going down to set him free 
That’s not the end of me 

Dedicated to Joshua 
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The Museum 
~by Kyle 
The marble floor 
Cold and hard 
led to a grand staircase, 
Grand indeed 
For two monstrous pillars, reached for the heavens 
Large steps that stretched to the top, 
With bronze railings trailing behind. 

In awe I started to climb, 
To a museum, rich with art 
Vast painting, covering every inch of wall 
Bold in color 
In captivating beauty 
And with exquisite character. 

A corridor led me to yet another, large room 
Memorizing tribal masks, crowded display cases, 
With every curve shouting for my eyes to gaze upon 
The breath taking aura of African art 
Each mask seemed to sing and chant 
For bringing rain onto their crops 
And an aroma, of an African savanna filled the room 
Leaving a distinct, impression within my mind. 

I had to pry myself away from this scene 
For I had to continue on with this wild ride 
Stopping in a gallery of realistic paintings 
My eye caught the attention of a particular portrait, 
It was of an 18th century woman 
She had long flowing hair, past an elegant blue and gold dress 
This is not however why I yielded my time 
For this woman had a peculiar look, 
As if she was longing for someone, 
Who or what was she longing for 
Was she longing for her past 
For a blessing in disguise 
Perhaps waiting for her love to return from war. 
Despite the sole piercing stare 
it add to the simplicity of the painting. 

I snapped out of my trance 
To realize I must depart., 
From The bold colors 
The breath taking African masks 
The woman’s sole piercing look 
and the grand staircase. 

Descending down the steps that stretched to the top 
My palm gliding down the bronze railing that fallow 
Passing the monstrous pillars that reached to the heavens 
And across the cold and hard 
Marble flooring 
To end my wild experience 
And leaving me with creative thoughts and ideas boggling my mind. 
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Lost Thoughts 
~by Ryan 

 
I tried to navigate the thoughts in my mind. 

As the the tears began to clump. 
I wondered what I might find up there. 

And Figure out why I got dumped.  

After forty days. 
Thats all she had to say. 

I don’t really like you anymore. 
I don’t like you that way. 

I didn’t know what to do. 
I didn’t know what to say. 

So I walked. 
Far far away. 

 
 
 

The Sunrise 
~by Miriam 

 
A collection of colors, 
A red rainbow of fire, 

Bright stars fill the heavens, 
Drifting higher and higher.  

Azure moons make a pathwork, 
For a quilt of the sky. 
Blanketing the earth, 

The world solidify. 

Vividness brings together, 
A fortress strong to be. 

Love holds a heart’s hand, 
With sacred divinity 

 
 
 
 
 

If Only I Knew Your Name 
~by Ryan 

I see you fourth hour every day. 
But you still touch me in some special way. 

And if I may. 
I’d like to say. 

You make me feel a love I’ve never felt before. 
You make my head spin like a rotating wheel. 

I wish I saw you more. 
But are you okay with how I feel. 

Now that brings me to my final question. 
It makes me wanna hurl. 
I’ve learned my lesson. 

Am I good enough for this girl. 

 
 
 
 
 

Staring at the sky  
~by Travis 

 
staring at the sky, 

all these different stars, 
what if they fell , 

through the sky they fly, 
make a wish on them, 
like the nite we met, 

mine is still the same, 
i wish for you, 

i wish for ur hand on top of mine, 
i wish for your laugh to fill this room, 

or your voice to warm the silence of nothing, 
so the next time you look at the sky, make a 

wish, make it your last. 
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I remember... 
~by Toni 

I remember� 
When I was eight 

And my sister was six 
We were raised on Disney 

I remember� 
Our favorite game was Pocahontas 

I was always Nicoma 
My sister was Pocahontas 

I remember� 
We had three tree stumps 

Set up like a table and two chairs 
There we would do our �cooking� 

I remember� 
Gathering pine cones, overripe blackberries, and grass 

Then making concoctions 
None of which were ever edible 

I remember� 
After awhile our game would bore us 

So we would flip the stumps on their sides 
And try to log roll like we had seen on TV 

I remember� 
My mom there with her camera 

Capturing the chaos 
My sister and I were 

Put my head on your lap  
~by Travis 

 
Put my head on your lap, 

time stood still like a crystal clear lake freezing in winter. 
couldn’t remember the last time i felt like the only person in the world 

that has felt this great. 
i maybe tell you what i did that day, 

or maybe ill just lay here silently and listen to the words you have to say. 
When you’re speaking i can feel your warm breath crawling through me. 

