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Wiat we hoped to create and hope to nai ntai n
wththis zine, elenentia, is acomunity for
young adult witers to share, connect, and
create in an environnent that is both foster-
I ng and encouragi ng. Qur thene for this issue
dwel s upon the question...what iIs your
darksi de...what’ s inside?

) hgel Jevel Dew Ei ko Akai ke- Tost e




VMn | first decided on the topic and title of our first
issue, | realized that I would have to wite sonethi ng
nysel f. After reading all the submssions, ny task becane
especi al |y daunting. This nagazi ne contai ns what | bel i eve
to be truly inspired content and | hope those reading it
Wil feel the sane. It isny privilegeto be a part of this
nagazi ne, and to work al ongsi de t he keen mnds of ny peers.
SO wthout further ado, | give you the first issue of what
| hope w il be nany nore to cone. This piece is ny darkside:
what’s yours?

Sound
h the third day, we took the shortest way
Qinbed a nountai n and | stayed
Found ny w ngs, and dropped down
Wile | died, heard a sound
And the sound told ne things
That had once pul l ed ny strings
Then | saw ny true sel f
Qver head the crows spun round the peak
The sound was coming fromtheir beaks
M body dashed across the rocks
My mnd recovered fromthe shock
A thousand little nerves of mne cried out
Rel eased the pain, forgot the doubt
Li berated, no | onger bound
Al | heard was sound
And the crows turned to angel s
M body felt so grateful
Wien t he squavwks changed to singing
M ears joyfully ringing
S if you hear such a sound
Don't |ook back and don’t | ook down
And if you understand all the singing
Hopeful Iy you' Il be thinking
Sound is ne, and | am sound.

I heo HIliot God oe
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hang a crooked star (excerpt)

| avoke fromthe dr eam still sonewhat
fatigued and ravenously hungry. The wheel s
beneat h ne st anmer ed over t he open road, bunpi ng
along |ike Mrse code in tune to the nusic of
the teenager seated beside ne. She rolled her
head in rhythmto the nusic and | wondered if
she was avware that her shoes were i ncoherently
tappi ng to nat ch the heavy bass screamng from
her disc pl ayer.

The t eenager besi de ne stirred suddenl y
and pul | ed out a pl asti c baggi e fromher pocket.
Her bl ack fingernails flicked back the openi ng
and she pulled out three Christnas cookies.
The girl crammed hal f a rei ndeer in her nout h,
crunbs sticking to the black lipstick that
outlined her thinlips. Satisfied, she executed
Santa wth her sharpened teeth and nunbl ed to
ne, bits of S. Nck's face flying from her
nouth and | anding on ny arm

Brooke Shippee

She offered ne the | ast cooki e, a yell ow
star adorned wth a thick frosting | ayer. It
was broken in hal f, which | assuned to be the
consequences of such a | ong j ourney. She tossed
the cookie into ny lap and | noticed the gol d
frosting was cracked as if it, too, had been
traveling for a | ong while.

| sat there for the longest tine,
contenpl ating whether or not | should eat it.
Vs it safe? Wiat if it was a rogue cookie; a
poi soned cake cl everly di sgui sed as a seemingl y
ordinary holiday treat. Tenpted, | brought
one edge to ny lips and caught the fragrance
of sonething | hadn't snelledinalongtine.
Hone.




Perfect

She uncovers her eyes

She’ s dyi ng insi de.

She’'s starving fromanti ci pati on.

So nuch food wast ed.

She paces the floor and drinks anot her gl ass of water.

She’ s hardcore.

Her skinis tight.

She’'s starting to show

S des of herself we’ ve never seen before.

She falls to the ground and no one hears a sound.

For she had starved herself to death, and coul dn’t be found.

Al she ever wanted was to be PERFECT.

Morgan Shaffer




Mystery Dream

Alyssa Rydell

Saring into a vast,
Fgl ack enptiness
counting sheep-1, 2, 3.3
nsci ousl y |yi ng under
he matted bl ack bl anket,
htil all consci ousness
- has been | ost out to sea.

