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you were mine
without really being mine
we were low-key and i don’t know if
that’s because you wanted to
keep us secret
or because you weren’t ready to be anything
you left me
when things got a little more serious
you left almost every time
the last time that happened
we were already so close
this time you left for good
all those times before i should’ve know that you were no good for me
you left me again and again
i finding my happy place
slowly but surely
i will get better
i will figure out my feelings
i won’t think about you
i’ll be in my own world
happy as can be

i look back and see you were the one for me
i see now that it wasn’t meant to be
you were the one to help me grow
i look ahead and see what i want
not falling for somebody like you
- past, present, future

Learning to silent your cries,
Your weeping,
Wiping your tears,
Mufflings those sobs in the middle
Of the night so nobody hears you.
That’s the hardest thing
About being so damaged and
Not trusting anyone to help you
You have to learn
To fix yourself

Halley Mallory
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Dislocation
Preston Gibby

It is early in the morning on a late winter day. The cold breeze is almost enough to make anyone freeze. If
only I could at least see the sunrise before I arrive at work. My name is Nakanao Hiro and I am on my way to
my job at Tanaka industrial, or the local office for Machine Development. I have been working there for
almost 10 years. I don’t exactly like working there but the pay is pretty good so I can’t really complain.
“We are downsizing so we are going to have to let you go.” My boss said. “Wait… what? Why?” I managed to
say.
“We are going to need you to have your stuff out of the office by the end of this Friday.”
I didn’t think I could handle going back to the office after being let off so easily; that evening I packed up
all the things that I owned at the office and took my final leave. I walked back to my apartment the same way
that I have always used to go to work. Unlike the other times this time seemed a lot darker.
“I guess I need to go job hunting again.” I said half-defeated to myself. “Well I can get started on that
tomorrow. I need to get enough sleep tonight so I can try my best.” For the next month I was unable to find a
new good job. My savings that I was able to save from my previous job have been getting dangerously low so I
was getting more and more desperate to get a job. Until I found the perfect job, maybe a little too perfect. The
description for the job was pretty vague, had only one requirement, but had almost as much payment that I
would have gotten from my past job. The job seemed very odd but I was running out of time. I decided to take
the job.
A week later I showed up to my first day at my new job. “This can’t be it.” I said beneath my breath “This is
a dock.” This was a stark reminder that I still don’t really know what this job is. I ended up waiting on this
abandoned dock for just over an hour. “Maybe I am at the wrong dock. Perhaps it is the next abandoned dock
over.” I masterfully joked to myself.
“No, this is the dock.” dryly replied a loud voice behind me.
Jumping to my feet, startled, I turned around to find the source of the voice. It was a burly man just
shorter than me. Despite being shorter than me he was probably 20 pounds heavier than me.
“Are you the new guy?” The man asked
“Uh, yes. My name ...” I tried to squeeze in.
“You got some nice muscles for you. You’ll do. Welcome to the crew.” he abruptly
said. “How’d you get those muscles.”
“Uh, I go to the local gym...” I hesitantly responded.
“Ah really that is great because you are going to be working those for this job.” “Y-yeah....”
After the conversation that I had with mr. brute, he led me to presumably his boat where two other men
were standing on. Along the way I learned that the job was to become one of the crew of this man’s boat
where we would go to what Mr. Captain Bulk called a “new mystery island” to investigate. He told me that it is
an island that he has never seen before even though he frequents that part of the ocean.
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“My name is Captain and you will call me Captain.” said Mr. Captain.
“What?” I said flabbergasted. I was only joking about the last nickname I gave him. I didn’t actually want
to have to call him captain nor did I ever think that I would ever work on a boat where I would call my boss
“Captain”. This job is getting weirder by the second.
“And this is my second mate...”
“Stop that!” retorted the second mate. “Just call me Odaka. Nice to meet you.” Odaka was a rather strong
looking man possibly in his late forties. He wasn’t particularly large or tall but I could almost sense his
strength. He looked gruff and seemed very experienced at sea travel, but not as experienced as Captain.
“My name is Nakanao Hiro, Nice to meet you.” I responded under social obligation.
“And this is Mori,” continued Odaka.
“I’m glad we were able to find a replacement for this job.” Mori casually said. Mori was both taller and
larger than me. He had enough muscles to make me feel a little envious. Despite his size, Mori seemed to be
the youngest and least experienced out of the three.
“Huh, replacement?” I sincerely asked.
“Yeah, on the last trip he got...”
“We got more important things to go over right now.” Odaka purposefully interrupted.
For some reason I got a really bad feeling about this suspicious job.
“A yes, we need to go over the rough details about this job.” followed Mr. Captain, “The plan isn’t
complicated, all we do is use this beauty to get to the island...” he said while pointing to the rickety old motor
boat we were standing on. The boat was covered in old flaking paint, which was probably a bright red and
white coat of paint when it was new, but is now dark. The boat must have been used for fishing back in its