If i told you what i loved about you would you listen, 
I would start by explaining the way you disagree with what i say and give 

the cutest look. 
then i would tell every little thing about you. 

If i said i loved everything about you would you believe me? 
Well if you do, 

Ill be there, 
Ill be there for every word, 

every laugh, 
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Wordless 

~by Abby 
It�s the same people at 7:10 every morning: three high school students, a boy and two girls. One of 
the girls is a brunette with painfully honest eyes. The other is a blonde, quite pretty, and I can�t help 
but to notice that she seems lost. The boy is blushing, the same as every morning, as his 
grandmother insists on holding his hand as they walk across the busy 
street. This is more for her security than his, but neither of them will ever admit that. The boy is 
good at illusions and this time, he decides to give the illusion of needing her for one more day. I�ve 
grown accustomed to to the routine. The boy sits down on me and begins to examine the contents 
of a crinkled brown lunch bag. To his delight, he discovers a small bag of jellybeans, which he 
carefully arranges in his lap into words that no one else can read. 

Four times a day, the city bus comes by to take people away to their destinations. Through all 
seasons and weather, I stand rooted to the corner of Rank and Main Street. Any less dedication to 
this corner would seem disloyal, I think. Perhaps I am the one thing that stays constant in the lives 
of these people, my �regulars�, as I call those who pay a daily visit to my red wooden throne. I 
know these friends by face and the feel of their weight as they press against me, resting their 
bodies for a moment from their busy days. 

The brunette with the honest eyes sits now, beside the boy. There is glimmer of recognition 
between them, but they ignore it, favoring that big-city anonymity that so many crave. I feel a drop 
of water on myself, and at first I am confused because it is not raining, until I realize that the 
brunette is crying. She wipes away a tear subtly, bringing her hand to her eye as she pretends to 
adjust her hat. Neither the other girl nor the boy takes notice of this. With a newfound anger, the 
brunette scratches her nails into me like a wild animal. I bleed flakes of red paint, but she does not 
seem to notice as she pairs two stick figures together and encloses them within a prison of blood. 

The blonde now looks up at the boy, giving him a light kiss not for passion but for ownership. She 
does not notice that as they pull away, the boy is looking at the brunette sitting on the bench. 
There is a beautiful glimmer in his eyes and I wonder what he is thinking. 

The next day the blonde girl is not with the boy. The boy sits at one end of me and the brunette sits 
at the other. Their silence is an awkward one, and I am curious for them to speak and so I creak 
slightly. They smile nervously and I realize there is only one thing I can do for them: break. It�s the 
least I can do. 

I collapse with a sudden lurch to the grass, severed shards of wood flying in every direction. 
Somewhere among the wooden icicles are the boy and the brunette, whose realities are just as 
shattered as I am. 

He sees the bloody prison etched on one of my shards. Then he truly sees the girl, for the first 
time. She has seen him all along. 

Now the storm grows more tumultuous, and the rain beats down like an erratic heartbeat. The old 
woman�s hair is dripping as she nails my boards together. She still has honest eyes, but she is no 
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longer a brunette, casting that younger self aside for silver, like the lining of a cloud. The old man�s 
paintbrush is red and it reminds me of blood on notebook paper or perhaps rose petals on snow. 

Task complete, the two stand in silence, but is not an awkward silence this time. 

The old woman murmurs, �It�s the least we could do.� 

She bends down to me and kisses me solemnly. 

He takes her hand and they walk away wordlessly, soaked from the rain but not seeming to notice. 

 
There was nothing in her eyes 
~by Alyssa 
There was nothing in her eyes. Never had been. No emotion, anyway. There was an iris, and a 
lens, and, well, probably a cornea, too. But there was no expression in those two pools of color. No 
visible feeling. So it must be a lie... 

Hard bristles and a blast of wintergreen. A counter littered with the various accessories of hygiene. 
A mirror. He didn’t like what he saw, that hollow-eyed, weary reflection. But maybe the reflection 
felt the same way about him. He scrubbed harder with the toothbrush, losing himself in his 
thoughts. It felt good, this monotonous, predictable routine. Back and forth, left side to right side. It 
was only when he tasted a hint of blood that he paused the motions and looked back to his frothy 
companion. A drop of green liquid fell from his crooked grin. He rinsed out his mouth. Began 
scrubbing again. Harder. Green froth morphed into a sickly pinkish-black hue. He rinsed, and 
refused to look in the mirror as he threw away the toothbrush. 