- Soaring over ml e-hi gh waves

of blue and green into the sunset,
The sil houette of her
nakes everyt hi ng seemcal m
Nearing the nysterious girl,
it becones nore and nore cl ear
She noves in cl ose,

i eve she i s here.

e_I ong ﬂaars Mi\

Yet it had tC
Nevert hel ess, :

she had sone feel i ngs to r edeem

If only both girls knew
about what kind of td eded t ogspend
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| coul d hear the waves crashing
above ne
as | dove into the deep, dark,
sea.
| felt the coral so sharp,
as | saw ny hand gl azi ng over
it.

There was si | ence ever ywher e,
yet at the sane tine, noise
sounded in al | pl aces.

The bright, bold colors of the
reefs
allowed the tropical fishto
bl end in.
| felt cold as | expl ored
around.

Everywhere | 100k, the colors
go on.

The light shining down on ne
felt warmon ny body.

Sone reefs were sharp, sone
snoot h,

Sone fish were huge, sone
under si zed.

Sone bl ended in, sone stood out
w th neon col ors.

SO nany varieties of creatures
exi st ed.

Al the fish swmmng around
ne,
all the bl ue water surroundi ng
ne,
this experience was a day to
r enentoer .

Untitled
Lisa Imgrund

11



M Raney was al ways a favorite of ours.
Qur nei ghborhood is one of the |oveliest
nei ghbor hoods around. Wen he first noved in
everyone breathed a sigh of relief because he
noved into the ugliest and nost negl ected house on
the street. V¢ expected great things fromhim
Little did we now how popul ar he woul d becone.

M nombrought himover a pie, Ms. Jane
brought over a Jell-Onold, and nany ot her
nei ghbors brought hi mcakes and cooki es. M. Raney
was having nany things in the house redone. The
first year, the painter cane to repai nt the house.
| really liked that painter because he al ways
handed out bubble gumto the kids. He was there
for three nonths of spring. The painter painted
the inside and outside of the house. The runor was
that the bill was thousands of dollars, but M.
Raney was happy wth the results. A few days after
the painter finished the job, ny dad was readi ng
the paper. he of the articles was titled: Local
Pai nter Ges Mssing. Wiat? Hw coul d he go
mssing? M. Raney seened very upset. He said his
therapy for stress was gardening. | asked hi mwhat
he was planting. He said tulips, daisies,
carnations, lilies, and nore. It was going to be a
t renendous gar den!

VWeks later, M. Raney had a pl unber cone
to fix the pipes and | eaky faucets. M. Raney said
that the bill was around two thousand dol | ars and
that it was reasonable for all of the work that
had been done. M. Raney was in his garden a few
days later again, planting nore flowers. The first
flowers had al ready started to bud.

M. Raney was doing very well in our
nei ghbor hood. Everybody seened to |ike himj ust
fine. Wen he was out in his garden nany peopl e
val ked by and tal ked to him He was al ways very
glad to speak to them But Ms. Francis didn't
like himat all. She said that there was sonet hi ng
strange about hi mand “Sonet hi ng was j ust not
right.” She told the neighbors that she wondered
why he was al ways gardeni ng and how coul d he
afford all of the repairs. M. Francis al ways read
the paper and she told us that it was rather
strange because she saw a picture on the obituary
page that |ooked a lot |ike the pl unber.

M. Francis cane down wth a bad col d and
it spread around the nei ghborhood. Peopl e were too
sick wth their own illnesses so M. Raney said he
woul d hel p her. M. Raney went over to see her. He
told everyone that she seened to be in pretty bad
condition and that he woul d take care of her. A
coupl e days later he said that her condition had
worsened. He called a few of the nei ghbors over
and i ndeed she was very ill. M. Raney said that
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Mr.
aney

Allison Franks

“He said his

therapy for stress
was gardening.”

her brother fromPonca dty was coning to take
her to live wth him Everyone thought that she
was an only child and didn't have any siblings
or relatives. Later that week M. Raney started
a new fl ower bed shaped just [ike the other
ones, long and narrow and nounded up real nice.
He said it made themgrow better. And i ndeed,
his flower beds were gorgeous.