prime some 40 years ago.”... split whatever we find on that island.” finished Mr. Captain. I feel like I missed a
step or two while I was thinking to myself. What are we supposed to find on this island?
Thirty minutes after our little pep talk, we took the half-sunk fishing boat out of the dock and out towards
the ocean. Mr. Captain said that it would take around an hour to get to the island. Three hours into the ride I
started to doubt Mr. Captain’s questionable sanity.
“Strange, it should be here.” said the possibly insane Captain a total of 5 times during the voyage.
“Are you sure Captain’s not insane, I mean he said that we would have been able to see it almost two
hours ago.” I genuinely asked Mori.
“He’s fine, just fine. I mean he might be odd and have just a few screws loose but for the most part he is
the best mariner I know, he wouldn’t just see an island in the sea. If he said that there was an island, there is
an island there.” Mori answered.” ”C’mon have some faith in your Captain, new guy.”
“There it is!” said Mori just four hours after leaving the dock. The Island was on the starboard side of the
boat floating in the horizon. It took another thirty minutes to get into range where the details of the island
were distinguishable. The island was like a small mountain floating on the water. The island also seemed a
little lopsided with one side of the island relatively higher than the other side. The island seemed like a
mountain was plucked from a mountain range and placed on the ocean. As we got closer and closer to the
island, the bad feeling I had earlier got more and more prevalent. This island seems unnatural and a little
vile.
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When we got within 100 hundred meters from the island we noticed that there was a dock already
established on the island. The dock seemed in really good condition, well from the perspective of the rickety
raft I was standing on it seemed to have been in perfect condition.
“Why is there a dock already on this mysterious island?” I asked no one in particular.
“It’s decided. We’ll be landing there.” said Captain while pointing towards the dock. “We tie the boat
down then have a little lunch break.”
“Huh? You mean the abandoned dock on the suspicious island?”
“Yup, let’s go.”
As we approached the dock I noticed that behind the dock there were already
paved roads as well as a railroad track. One of the roads went across the railroad track and up the hill
headed deeper into the island while the other road went alongside the edge of the island along with the
railroad track. Of course I think that it is very strange that an island of this size would need to have railroad
tracks to transport things. The island just isn’t big enough to warrant the infrastructure to support trains
and yet there they were.
We settled our boat along the unsettling dock and tied it down. We then started to prepare lunch which
was just some cold, plain onigiri, rice balls. Since none of us has eaten anything since we set sail in the late
morning we were starved and exhausted.
“I never knew that some plain onigiri could taste this good!” I said thoroughly and pleasantly surprised.
“Not eating while being at sea for a couple of hours would make anything taste delicious.” Mori
answered.
“Seconds please!” I exclaimed.
“Haha, good sailors get as much food as their stomachs can hold.” Captain replied with a giant’s smile.
“Yes, sir!” I yelled while saluting. The form for the salute was wrong in all the places and would make
every deceased drill sergeant roll in their grave. Everyone burst out in uncontrollable laughter. It took a
little over a minute for the laughter to stop.
“That was too lame new guy.” Mori mustered out with the last of his laughs.
“I’m sorry I’m not a professional soldier. Also I wouldn’t ever dream of saluting unironically.” I replied a
tad embarrassed.
“That’s enough time spent on jokes.” Odaka followed up, “Let’s get back down to business.”
“Just as Second--” Captain started to say but he was interrupted by a freighting glare from Odaka.
Captain had to clear his throat a couple times before he continued. “Just as Odaka said, we need to go over
what we are going to do next.”
“It seems that from this dock there are two ways that we could go. We could use the road that seems to go
up the hill and deeper into the island or we could take the other road which seems to run along the edge of
the island.” Odaka explained. “What do you think, Captain?”
“We of course go further inwards.” Captain immediately replied.
“Please put in a little thought.” Odaka pleaded with Captain.
,
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Ah, well, uh... we want to find out what this island is about so the best way to
find that out is to go deeper into the island.” Captain timidly responded.
“That’ll do, let’s go with that.” Odaka said with a sigh. And with that we were on
our way.
As we were making our trek through the island we noticed that along the roads
there were also traffic signs.
“These signs are all in English.” I whined, “I can barely read some of these.” “You can’t read English?” Mori
asked, almost teasing me.
“Uh, yeah I wasn’t really good at English in school.” I answered a little
embarrassed by my lack of ability.
“This just adds to the mystery. If there are docks, roads, and traffic signs,where
are all the people who would be using them?” I asked everyone and no one. This was the strangest and most
disturbing thing that we all noticed.
After a little more hiking we reached a portion of the hill where it flattens out for a bit before going even
higher up. At this point of the hill there was a neighborhood of old looking houses looking down on us. The
houses were made of red mortar bricks and seem to have been first built up in the early twentieth century.
“There are actually homes here, and wherever there are homes there has to be people too.” Odaka said
with such relief in his voice that everyone calmed down a bit.