So who had been the first to say it? To speak such a blatant lie? Some passionate couple 
centuries ago, madly in love? When there were no words for rods and cones and nerves? Or 
perhaps some head-over-heels youth in ode to her lover? "I can see it in your eyes..." What of their 
face? Was there no expression there? 

He shook his head in anger. Stupid cliche. There was nothing in her eyes. 
 
 
 

Her Critic  
~by Arielle 

Marie Fulton sat at a table in her local library, scribbling furiously in a notebook. She had just 
decided that her story would not have a happy ending. Instead, she would make it bittersweet, yet 
so delicious one could hardly stand it. This was to be her great breakthrough. It would be 
published, she would be lauded as the next great author, and consequently be whisked away to 
parties, book signings, and the like. It would sell thousands of copies, and she would bask in the 
revenue it generated. Her whole future depended on this. Or at least the future she’d like to have 
depended on this.  
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She could see it now... She would send the novel to a publisher, it would almost be tossed aside, 
but then it would be rescued from a wastebasket by an intelligent janitor, or perhaps an intern. 
Then, she would suddenly receive a letter hailing her as the fresh talent the literary world needed.  

Marie’s entire life up to this point, or at least the last six months, had been in preparation for this 
grand debut. She had read all the right books, taken the right classes, and bought all the right 
materials to properly induce creativity. She had to be a writer, and a great one, too. At this point, 
she saw little value in any other profession.  

Of course, her friends teased her and told her that it was just a dream, a passing fancy brought on 
by a misdirected spurt of imagination. But Marie would not believe them, preferring instead to tell 
them that they did not have the makings of great novelists, therefore they could not understand. 
Only another artist could comprehend her ambition, her ideas! She likewise would not listen to her 
friend’s criticisms of her work. When she showed any of them her writings, they had this dreadful 
habit of critiquing it as though it was any other work of fiction!  

But it wasn’t, it couldn’t be. It had to be greatness, and only another great could express a 
beneficial opinion on it.  

Obviously, she had not always been this incredible. It had been a journey. Her first stories, written 
months ago, were rambling, overly-prosaic, unfinished things she had a severe disdain for. What a 
fool she had been! But no, this was much different. This was inspired, this was beauty, this would 
be talked about for centuries to come!  

Unfortunately, it is hard work getting people to remember that you are a creative genius writing a 
masterpiece that, when unleashed upon the world, will turn literature upside-down.  

Marie’s family, for example.  

It wasn’t that they weren’t supportive; they were. It was that they did  

not believe in her uncommon talent. Her parents told her that she wrote well for her age, and would 
smile at her benevolently, while her brother commended her use of adjectives, but no one 
mentioned that she should write the next influential and important novel or be ridiculously famous. 
This distressed her, for she hated to see such a lack of literary discernment in her own family.  

What Marie enjoyed most was dreaming about what her favorite celebrities would say about her 
work. Perhaps they would pick up her book at an airport bookstore as they jetted off to some high-
profile locale. They would read it, be astounded, and write to her, begging her to come and visit 
them at their mansions. She would have to decline most of the offers, because solitude was 
needed to breed inspiration. That was why she was at the library. It was quiet, and though she was 
not alone, the company of silent strangers was as good as isolation. Marie paused for a moment to 
look up at the people around her. How blissfully unaware they all were of the prodigy in their midst, 
she thought with a knowing smile. She mused that everyone would soon enough know her name, 
and that she should enjoy her privacy while she could. And then inspiration seized her again, and 
spread like fire down from her head to her fingertips, and she began to write.  

Moments later, she paused, satisfied with what she had just written. She wondered about all the 
people she would shock when her book was published and her literary aptitude established. She 
was certain that there were a great many acquaintances, family members, teachers, and enemies  
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who would be utterly astounded at her unusual prowess. They would all seek her out and wish to 
secure her good will and friendship, and she would freely bestow it, because public opinion is very 
important. If the public did not like you, there was a very slim chance any critic or celebrity would. 
Besides, it only took a few negative opinions voiced loudly to ruin a person’s career. But that would 
never happen to her, because she would use her natural sweet temper to appease the masses. 
They will all love me, she thought with unbridled glee. They will barely be able to stand it!  