Several weeks later, the police arrived at
M. Raney’ s house. They were questioni ng the
whereabouts of Ms. Francis. M. Raney said he
didn’'t know anyt hing but what she had told him
The police explained there wasn't a brother in

Ponca Aty and they wondered where she went.
Raney had no answers. A missing persons r t
vas issued for M. Frangis, and.e Iylh,f_’/

Franci s’ house was sol ds_" 3
Wnter cane and went and=M.._F ancis.still
was on the missing persons list. M.
Raney started digging in his garden beds agai n,
and started to plant nore fl owers. That summer,
the IRS cane to M. Raney’s house and he was
arrested for failure to pay his taxes.
Bventual |y, we found out that M. Raney had died
of a heart attack in prison.
That surmer, new peopl e noved into M.
Raney’ s house. . They found the renai ns of
three bodies in the garden beds.






-I-he sun beats down on the snow covered

@l orado peak. Two birds have a | engt hy
conversation, chirping short replies at one
anot her |ike two young children argui ng
over who was first inline. Marnots run and
pl ay chase, screeching often out of
frustration or to nock the opposition. The
w nd bl ows, naking a whistling sound. Mbss
and |ichen cover the nany rocks on the
ground, like a blanket covering the ness in
achilds bedroom only adding to the
clutter. Sl flowers al so show

t hensel ves, but staying |ow preparing to
retreat fromthe harsh cold. The flowers
and noss give the nountai n great col or,
naking it anazingly beautiful. No hunan
coul d deny the nountain’s beauty under the
sun, and the abundance of |ife woul d nove
you.

As the wnd bl ows, clouds narch across the
sky, taking away both the sun’s warnth and
[ight. Wthout the warmth and |ight of the
sun, all of the aninals quickly decide to
search for refuge under the plentiful rocks
and boul ders. After the confusion and noi se
of the aninals, nany other sounds becone
apparent: the sound of the roaring
waterfall far bel ow and then the stream
that fed it; the beautiful nusic of the
leaves rustling in the wnd. Last cane the
conversation of two tired hikers,
determined to reach the top of the

gar gant uan nount ai n.

dten, the aninals coul d hear rocks sliding
off the wnding trail |eading the hikers up
the nountai n side dropping mles down to
the ground far, far below Mnutes sl owy
passed, |ike a drop of water comng out of
a faucet that was just turned off. Hnally,
the hikers reached the peak.

Sowy, they wal ked to the nearest boul der,
and instantly dropping to sit. Then,

toget her, they breathed deeply, taking in
the calmng scent of the pine trees in the
forests far below The taller and nore
nuscul ar of the two took off his pack, and
unpacked their lunch. Sowy, they ate
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Lucas Throckmorton

their sandw ches, then their yogurt, and then
a bag of nuts and raisins. They then arose,
val ked to the | edge, and said toget her,

“Vw So unbearably col d, so unbel i evabl y
beautiful .”

Rel uctantly, they took a step back onto the
w nding path, starting their |ong

journey to the bottomof the towering

nountai n. Qice they were gone, the cl ouds

di sappeared, and once again, the peak cane to
life. Ants craw ed around the rocks, the
birds flewhigh in the sky, and the narnots
and ot her rodents resuned pl ayi ng chase,

under the warnth of the sun.




Look into ny face and ny eyes w || [o]RsElge!
More than that 1’|l nake you Hege=in
1’11 slash and 1’11 [¢=g}
and cut another hol e in your [j:54e
And go around and nake you Hegs=g
Then |’ 11 nake you [y
Ad then you Il trip over aldig
Then you' || turnEigelgih
pull ot Ny (15
=0 eSSt uck.
[ guess I't " S(g==
slldeal .

| don’t feel |ike actingEgig:

Halloween

Morgan Shaffer




F om dusk tisl | dawn
| search,

| 1 ook
Fromtown to town,

This person | amtold can give
A smle for every frown.

U and down
These hills | | ook
| never seemto find

That person | am| ooking for,
Wio is loving and so ki nd.