“We should go check the houses for the residents, maybe they would be able to tell us something useful.”
“We should split up so that we could check the houses twice as fast.” Captain said with a big grin.
“Hm? We will just be asking the resident some questions; we wouldn’t be searching the houses.” Odaka
masterfully ruined Captain’s dreams.
“That is true but we would be able to ask two different people with different perspectives quicker. So it
might be a good idea.” Mori came to the rescue.
“I guess that would be so. I’ll go with Captain and check the house on the left end. You go with Hiro and
check the other end.” Odaka came to the solution.
“Yes sir!” replied a saluting Mori. “C’mon, let’s go new guy.”
“Uh, yeah I’m coming.” I rushed to get out. Mori wasn’t waiting for a response from me; he was already
walking towards one of the houses. We approached the house which was the third farthest house and I
noticed that the house was like most things on the island was in pretty good condition especially for being an
old design. We reached the front door of the house and knocked on the door.
“Hello. Is anyone home?” Mori asked the door while knocking. The only response we received was silence.
“Hello? Can you hear us?” Mori tried knocking again. Once again there was only silence.
“Maybe they are out at work or something.” I tried to reason with the silence.
“Yeah, yeah maybe you’re right.” Mori mumbled while checking the door knob. “Ah, it’s unlocked.” Mori
said while opening the door.
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“Hey, don't just barge into people’s homes while they’re out.” I scolded Mori.
“It’s fine. We’ll only be in for a bit, they won’t even know that we were in here.” Mori ignored the scolding. “I
also won’t take anything so no harm done, right?”
“Fine, just make sure to not break anything too.” I resigned.
“Yeah, yeah. Who do you think I am?” Mori said while going through the entrance hall. I followed close behind.
We went through the kitchen, which had a lot of dishes, pots, pans, and of course food, the living room, which had a
bookshelf full of books from top to bottom.
“Woah so many books that I have never even seen before.” I said amazed. “Too bad they are all in English and I
wouldn’t be able to really read any of them.”
“New guy, you like to read?” Mori questioned me.
“Uh, yeah. I tend to use most of my free time reading.” I complied to his questioning. “I also feel like the only
reason that I even earn a paycheck is so that I would be able to buy and read more books. I also like collecting
books even though it was probably obvious at this point.” I picked up one of the books from off the shelf and
opened it to a random page. I tried reading it but to no avail wasn’t able to understand a lick of it.
“I knew that there was a reason I saw you as a bookworm, new guy.” Mori teased.
“I get that a lot but not that I mind.” I said while putting the book back where I plucked it from the row of books.
“Well it seems like that nobody is home. Let’s go back outside and check with Odaka.” I started to head towards the
front door. I noticed that Mori wasn’t following me; I yelled back into the house looking for a response from him.
“Yeah, yeah I’m coming. Just give me a second.” I heard Mori yell back. I continued out of the house and saw
that Odaka and Captain were at the house right next to the house that Mori and I checked.
“Any luck?” I raised my voice so that they could hear me. Odaka turned his head towards me and shook his
head. Odaka then looked surprised; he must have noticed the front door was open.
“Was there someone there?” Odaka asked.
“
Ah, uhhh, maybe for a little bit.” I said while averting my eyes.
“So no luck. I’ll have to talk to Mori afterwards.” Odaka said, a little angered. “Where is everyone? There would
be at least someone, right?” I asked the island
itself. “What happened to everyone?”
“We should keep moving. This route shouldn’t be too hard, it doesn’t seem to go
up that much.” Odaka tried to shift the conversation.
“Hey what’s going on?” Mori finally came out of the house.
“We were just about to head out. And you need to stop barging into people’s
homes.”
“Yes, sir!” Mori was again saluted. No one replied. We started moving down the
flatter road. Along the road there were even more houses; we didn’t even try to find someone there. We traveled
down the road for about fifteen minutes until we came upon a gray brick building that resembles a medieval
European castle. The building arched over the road and surrounded both sides of the road. There were doors to
the building here but they were locked, blocked or both. The sun started to set.
“What, why is the sun setting? We haven't been on this island for that long!” Mori exclaimed startled.
“We couldn’t have been on the island for more than two hours.” I was just as startled. “It can’t be any later than
3 pm and yet the sun is setting.”
“Something is terribly wrong with this island.” I thought to myself.
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What the hell is this place?” said Odaka who was obviously shaken. No one would point it out to him since
deep down we were all shaken. Off to the right side of the group there was a sign where all the words except two
were blurred, smudged, and jumbled. At that moment a piercing, bone chilling shriek broke out in the direction
of the large crater. The sign read “WEST... POINT”.
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The Future is Unknown
Breathe out
Take a breath
Count to three
Don’t be scared of
What is unclear to you
Don’t fret
Remember what is important to you
Not everyone will be a trailblazer
But everyone has a purpose
You might feel mini
But you bring joy to others
Your plans might feel impromptu
You might be scared of what you’ve never seen
But everything will be ok
No matter your situation
No matter life’s tempo
The present is now
And the future is unknown