Marie sighed as she bent over her work, writing quickly, an intense and immobile look on her face. 
When she was writing, nothing could deter her from her purpose, other than natural disaster. She 
believed that her tenacity would be a great aid in securing fame.  

Also, it would bring her the respect of other writers. Not that she would really need it, though she 
was sure they’d be inclined to give it, unless they were already overcome with jealousy. Being 
generally admired was going to be such a lovely thing, she almost wished she did not have to do 
anything to gain the privilege. Yet she knew that each person has their cross to bear. Marie’s just 
happened to be the future of literary art. She was glad it was her burden to bear, she was quiet 
certain she was capable of carrying it. After all, she had been writing for six months. Certainly that 
was long enough to develop oneself as a truly great writer.  

Her pen flowed freely across the paper, dumping out words like torrential rain. She was nearing the 
end, where she must begin to tie together all the loose ends in the story. She already had a vague 
idea of what she wanted to happen, but she was still deciding between a dramatic, sweeping, 
conclusion, or an end amidst violent upheaval. There are so many choices when one is the writer 
of an epic saga! Marie had become so engrossed in her story that she failed to noticed the young 
gentleman who stood behind her reading every word she wrote. It was a good thing she did not 
realize he was there, because he had such a disgusted look on his face that she would have 
instantly been outraged. After a few moments, Marie became dimly aware that she was being 
watched. She laid down her pen and slowly turned around. The young man had providentially 
managed to wipe the look of distaste off of this face, and stood before her with raised eyebrows.  

�Yes?�, said Marie, attempting an artistic and cultured voice and instead sounding like an elderly 
woman. The young man looked away and sighed.  

�If you must know, I was reading over your shoulder. My apologies.� He said, his voice inherently 
cultured.  

Marie smiled and lowered her eyes in an attempt to be humble.  

�Why thank you, I had no idea my work was that good...� she said, false  

humility dripping from this sentiment.  

�Good?� responded the young man, as he turned very red. He wavered for a moment, then spoke.  

�My dear, you’re absolutely awful! I advise you to give up now, or at least promise to never publish 
such stuff!� he said, trying very hard not to laugh.  

Marie’s mouth dropped open in horror and the young man walked off with shaking shoulders 
before she could regain her composure and form a witty response.  
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After several moments of silent seething, she assumed a defiant air and again picked up her pen 
to write. But she found that when she set it to paper, no words would come. Her thoughts began to 
stray from the task at hand to wondering if a career in the theater would bring fame at a cheaper 
price. She concluded that no fame could be gained without some criticism.  

Marie roused herself from this stupor with renewed vigor and read what she had previously written, 
trying to formulate another sentence. When this attempt failed, she began, for the first time, to 
wonder if one of her critics had been right, and if what she called inspiration was really nothing 
more than a passing whim. And suddenly, she looked up, and the weight of all her castles in the 
sky crashed down on her, and suddenly she was very afraid that inspiration and talent were not the 
same thing. 

 
First Light  
~by Paul 
�Holy cow!� the pair breathed together in amazement. It was an early summer morning. Phillip and 
Alex sat hand in hand on a low grass covered hill. Capping the hill were two maples, their leaves 
several young, dashing shades of green. A cool breeze blew softly against their backs, tousling 
their hair, rustling the grass and the leaves. And the sun had finally, deliberately pushed above the 
horizon. It commanded a blindingly beautiful presence, splashing the clouds in a myriad of reds 
and yellows and everything in between. The sky was the deepest, most intimate and warming blue 
that anyone had ever laid eyes on. 

Between the trees, under their intertwining branches, the pair reveled in the beauty of the dawn, in 
each other�s presence. The piping of songbirds grew livelier. The playful chittering of squirrels 
shook in the branches above. Wildflowers were illuminated and they basked gorgeously in the sun 
�s rays. Enveloped in all of this, the two sat silent. Phillip gazed at the landscape ahead, his mouth 
gaping open. A thin line of drool hung from his lower lip. His eyes were wider and more focused 
than they had ever been in any classroom. 

Oblivious to Phillips face, Alex was immersed in the morning. She wore a sort of foolish grin. Her 
soft brown hair blew freely in the breeze, tickling her face. Her nose wrinkled slightly as she smiled, 
something Phillip had always been fascinated by. 

Several more moments passed before either made the slightest move. Finally, a drop of drool fell 
from Phillips lip. It landed clear on Alex� s hand. 