This person, | have heard
I's beautiful and true.
This person, | amtold,

No one ever seened to know

Wre they tall?
Wre they short?
Wre they skinny, round or droll?

s that why they went away?
S0 oddl y- shaped and qui rky?
Wis it genius? Vs it nadness?
Their mnd nysteriously nurky?

Perhaps they were the sane.

A changel ess, consistent routine.
Smlar like al those around,
Not a difference in between.

The peopl e | have asked--they know
They tell ne not a single lie,

And as | search and sing this song,
| see a tear in every eye.

Fomdusk till dawn
| search,

| | ook
Fromtown to town,

A soothing song for every cry,
A smle for every frown.

| never stop to rest a tick,
M search wll never tire
For this person | avait,
This person | inquire.

Hot pursuit and on the trail

For this whinsical, invisible being
Every nonent | think I see them

- THERE

| catch themhurriedly fleeing.

Anay fromne, further and further
| turn ny back to see them

- THERE

Lurki ng behi nd a darkened door,
Under every hidden stair.

Fromdusk till dawn
| search

Fomtow to town

| find

That sinple song for every cry
That smle for every frown.

And so here, it seens, ny search nust
st op,

Thi s person never seens to be.
Because this person | amlonging for
That person here is ne.



Brooke Shippee
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Osi de there’s a blizzard.

V¢’ re on the hi ghway but we’ re not novi ng.
There are cars all around us. Fve hours,
each churns by mnute after mnute. Nothing
to do but stay in the car and watch the
snow bl ow by and try to fall asleep.

V¢ were one of probably 200 famlies
stuck there that night. Even though the
weat her had gotten bad, we still woul d have
nade it to Georgia that night. The weck
stopped us and the snow piled up on the
road naki ng driving conditions soterrible
that we couldn’t go on.

A first it was cool. | |ove weat her
l'i ke that, especial |y when you are wat chi ng
it from

jack-knifed intoit. No one seened to care
nmuch about the weck, just that we were
stuck and woul d be there for a while.

| renenter thinking | wanted to try
and help in any way | could. | would do
anything to get out of there. It was ny

whol e famly sitting there in the car, ny dad
driving, ny nomin the passenger’s seat, ne on
the floor of the car, and ny sister sitting
behind ne; bugging ne. V¢ were driving to
Georgia, where ny grandparents live, for
Ghristnas. The weat her channel said it woul d
be clear for us, and it was, until we entered
Kentucky. Al of the sudden it seened we were
driving through the arctic.

V& were driving through Kentucky when
the traffic started going slow and then
conpl etel y stopped. Everyone was puzzl ed; all
the adults were getting out of their cars. M
dad was trying to figure out what was happeni ng.
Bunches of peopl e wer e gat her ed around a shi ppi ng
truck, along wth ny dad. He cane back and tol d
us that on the (B radio they were sayi ng that
there had been a weck about a mle or two
ahead. Tine went by and we got nore details.
T h e
police
said it
woul d
pr obabl y
be an
hour or
t wo .
Af ter
that had
passed
they sai d
anot her
- hour or

t wo .
About
three
hour s
later we
started
novi ng.
w e
pr obabl y noved about a coupl e of yards and t hen
we stopped again. That happened a coupl e of
times so when the car started noving it seened
unbel i evabl e that the five hour wait was over.
hce we actual |y startedreal |y noving it wasn't
that spectacular. For one thing we were only



goi ng about five mles an hour and for anot her
thing we had no pl ace to go.

After we got of f the hi ghway ny nomt ook
us to a couple of different

hotels. Al of themsaid their
roons were taken, even their
| obbies were full. Apparently

peopl e t hought ahead and cal | ed
| ocal hotels and got
reservations while we were
stuck on t he hi ghway. V¢ drove
on; theonly place left was a
Mtel Bght. A first they
refused to | et us stay. They
informed us that the |ocal
hi gh school was going to open their
gym for people to sleep. V¢ woul d
have gone there, but our car had gotten
snowed i n at the not el
parking lot. V¢ sat
and watched the news
for awhile in the
| obby. Then we started
getting hungry so ny
nom wal ked over to a
Véndy’ s where they had cl osed claimng they
did not have enough food. The place was
conpl etely ful | as everyone that had been st uck
on t he hi ghway was there at the Wndy’ s trying
to get dinner. The hotel enpl oyees put out food
for us and anyone that had extra food put out
what they could. That night we ate crackers,
carrots and turkey sandw ches for dinner, but
| hate turkey sol just had crackers and carrots.