Kenzie Deekens

Photographs by Isabel Lima
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The Lake

Photograph by Isabel Lima

As I step out onto the wooden deck, the
cool, brisk breeze brushes across my face and
twirls my hair. Resting my elbows on the wood
and leaning across the railing, I gaze upon the
scenery in front of me. The trees are thinning; a
mix of bright red and orange leaves dance
across the wind. The shining leaves tumble
along the shore, befriending shells and sand
along the way. The waves on the lake ripple
and churn with the cooler autumn weather,
colliding and receding with each other and the
shore in a rhythmic pattern. As my eyes take in
the beauty, I let my mind wander back to
younger times. I see a little girl with bouncy,
blonde curls and a bright, toothy smile, staring
in awe, fascinated with the swirling colors. She
abandons her rake and chases the leaves
across the shore alongside the water with
youthful vigor. I see her leap and crash into a
pile of leaves, with her dad following right
behind her, lifting her up. Their arms and
laughter intertwine, and the scene suddenly
shifts.
The trees become completely bare and are covered with a thin layer of pure, white snow. Soft snowflakes
take their time as they descend across the peaceful land and lake. This time, the girl is a little older. She is
evidently still adapting to her growing legs as she tries to awkwardly ice skate across the frozen lake. She
loses her balance on the slippery ice and falls onto her bottom with a laugh. She looks up smiling with snowy
eyelashes and red, rosy cheeks. Her dad watches to the side with concern but cannot help chuckling when he
sees she’s unhurt. Their shared moment of laughter is interrupted by the musical voice of the girl’s mother,
calling them into the house for a cup of hot chocolate. The girl eagerly abandons her ice skates and runs into
the house, her dad following. The scene shifts again.
The snow melts away and hopeful, green buds begin to appear on the trees. The sun has awakened from
its wintry sleep, returning in its glory. The sound of birds chirping fills the spring air, and the flowers are
anxious to bloom. The girl has grown again; her once chubby cheeks have slimmed and her gray eyes now
view the world with intelligence. She eagerly watches her dad as he climbs out under their deck with a brand
new, blue kayak. They walk together towards the dock, carrying the long body of the kayak; the girl
repeatedly thanking her dad for the birthday present. He brushes it off, knowing that he would do anything
to make his little girl smile. Standing on the swaying dock, he pushes her off and watches with conflicting
feelings of happiness and sadness in his eyes.
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The girl begins to paddle away, pushing through the waves with strong hands and arms. In a moment of
rest, she observes her surroundings. Swaying with each rhythmic movement of the water, she listens to the
song of the lake. Again, the world around the girl changes.
The trees are now full and green; the animals have come alive. The previously warm sun has
transformed with a blazing vengeance, turning the cool water into a sanctuary. The girl has fully matured
now, her curls gleam and her words are witty. Screaming in joy as she runs across the dock, the girl plunges
into the water, hand in hand with her best friends. They surface and breathe in a big gulp of air as they
laugh and spit out water. Memories of the lake begin to run together. My mind flashes to the girl laying out
on a towel on the dock, soaking in the sun’s rays. The girl tubing, flying across the water and holding on for
dear life. The girl beaming with pride as she learns how to drive the family boat for the first time. The girl
talking under the sun with her closest friends, sharing secrets she has never shared before. The girl kissing
a boy for the first time in the delightful shade of the big tree. My mind, with a complex of emotions, shifts
through these memories, blurring them together. Suddenly, the sound of a sweet, familiar voice pierces
through my memories, and my mind is brought back to reality.
“Hey momma, can I come outside and play with you?” A pair of big, innocent gray eyes stare up at me
from the door. Smiling to myself, I reply yes and walk back inside to pick up my girl.