�Eeew!� she squeaked, snatching her hand away. �Phil you�re so gross!� 

�What?� Phillip blurted, giving himself a shake. He noticed Alex wiping her hand on his shirtsleeve. 
�Oh! Sorry,� he grinned sheepishly. He looked at Alex. Gosh she�s beautiful, he thought to himself. 
A small youre-so-gross-but-I-love-you smile crossed her face. Dimples dotted her cheeks. 
Unbeknownst to Phillip, his excess drool still decorated his lip. He went on, �That�s what best 
friends are for, though, right?� Alex looked up at him questioningly. �I mean,� Phillip continued, �if 
they still love you after you drool on them, I tell you what, you�re set!� 

�Yeah, right!� Alex laughed happily, wiping away the rest of the spit from Phillip�s lip. �You�re nuts. 
And gross. But correct, yes.� She slipped her hand back into his and laid her head on his shoulder. 
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 It was one of Phil�s favorite memories, and the one that he wanted to relive the most. He often fell 
into that particular daydream, especially while on sentry. What else is there to do but have your 
head in the clouds while hovering for hours on end in a single spot? Phil was cruelly awakened 
from his reverie by the alarm system in his R-305 jet. It was early morning, and still dark. A piercing 
howl erupted in his ears. Red lights blazed incessantly, and his heads-up display flashed the 
simple words �ENEMIES APPROACHING� in green lettering on the canopy glass. Phil checked his 
radar. Sure enough, fifteen clicks away, a swarm of dots showed on the screen. At least fifteen, 
probably closer to twenty. Phil�s eyes bulged. Twenty fighters!! he thought incredulously. In all of 
his fighting over the past two years, Phil had never seen, nor even heard of, more than five 
blighters�enemy fighters�in one area. It was an all out attack. Could this be a last-ditch effort by 
the opposition? They had been weakening ever since the beginning of the war. Could this mean 
that with the end of this battle would come the end of the war? He shivered. 

Phil leaped nearly out of his flight suit as six R-305s screamed past his own jet, just visible in the 
lessening darkness. They were heading straight west for the swarm. Gathering himself, Phil 
donned his helmet, checked his harness, and gripped the controls. A stentorian roar was 
unleashed from his engines as he switched out of hover and gunned the throttle. 

As his jet approached four thousand feet and top speed, Phil glanced at the radar again. Just ten 
arks away now, the blighters began to spread out into various groups of three or four. Phil pointed 
his jet a little steeper upwards to attain what advantage he could from altitude. At four arks away, 
he leveled out. The sky had lightened to a bluish-gray, the horizon behind him even lighter. Phil 
flicked seven red switches on his instrument panel, arming all seven weapons systems. It was a 
not-so-subtle reminder of just how lucky he really was to be piloting an R-305, the finest jet in the 
world. 

Three arks out. The terrain below was becoming clearer in the gathering light. And then Phil 
grinned. �Holy cow!� he murmured, as dawn exploded in his mirrors. The golden sun was creeping 
over the horizon, splashing the clouds with a myriad of colors� 

Exhilarated and encouraged and smiling like a fool, Phil flew in with the first light of a new day. 

 
Annalise's Wings 

~by Susannah 
I stared out the window of the rented moving van as Mom made the last precarious turn on the 
winding country road that led to Grandma’s farm. Except it wasn’t Grandma’s farm anymore. It was 
ours. And Grandma had died two months ago. Mom had quit her job as an editor for a Chicago 
publisher; she had decided to start proofreading by email from home. I was startled out of my 
thoughts when Mom exclaimed "Oh, Annalise! There it is." 

The farm was in view. There was a large pale yellow house with blue shutters and trim, a big red 
barn and several small sheds. I barely remembered it. The last time I’d been here was eight years 
ago when I was six. Grandma had gotten sick when I was seven. Her doctor advised her to move 
somewhere less secluded. She had moved into our Chicago apartment. That was when we 
became so close. She would take care of me after school while Mom worked. We would sit at the 
kitchen table and talk, just talk, about anything I could think of. 



 

 

APL�s  �Teen Voices�                                           Fall 2004, vol.8                  21 of 31 
 

Anyway, Grandma had kept the farm and rented it out. She always told me it would be mine 
someday, but I never imagined it would be so soon. 

And now here we were. Our new home. Mom pulled the van into the dirt driveway and stopped. 
She sighed, "We’re home, Annalise." 

"I guess." I replied dully. It didn’t feel like home without Grandma. 