There were around twenty-five ot her peopl e
inthe [obby. I got to knowseveral of them A
kind nan naned George had brought a cat wth
him M sister and | were able to sort of take
care of the cat so he coul d get sone food and
could get situated. A so a benign coupl e had
brought their three cats wth them and their
baby. They were noving to Nashville, Tennessee.
There were nmany ot hers, but | renenber themthe
nost since they had cats. That night | fell
asl eep to the qui et buzz of ny sister’s headset

on a cold hard wood floor in the corner of the
[ obby in the Mtel H ght.

The next day when we woke up every one
was working together. Again everyone
put out all the food they had to nake
up breakfast. The peopl e that had roons
were opening them up for people to
t ake showers or brush their teeth. Then
when it cane tine for ny famly
to | eave we exchanged phone
nunioer s w t h sone peopl e that were
staying at the notel |onger. Wen
we got a while out we call ed them
and i nforned themthat conditions
started to lighten up anot her
fifty mles down the highway and that we
had seen sone wecks along the side of
the road. V¢ kept in touch wth George
until we were safely hone
in Georgia, and he was
safely hone in Horida

| know bei ng stuck
intraffic for five hours
IS no conparison, but it
hel ped ne to understand what peopl e that |ive
through hurricanes, tornadoes, and weather
tragedies mght feel. Now for exanple, the
peopl e in Loui siana whose hones are flooded
and mserable, | think | knowhowthey feel on
sone level. Angjority of thetine | was afraid
we woul d never get out of there or that we were
going to spend Christnas in a Mtel Bght. Al
I was thinking was that | wsh | were hone in
ny bed, not here on this floor. | don't think
t he experi ence changed ne nuch, but it sure put
sone things into perspective. Sonething | did
get out of it was the caring for the other
peopl e t hat had been stuck al so. Everyone seened
to do whatever they could to hel p one anot her
i n anyway possi bl e. It was anazi ng that in such
frustration everyone stuck together; even
perfect strangers werew | lingtolend a hel pi ng
hand. | know! thought the whol e experi ence was
awful. M favorite notto is “ what does not
kill youwI!| nake you stronger,” andinthis
case it’s true.
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Living Redwood

Anonymous
A G ant
A Living Freak of Nature
A Redwood.
Tal |, upstanding, huge, strong, ancient
A | east

2,400 years ol d
People ook at it in wonder.
“VWow Amazing!” They say
And | agree
But | don't
| think it’s unbelievabl e and anazi ng t oo
But | think that because | wonder
| wonder how a sinple tree- so inferior,
others tell ne, to nanki nd-
could go on Wen it sees civilization grow around it
Killing its famly
Wsing its friends, relatives, even its own boughs
and branches, for hones or buil di ngs.
Yet it keeps on goi ng
1,000 years ago, it mght have thought
Just one nore year
Qe nore year of torture and sadness
But its perseverance is big and mghty-
just like itself
| nyself can barely live twel ve years, |let al one
2, 400
It’s so hard when you see different
Soeci es Breeds
g cruelty Miking you feel snall
Sl | er
Sl | er

Lhtil you don't exist.



The Final Performance

Gpi ng onto the handrail, | clinbed the cold, netallic stairs, ny |eather shoes
brushing against it. Flled wth anxiety,

| scurried along the concrete floor to the
ot her dancers. The world around ne was

bl ack; the blue velvet curtains created a
cl oak of darkness, like the night. As the
ot her dancers and | shuffled to the stage,
we were fearful, hoping to performwell.
Qur hearts pounded wth a trenendous
force. V¢ were ready to dance.