Anonymous

Photograph by Isabel Lima
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Home.
Home.
My heart yearns for home
I am not me.
The tears that roll down my face
are not tears for the vain.
The hate that has found place in my heart
refuses to dissipate.
My heart yearns for home.
I am not me.
My past is not mine
My eyes are blinded
Hands made skill-less
voice drowned...
but I am not me.
Who is who in this deadly fog?
Both friend and foe
The crow and its babe stay low
in disguise feeding at my neverending demise
My heart yearns for home.
I am not me.

Painting by Isabel Lima

My past is what It tells me.
And It steers my limbs,
like that of a puppet’s.
Voice drowned...
I am not me.
My home is in the mountains
where the fog is thickest.
From the first shimmer of sunlight to the last
golden drop
I see nothing…
Its an oasis.
Oh, how I long for home.
I am not me.

Coleen Aketch
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Photograph by Isabel Lima

Golden
My window’s yellow shadow is painted on the wall
With soft strokes, golden and tall.
The sun’s rays float in my room, captured in space;
Little specs of nothing dance in its warm haze.
A dark silhouette, a bird or maybe a leaf, passes by the window.
It’s passage draws my attention to the translucent rainbow.

Isabel Lima
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Childhood Innocence, Adult Ignorance
by Marie Gregory

PrÆying Mantis by Marie Gregory
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The Patient by Marie Gregory