We spent the rest of the day unpacking and settling in. I didn’t feel settled though. I missed 
Chicago and I missed Grandma. I went to bed that night restless and uncomfortable in my new 
bedroom. It was large and had a view of the barn out the window, but I didn’t really care. I had 
strange dreams that night. In one Grandma and I were sitting at the kitchen table in the apartment 
and she said to me, "Find your wings Annalise, find your wings and fly.’ 

I slept in until ten the next morning. And when Mom knocked on the door and told me she’d made 
French toast for breakfast I told her I wasn’t hungry. I was feeling grumpy and depressed. So I 
spent the next few hours brooding in bed. 

Then around one o’clock something unexpected happened. I heard footsteps on the stairs. But it 
wasn’t the sharp clack of my mother’s sandals. It was a soft padding step, the sound of someone 
barefoot. Whoever it was knocked on my door and without waiting for me to reply, opened the 
door. 

It was a boy about my age. He was tall with a mop of dark brown curls that kept falling in his eyes. 
He was wearing jeans and a red t-shirt. I felt as though I recognized him but I couldn’t quite decide 
why. Then I gasped, " Sam?’ I asked incredulously. 

He grinned. "The one and only." 

Sam Kelly had been my best friend for the summer until Grandma moved to Chicago. We had 
been inseparable. But right now I didn’t feel like seeing anyone. I rolled over so my back was to 
him. I heard him moving around behind me and resisted the urge to turn and see what he was 
doing. Just as I was about to give in to curiosity I felt something land on the bed. It was a t-shirt, 
jeans and a framed photo. 

"Get dressed, look at that, and come downstairs. I’ll be in the kitchen. I want to talk to your Mom." I 
heard him leave and go downstairs. 

I sat up and picked up the photo. It was Grandma with a pony on either side and a small child on 
each pony. On her right was a black pony with white socks. Seated on its back was a little boy who 
I immediately realized was Sam. On Grandma’s left was a chestnut pony with a white blaze. On its 
back was a small blond girl. Me. 

I pulled on the clothes Sam had gotten out. Jeans and a green t-shirt. After running a comb 
through my short blond hair I slowly made my way down the large staircase into the kitchen. Sam 
and Mom where sitting at the kitchen table looking at a piece of paper which Sam immediately 
stuffed in his pocket as I came in. 

"Ready to go?" he asked. 
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"I guess." I muttered, "Where are we going anyway?" 

"You’ll see." 

I sighed and followed him out the door. 

We walked toward the barn. As we got closer I heard noises inside. Sam opened the barn door 
and led me past rows of old stalls until we got to the very last two. There we stopped and I looked 
inside and gasped. In the first stall was a horse. A beautiful horse. It was a palomino, a big 
beautiful mare. The nameplate on the door said "Peaches". Sam followed my gaze and grinned, "I 
named her." 

I thought that Peaches was the best horse in the world. At least until I looked in the other stall. 
Inside was a miniature horse. It was almost white. The nameplate on the door said "Cream". I 
smiled. 

"Oh, Sam!" I exclaimed, "Whose are they?" 

He grinned, "Yours of course! My Dad found them for sale together and bought them for the riding 
school, but Cream doesn’t seem to like people very much so when we heard you were coming we 
decided that you might be able to handle him. I remember once when you were little my Dad had 
this horse that everyone claimed wasn’t trainable and you just walked right into the paddock with it 
and started petting it. After that my Dad would always say that you would be a trainer someday." 

I sighed. 

Sam looked at me and said uncomfortably, "So, do you want to go riding?" 

I nodded my eyes growing wide, "But Sam, I haven’t ridden in eight years!" 

He smiled, "You’ll remember." 

So there I was. Riding bareback again like I had all those years ago. Fortunately for me Peaches 
was a wonderful horse and was very gentle to ride. At first I was nervous but then when we got to 
the big field that divided our property from the Kelly’s and I watched Sam gallop his horse 
Peppermint around the field, bareback with his legs clamped to the horse’s sides I made my 
decision. 

I galloped. Full out. I was flying. As I made the full circle I remembered Grandma’s words in my 
dream, "Find your wings Annalise, find your wings and fly." And I knew what she meant. 

It would still take a lot to get used to the farm. And it would never be the same without Grandma. 
But for now only one thing was important. 

I was flying. 

With a little help from Peaches and Cream� 
With a little help from Sam� 
And with a little help from Grandma�     I had found my wings. 
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