The curtai ns sl owy creaked open,
allowng the spotlight to illumnate our
faces like the bright sun comng through
the clouds. The audi ence’ s whi spers
softened. V& coul d barely spot their
faces, for the light blinded us. The nusic
began to blare, slowy at first, then
faster, and the dancers noved. V¢ gli ded,
we | eaped, and we twirled wth grace. Qur
bright costunes flashed wth our
novenents, keeping tine wth the nusic.

Then the audi ence’s roar of
appl ause deaf ened the fadi ng nusic, and we
stopped- reluctantly. The curtains fell
cl osed again, and the dancers hurried of f
the stage. V¢ glided down the netal stairs

once nore, and prepared to dance agai n.

Katie Cox




|t doesn’'t natter,
en the sun sets to the vest
| t élaesnt natter,
kbm/faszzzhe current is in
——¥Fhe ocean
-}t doesn’'t matter,
Wien a stermpasses t hrough
the pl ai ns
SeSEOESTH t hat ter,
The way stars twnkle i'n the

- - __‘t matter,
Vhen the sun shi nes on a
sandy beach
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I can handl e Boogeynen.
R tched black darkness? Yeah, it
doesn’t send a shi ver down ny spi ne.
And spiders don't scare ne in the
least. My chil dhood was never
pl agued wth the ordinary fears t hat
cone wth wggly teeth and stayi ng
up past nine and tines tables. |
was never frightened of phantons or
wai | i ng ghosts or being ki dnapped
at the grocery store. In fact,
nurderers, tornadoes or even that
creep under the bed didn't faze
ne.

I’"m afraid of wedding
dresses. And it’'s not because |
have sone weird disease that
prohi bi ts ne fromweari ng an i nsane
amount of lace, or a fear of the
spectrumof col ors surroundi ng t he
chal ky hues brides choose to wear
on their big day. Believe it or
not, I’mnot petrified of getting
hi tched (for God' s sake, |’ monly
seventeen!) and |’ mcertainly not
frightened of stunbling onny train
while strutting down the altar
towards the Hvis inpersonator (or
priest, if ny plans for a Las \egas
wedding go awy). I'mafraid of
these hel lish garnents because of
one very scary, very dead Gernan

quy.

Al throughout ny chil dhood,
ny father has been addicted to the
nost poi ntless and puerile pieces
of trash that Hollywood could
possi bly churn out. He had a | ove-
affar wth Anerican Gaffiti, a
thing for Orty Dancing. For awhile,
he got hooked on a line of horror
flicks that involved a |awnnower
and a couple of rabbits. And one
day, not long after | turned two

Bridesmaid
Brooke Shipee

“strutting
down the alter
towards the Elvis

1mpersonator. . .

years ol d, he brought hone a video
that would change ny outlook on
narital affairs forever. The novie
was Beet| g ui ce.

| don’t need to say his nane
three tines to get ny poi nt across.
The fil mwas bad news- M chael Keaton
pepper ed hi s vocabul ary w th scuzzy
anal ogi es and atrocious one |iners
that referred to the nunber of pus-
packed deposits he had scattered
t hroughout his body or subtle hints
that remnded t he audi ence j ust what
he thought of the fenal e sex. And
then there’s always the classic,
“I't’s show tine!”

| wore that tape out. | watched
w th gl ossy eyes as A ec Bal dw n and
Geena Davi s pranced around t he screen
as the undead version of Adam and
Eve. Enanored, | listened to
Beetl ej uice and becane deeply
affiliated wth the saying “It’s
a wonderful afterlife.” Against ny

29




goodwll, | hadatorridlove affair
w th Mchael Keaton, black encrusted
eyes and al | .

Wen | didn't get ny way,
|’d screamhis nane at the top of
ny lungs- three tines the charm of
course- or nore if | felt | needed
to press the issue. | was Regan
MacNei | after Father Karras pi cked
up his suitcase and left the
bui I ding. | was a banshee on crack.

But there was one scene t hat
really got to ne. It was towards
the end, when Geena Davi s
steps i nto her ol d weddi ng
dress and becones, well,
her undead self. Her skin
begi ns t o bubbl e and turns

a putrid shade of green )

and | vaguel y renenber her
hand falling off and
breaking into a mllion
pi eces. Veéddi ng dresses
vere surel y a signof death
and destructi on.