ATKM by Marie Gregory
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Sleep Deprived by Marie Gregory
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Wilburt Wilby's Weasel Poz
Colby Riley
On the third and final day of the fourth-grade field trip to the Atlanta zoo, Wilburt Wilby was
bitten by a weasel; or at least, that’s what he claimed.
“Did you really get bit by that weasel, Wilburt?” asked Mary-Ann on the bus ride back, leaning
over the top of her seat in front of Wilburt to see him.
“No,” replied Wilburt, “and please call me Willy, not Wilburt.” Mary-Ann fell back onto her own
seat and immediately told her bus-buddy Sarah that Wilburt had been bitten by a weasel. Before
long, everyone in the fourth grade class of Middleton Elementary knew that Wilburt had been bitten
by a weasel.
“Or at least, that’s what he claims,” Tom explained to Jeremiah. “Personally, I don’t believe it.”
“I don’t believe him one bit. Everyone knows that if you were bit by a weasel, you’d have weasel
pox,” replied Jeremiah to Tom.
“And if Wilburt had weasel pox, he wouldn’t even be in school today!” Tom concluded as Mrs.
Goodly started calling attendance. Wilburt wasn’t even sure that weasel pox was a real thing, but
when Kiah told him that Jeremiah had told Tyler that Wilburt had it, he made sure to go home and
check for weasel-spots.
“I didn’t even go to the weasel exhibit,” reflected Wilburt as he stood in the mirror checking for
weasel-spots anyway, just in case. Thankfully, he concluded that he did not have any weasel-spots, in
part due to him not knowing what weasel-spots looked like, and in part because weasel-spots weren’t
a thing and that Wilburt hadn’t been bitten by any weasels. The next day of school, however, greeted
Wilburt with hostile faces.
“Wilburt, you shouldn’t be here!” Shouted Jeremiah. “You shouldn’t be here because now Tom is
sick in the hospital with weasel pox because of you!” Jeremiah was shouting because he was standing
as far away from Wilburt as he could, just in case Wilburt breathed the weasel pox on him.
“Tom, you know I wanna be called Willy, not Wilburt,” replied Wilburt.
“Wilburt?” Called out Mrs. Goodly, asking for attendance.
“Here, but can I please go by – ”
“Wilburt has weasel pox!” interrupted Tom.
“Wilburt is that true? Should I send you home for a sick absence?”
“No, Mrs. Goodly, I’m not sick.”
“I heard you were bitten by a weasel at the zoo. Don’t you want to get that checked out, Wilburt?”
“No, Mrs. Goodly, I wasn’t bitten by any weasel.” Mrs. Goodly sent Wilburt home for a sick
absence anyway. At least Wilburt’s parents believed him; they only sent him to the hospital to make
absolutely sure, even though they definitely believed him that he hadn’t been bitten by any weasels.
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“If you weren’t bitten by a weasel, why did you tell everyone you were?” Prompted Mrs. Wilby.
“I didn’t tell anyone that,” replied Wilburt because he really hadn’t, and didn’t even know how the
idea was come up with in the first place.
“It’s not okay to spread rumors about yourself,” declared Mr. Wilby, “Even if the attention feels good,
it's never worth it to break people’s trust.”
Eventually, the doctors gave Wilburt the all clear — they only held him in the hospital for a week,
just to be sure. Wilburt didn’t really have a lot to do while at the hospital, so he mostly just stared at The
Big Book of Dangerous Weasels, a big book one of the nurses had loaned him to educate him about
weasels and their dangers. He also chatted with Tom, who was also there, getting treated for a bad case
of the Flu.
When both Tom and Wilburt were back in class the next Monday, Tom set things right, explaining to
Jeremiah, Kiah, Mary-Ann, and Tyler that he had had the Flu, not Wilburt’s weasel pox. “In fact, I don’t
think Wilburt ever had weasel pox in the first place. I think he only said he had it so he could get out of
school for a week like I could because of my horrible Flu.” “It’s Willy,” replied Wilburt.
Pretty soon, everyone in the school knew that Wilburt had lied and told everyone he had been bitten
by a weasel and gotten weasel pox, when in fact he hadn’t even been to the weasel exhibit in the first
place. Actually, Wilburt hadn’t said any kind of lie, but even Mrs. Goodly gave a long talk on Wednesday
about how good students never spread rumors about themselves, even if the attention feels good. The
talk was very boring though, and most of the kids fell asleep.
At recess that afternoon, Mary-Ann approached Wilburt at the swings. “I believe you,” she told him.
“Really?”
Yes, Wilburt.” She chuckled at his incredulity, “I believe you really were sick, even if Mrs. Goodly
says you were just lying so that you could get attention.”
Wilburt thought for a moment. “Could you call me Willy, Mary-Ann?”
Mary-Ann thought for a moment. “Could you call me Mary?”
For the rest of fourth grade, Wilburt was known to everybody as the liar who pretended that he had