Because ny parents
are sick, tw sted
individual s, they sawthis
as an opportunity to scare
the dayl i ghts out of their
only child. My nother would be in
her cl oset picking out sonethingto
wear (which is ironic in itself
because everything she owns was
identical and presunably purchased
at The Mom Shop) and |’'d wander
in, wanting a cooki e, sone juice or
a baby brother.

After dishing out sone hal f-
baked answer about rui ni ng ny di nner
or hownuch | hated boys, |’'d al ways
turn to | eave; ready to nove onto a
greater adventure, |ike digging
under the couch cushions for rusty
penni es or stal e (heetos. She woul d

AN

then call ny nane in that signature
si ngsong Mbm voi ce, you know the
one where they want you to go take
out the garbage or finish your
asparagus. |I’'Il admt, being the
sinple-mnded toddler | was, |'d
always turn around. But the crinkling
of cellophane struck terror in ny
heart and nade ny eyes sting wth
saltwater when | realized what trick
she was getting ready to pull. She
was thrusting her weddi ng dress out
at ne, holding it in plain view
Odn't she know dresses |ike that
coul d nake your hands fal |
off and eyes go crossed
and skin turn flaky |ike
that one nan's scalp in
the Head and Shoul ders
commercial s? Wiy in
} God’ s nane was she even
keepi ng that thing? Wat
a horrible wench of a

mother! If | woul d ve
known the neaning of
disown, | would have

enacted the procedure
then and there.

M Beet| g ui ce days
didn't last too nuch
longer after that. Wiile
ny parents were out of town one
weekend not long after ny third
birthday, | threw a tenper tantrum
that coul d have rocked the Kasbah.
It was Beetl ejuice-induced and ny
grandnot her sinply woul d not stand
for it. She yanked ny bel oved vi deo
fromher television and, being the
schener that she is, pronptly hid
it. | never saw ny favorite grim
reaper again.

Sointen years or so when ny
prince cones to whi sk ne away, you
can bet a mllion dollars I won't
be in awedding dress- literally.




| - 1tting In

| wanted to be |ike everyone el se,
Swart, funny, cool .

But when do things cross the Iine,
Fomfunny to nean,
Q even ne to then?

But recently,
It grew harder not to cross the |ine.
Harder to fit in.

Everyone once al i ke,
Ever yone now changed.
W al | played sports,
Just for fun.
Now their love is football,
And mine soccer,
That is agai nst ne.

| excel in academcs,
| was raised taking pride in ny grades,
| want to know nore, and nore...
It seens sone have gone el sewhere now
Yet 1’ mnot al one.

In mddl e school,
Things aren’'t so extrene.
| net several people just |ike ne.
| can be proud of ny way,
M obsessi on w th soccer,
M obsessi on wth books.

I never knew things could be so bright.
| was wal king in a dark tunnel,
w t hout know ng even of the exi stence of |ight.

Thank you cl assnates, For finding ne,
And thank you ne, For finding them




1.:, dlossoms of Peace

Yolene Pancarte

Vétch them..

The pi nk nagnol i a bl ossons,

They’ re so i nnocent

‘o¥et we treat themw thout regards.

\dt ch us. ..

Qur inner turnoil shaking us,

Li ke the w nd does the nagnol i a bl ossom
Lhcaring and i nevitabl e.

Wt ch the world...

Its surface a busy pl ayground,

¢ are chil dren,

And, like the nagnolia bl ossons, we grow

Wtch the tree...

Wio bends under the bl ossons wei ght,
The worl d bends under our wei ght
How | ong before the branch breaks?

Wt ch the flowers...

They never take nore than their share
W take the rest

Never caring about the consequences.

Vet ch. ..

And wai t

Miybe soneday

There wll be bl ossons of Peace.