weasel pox even though he wasn’t even bitten in the first place. The only exception was Mary-Ann, who
knew him as Willy and believed that he really did get weasel pox, even though Wilburt really hadn’t
gotten weasel pox. School ended, summer vacation came and went, and on the first day of fifth grade,
Mary-Ann started calling him Wilburt again. Wilburt went ahead and started calling her Mary-Ann
again.
“I told you to please call me just Mary,” said Mary-Ann.
“And I told you to please call me Willy!” said Wilburt.
“You never told me that,” replied Mary-Ann.
Wilburt thought for a bit. “Well, maybe I didn’t. Could you please call me Willy, and I’ll call you
Mary?”
“Sure,” said Mary-Ann.
Apparently, the rumor of Wilburt’s nasty self-centeredness had reached Miss Lovelet, their new
fifth-grade teacher, who thought the rumor of Wilburt’s nasty self-centeredness had been spread by
Wilburt himself, thus confirming her suspicions that Wilburt was nasty and self-centered.
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On the night of parent-teacher conferences, she gave a long talk to Wilburt’s parents about
Wilburt’s nasty character. “It’s rather self-centered of him, you know,” she concluded. Wilburt’s
parents agreed, and so grounded Wilburt for exactly one week from meeting with any friends outside
of school.
When Tom, Jeremiah, and Tyler found out that they couldn't play with Wilburt anymore, they
immediately realized that the reason was that Wilburt was sick with weasel pox again and didn’t
want to spread it to them.
Mary-Ann didn’t believe it. “Why would he still be coming to school if he was sick with weasel
pox?” Mary-Ann asked.
“He’s afraid of getting too many absences,” concluded Tyler.
“Oh, that makes sense,” believed Mary-Ann. And thus Wilburt once again had weasel pox. But
Mary-Ann went over to Wilburt just to make sure during recess.
“Hey, Willy!” Shouted Mary-Ann, twenty-five feet away from the swings where Wilburt sat
swinging. Just in case he really did have it, she didn’t want to get too close, so she backed away
another five feet before continuing, “Do you have weasel pox again?!”
Before Wilburt could say that no he didn’t and that he never said he had ever had it in the first
place, he fell off the swing and hit his head on the wood-chip-covered ground. Mary-Ann rushed
over: first to Wilburt, and then to Miss Lovelet. Miss Lovelet rushed over to get the school nurse, who
rushed to get Wilburt’s parents, who rushed to get Wilburt to the hospital to check for a concussion.
Wilburt did not have a concussion, but he did get knocked up pretty bad and one of the wood-chips
stuck into his palm, so they had him stay there for a week just to be sure.
It wasn’t long before Wilburt was known as the kid who lied two years in a row about having
weasel pox, which didn’t even exist and even if it did he was lying about it because he was never even
bitten by a weasel. The only person who believed Wilburt was Mary-Ann, who was now convinced
that Wilburt had really gotten weasel pox both times. It didn’t matter that Wilburt had actually never
said anything of the sort and still wasn’t sure who came up with the idea of weasel pox in the first
place.
Fifth grade ended, and sixth grade began. In fact, sixth grade went much the same as fifth grade,
except by that point everyone was too grown up to think that weasel pox was a real thing, so instead
of weasel pox, it was rabies.
“Weasel pox is just another word for rabies,” reasoned Mary-Ann.
“But I never had any rabies either,” protested Wilburt.
“We know you didn’t so stop lying about it, Wilburt!” Claimed Tyler, who was trying to break up
Mary-Ann and Wilburt even though they weren’t actually dating in the first place. “I told you to call
me Willy!” Cried Wilburt.
And thus went sixth grade. Seventh grade was much the same, and eighth grade too, except by
then Wilburt really was dating Mary-Ann. Each year, people continued to call Wilburt a selfcentered, compulsive liar. Each year, Wilburt cared less and less about people calling him a selfcentered, compulsive liar, and cared more and more about doing whatever he wanted to. Eventually,
he stopped caring what other people thought of him at all.
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Eventually, he stopped caring about other people period, and by eleventh grade, after Wilburt
had successfully skipped school for an entire month by claiming he had tetanus even though
everyone knew he was lying, Mary-Ann realized he had become a self-centered, compulsive liar and
broke up with him.
And thus, Wilburt had become what everyone had already known him to be. He went into college
as a lying, no-good, self-centered weasel who had never had weasel pox even though he had said he
did, and Willy Wilby exited college with a bright future as an up-and-coming Atlanta area politician.
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Drawing by Erin Riley

Painting by Hannah Barnhill
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Anonymous
People say the eyes are the windows to the soul.
They can tell a lot, maybe too much at times.
Only a true smile reaches the eyes;
crinkling its corners,
But a fake one stops at the mouth.
Held back tears or drooping lids,
Narrowed or widened,
A furrowed brow or a flicker of wonder,
All tells of a person.
But people also say the eyes are the mirrors of the
soul.
Some may take that to mean a reflective image of ones
emotions.
But can’t it depend on who is staring at them?
When looking into someone's eyes it could be your
very own starting back at you,
Maybe a reflection of what you want to see instead.
When looking through a window,
You can look beyond it, taking in what is beyond it
Or look you can at your own reflection.
There are times in which you see both as the same
time,
And other instances in which you need to squint to
see one or the other.

Paintings by Hannah Barnhill
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Love and Loss
Love and Loss
Each one like a gloss
A gloss for the loss
The life of the lost
The love of life
Love and Loss
Loss is a dreadful gloss
The gloss of loss is one of sadness
It can drive one into madness
As the gloss of love
A beautiful gloss to mask the sadness
And to mask the madness
Love and Loss

Anonymous

Life of Lie
We live a life of lie
For we all know
We die
Oh what lies
The beauty of nature
The Enchantment of the sky
But even someday the sky will very well die
The human lie
The lie that we can fix it all
Like the Earth is a broken ball
We live a life of lie
Because we all know
We all die.

Anonymous
Painting by Hannah Barnhill
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Nostalgia
THE song.
Slowly the beat is replaced with the sound of wind,
wind flowing through palm trees,
warm wind,
old wind,
not felt for years.
THE food.
It’s taste stays the same,
it has too.
But last time,
he was still with us.

THE smell.
An inhalation induced journey,
a journey back,
into the known.
Let’s not stay for too long,
I smile now.
Then,
I did not.

Anonymous
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Photograph by Isabel Lima

The Window
Like a distorted mirror,
It reflects the room within.
Curving, doubling, warping-Look past it, the light falls;
Darkness stares back
Hollow, empty.
If the room was to tip,
It would pull you into its void-A deep contrast to the white bedside,
Framed, boxed in, the night echos.
What must it look like from the other side?
An inverted world;
A land of shadows with a single lonely glow
The darkest time between dusk and dawn.

Anonymous
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City Skyscraper
by ISabel Lima

As the sun leisurely began to hide behind the city, cool shadows were cast across the skyline.
Fresh and brisk, the wind swept through the air, and with it, birds glided down my side. Below, the
streets sing a chorus of songs. Hidden in the melody of impatient cars, the steps of the people are
rhythmic and steady. The hum of conversation is always there, day or night, ever so constant.
Occasionally, it’s joined by the bark of a dog, a sigh from a bus, or chime from a bike. I’ve never
experienced a quiet day, but I don't mind it; the sounds keep me company.
With darkness comes the lights. At first they come in variations, a flickering there, a shining here.
Like the few droplets of rain before a shower, the lights accumulate. Before you even realize, they
suddenly illuminate the city with different hues, warm yellows and cool whites, speckled with blues
and pinks. It's a stark contrast against the clear night overhead. It seems as if seeing from upside
down. The stars are in the wrong place: underneath the sky instead of above it. As the moon hangs in
the bare night, I feel sorry for her, all alone. Maybe she wants to be with the rest of the lights. I like
the moon, she can sometimes be brighter than the lights.
Time passes and the city recedes from a lively night to a youthful dawn. This is when the cars and
people are sparse but still there. I’ve said goodbye to the moon and welcomed the warm sun. It broke
through the skyline and a brilliance stretched across the city. The warm sunlight reflected off my
windows and I radiated a golden gleam; I could feel the city begin to renew itself.
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“All that glitters is not gold.”
- William Shakespeare

A Rose for Grandpa and Anna
by Abigail Fuhriman

Photograph by Lily Wilson
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Photograph by Lydia Terry
Painting by Kayla Terry
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Waking Up
It's too early, it's too cold. Through my heavy eyelids I squint to see the young
morning peering through my window, dim and gray. How could anyone have
possibly gotten up this early? I couldn't dream, well not anymore at least, of
meeting the cold of my room from the warmth beneath my cocooned blanket. I
check my phone, the bright glare strikes me and I toss it across my bed. I have
15 minutes until my next class. That only means one thing, I smile at the
thought. Once my feet meet the frozen floor, and I almost run to the kitchen. It
was muscle memory at this point. Turning it on, getting out the container. Even
the smell, oh that sweet smell, made my eyes open wide.

Anonymous
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