Hailey Cannon

pbody knows what real |y goes on in her
p¥eoBs® | ife. In school Sarah is al ways
gEl oA IRays smling. To everybody that is
S:Ell e, Sarahis alittle different.
oS- @AN | s sad, |onely, nean. Every day
 she is hiding, hiding fromthose nean words,
the icy glare, the horribl e thoughts. Hone
Sarah is scared of her parents. Gan't nake a
wong nove. Dad will throwthings shouting
horri bl e words because she | eft her shoes in
the living room right next to his. Mmcalls
her stupi d because she put her plate on the
wong side of the sink and doesn’'t say a word
when she gets an “A’ on her Social Sudies
test which she has been failing in for the
past 2 weeks. That is only a sliver of what
she goes through every day. But at the end of
the day for thirty mnutes all that doesn’t
natter. She found a boy that gives her

everyt hi ng she deserves and so nuch nore. Wen
she talks to this boy all the worries slip
away. Then he’s gone. She cries because she
doesn't want to go back to that life, that

ni ght nar e.



Stardust

Yolene Pancarte

Wen the stars | ose a
bit of their shine
And it comes down on
Eart h.
A horse wll rise.

A horse white as noon.
Wth a nare grey as a
t hunder cl oud.

Its hooves w !l sound
I i ke t hunder
Wen it canters across
the ni ght sky,

Its coat glistening in
t he noonl i ght .

Its eyes w il reflect
the Iightning
Wii ch strikes the earth
when t he horse nei ghs.
This creature of |ight
and shadows
Gan only be seen by those
Wio rise in the light of
the full noon.
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owledge of the Holocaust

Cachal Neuburger

ew sh, and ny grandparents were in the Hl ocaust and it woul d

T fferent if they weren't. M grandnother has a real |y amazing
ry as do many other Jews and non- Jews.

The conflict (Jews bei ng rounded up for the ghettos) truly began
Septenber 1, 1939. MIlions of Jews were sent to ghettos and then taken to
concentration canps in freight cars. Two of the nost fanous concentration
canps are Vrsaw and Auschwtz. Before that, Jews were humliated in
public. They had to surrender their property, they were boycotted, beaten,
| nprisoned, and kil l ed.

In concentration canps Jews were either sent to the gas chanbers or
ensl aved. Jews weren't the only people killed, Nazis al so killed Gypsies,
handi capped, and nany nore because they were consi dered “i npure”.

Jews were the only to be narked for total elimnation. My thought
that the Jews were the nurderers of Christ.

Qutside of Gernany Jews were wanted to stay in their tows or
villages by the other popul ati on. For instance, in Hingary Jews were
protected for economc reasons, Fance sent about 100, 000 refuges to Nazi
anps, but they refused to send their own Jew sh citizens to the canps,

i n Dennark, Jews were protected by the governnent.

Resi st ance novenents in Bel gium Norway, and the Netherl ands | ed nany
totheir safety. In the canps (of course) Jews fought the Nazis

i ng revenge and honor, but they were defeated by the Nazis.

Adolf Htler had a bit of Jew sh blood in hinsel f, but no one knew
| after his suicidal death. Qut
urvi ved leaving 6 mllion that had
d Vér 11. The overall record is jbleak and ¢

Septenber 2, 1945. The Nazis | ost the var gt
orocess killing mllions of people, “%\
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Thank You @l ophon

Biko Akai ke-Toste This publication was put
Jenni fer Tayl or t oget her using Adobe
Qeative Services PageMaker 7.0. Al |ayouts
Denni s Ross materiali zed using Adobe
Tricia Suel I entropp PageMaker 7.0. | nages vere
Theo Goodl oe downl oaded f romLi qui d Li -
Youth Services Saf f brary_ H|nt|ng V\aS Coor -
Central Resource-- di nat ed by Jenni fer Tayl or
Greative Witing Goup at Johnson Qounty Library
Young Adult Gontributors Qeative <ervi ces.

Dsclainer: This publication nay contain controversial naterial. Kansas | aw pro-
hibits the suppressi on of a student based publication sol ely because it invol ves
political or controversial subject matter. Johnson Gounty Library and its board
nenbers, officers, and enpl oyees may di sclaimany responsibility for the content
of this publication; it is not an expression of library policy.
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