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~Talia Roche, Class of 2024
Clarity
No one goes to sleep with the expectation that, when they wake up, their world will be shaken to
its core. No one recognizes the power one single moment will have, until that moment has passed - It’s
human nature I guess?! Why would I believe that when I go to sleep at night it will be any different from
the previous night? Sleeping is something so unbelievably fundamental that it really isn’t something one
thinks about- unless you have either too little of it or, perhaps, even too much of it. That’s why I was
shocked on the morning of March 16, 2020, when I woke up with not only a new perspective on my
entire life, but on the lives of those with whom I surround myself.
March 16th was a day like any other during the early-quarantine life: I woke up, went to “school”
for about 5 minutes and I saw I had nothing to do for the day. I hung around the house trying to keep
myself occupied until the day ended and I promptly fell asleep - like any other day. What was not like
every other day however, was the dream that started seemingly seconds after I laid my head on my
pillow.
In the beginning of that dream I sat at the end of a very long table - so long I could not see the
end of it— no less the end of the room! I sat there silently for a few moments when a door that had not
existed before suddenly flung open. Into the room came everyone I have ever met and ever will meet.
Thousands upon thousands of people entered the room as I watched. They made not a single sound as
they took a seat, not even the chairs as they were pushed in dared to make a noise.
My brother and my father, who would not look at me despite me begging them to, sat to my
immediate right. On my left was my mom and my stepdad, who simply looked down at the table along
with every other person at the table. I also tried to beg them to look at me but my words fell upon deaf
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ears. I kept asking over and over again, “Can you hear me??!”, but each time I received no response. No
one at the table would even look up to see me. I begged and I begged for what felt like days just for them
to look at me. That’s all I wanted. I just wanted to see their eyes. I didn’t want to feel so alone despite
being surrounded by everyone I love or will ever love. As I began to sob, I let out one last word under
my breath in my last ditch attempt to be heard before I gave into whatever fate I was being subjected to,
“help.”
The word, although I had said it with the very last of my breath, came out unimpeded and clear.
It boomed through the room as the heads slowly turned to me. They did not stare, they looked upon me
with such passionate eyes I could not begin to describe them without sounding like I was embellishing.
It was as though every worry and mistake that I had ever had or made simply disappeared or was
forgiven. My father, who passed away when I was very young, was the only one to speak. He said in the
voice I can still remember, despite not hearing him speak for over a decade, “All you had to do was ask.”
With those words, the dream ended and as quickly as it started it was over.
I woke up the next morning with such energy it was as though I could do anything. I felt
limitless as I reflected on the dream and tried to ensure I would not forget the experience. I sprang out
of bed and wrote it down in my journal as quickly as I could and to my surprise the memory did not fade
like a normal dream. It was almost like I had the memory implanted or gifted to me, it was so fresh in
my mind that when I closed my eyes I could still see myself in the room. This dream I quickly began to
note seemed like it was deeply related to my life in a sense that I could learn from it and become a better
person through it. I wrote down every meaning I could come up with from the dream from me having a
fear of being alone to even just being scared of being in a large group setting.
There were two conclusions that I felt made the most sense though. The first was that I was
afraid of feeling as though I was alone in a room, even if there were others around me. I did not want to
be forgotten about. The second, and the one I found most influential, was that I was afraid of asking for
help. I felt as though I was wasting the times of other people by asking for help when that was
absolutely not the case. This revelation is my new modus operandi: I can’t fear asking for help or being
forgotten about.
~Anonymous, Class of 2022
The toxic relationship between a girl and her phone
The first thing I look at in the morning
I find myself watching my friends lives through their social media feed
Never knowing how they're really doing
All that's reflected back to me is blue light and my reflection
Life support I feel like it's part of me, an extension
I had this addiction
Just want to experience the world around me with my own eyes, not someone else's camera lens
The truth is it's the only thing that's always there for me
What I hate most about myself
Something I should quit, but can't
The last thing I look at at night.
~ Sophie Miller, Class of 2023
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Fear of Getting Older
I became the teenager I did not understand
Watching the older kids walk by,
I could not imagine what it was like to be older
Smarter, more mature
The thought was scary but the reality is even scarier
Time is constantly ticking
And there is no way to stop the clock
Watching the seconds go by
The seconds I feel that are wasting by
The fear of having to enter each stage
Grows as I reach the next level
But the past will always haunt me
Because I never let myself settle
~Sophia Parillo, Class of 2023

Beauty of Dreams
It all feels so pulchritudinous to
be stuck in my unconscious state
Until I awaken and realize it was
all a replicate of what I wish real
life could be
I am forced to regrasp the terrors
of living
Everything gets vanished from my
once contented brain
I hold on to the echo of my dream,
praying I am able to relive that altered
reality once again
Hoping I am able to escape my
trepidation through the beauty of
my slumber
~ Quinn Duncan, Class of 2023
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Sunset
The sky is burning
above the dark valley,
as the frigid air rushes
up my spine.
The endless horizon portrays
a captivating sight.
Soon golden yellow disappears,
and midnight blue takes its place.
Travelers gaze from all around.
Take in the beauty they say.
But all I see is the end of a day,
and the beginning of a lonely night.
~ Anonymous, Class of 2022

~ Olivia Messer, Class of 2024
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The Dangers of Time Travel
In the year 2036, workers at Area 51 in Nevada discovered how to travel forward and backward
in time. The American government was naturally unsure and cautious of how to proceed with this
discovery. Should they tell it to the rest of the world? Should they tamper with history or secure the
future? Congress was split over many issues of time travel. Many people were excited and angry that
time travel existed. Until Congress could establish how to go forward, time travel was restricted to
learning Earth’s history.
On an expedition during the era of the dinosaurs, a time traveler accidentally fired a laser into
the emptiness of space. This laser caused the asteroid that killed the dinosaurs from an alternate
universe to reappear in the normal universe in the year 2024, where it gave no space agency any chance
of saving the planet. Humanity went extinct in just a few years. The people of the Americas died from
the immediate impact, and the rest of the world starved from widespread crop failure after the sun was
blocked by decade-long dust storms.
The time travelers previously mentioned were returning to their normal point in spacetime,
2040, and noticed that Earth looked like a nuclear wasteland. To save humanity, the time travelers had
to risk their lives. Their time machine was running low on fuel, and if they tried to go to Area 51 in the
tampered 2040, they would be affected by the new future and instantly die. Therefore, they traveled to
2024, which caused their time machine to begin to fall apart, and they drove at the speed of light into
the asteroid as it was passing the Moon. The time travelers died, but their sacrifice was not in vain.
Their impact on the asteroid gave space agencies time to destroy the asteroid and save the planet from
impact.
The 14 time travelers that saved humanity had a lasting impact on the 8 billion people they
saved. When they did not return to the original 2040, the government deduced that something had
happened to them and that they would not return. As a result, Congress passed a bill that forbade
further research into time travel and time travel of any sort and imposed an immediate death penalty on
any person who made these offenses along with their closest family and friends and all of the people in
Area 51 along with their closest family and friends, regardless of their level of involvement with time
travel. In 2047, Congress decided to tell the rest of the world about what was happening. On the issue of
time travel, the whole world united together. The bill was enforced in every country, but it did not go
unchanged.
“We are not cold-blooded killers,” said the president of the United States. “Thus, I believe that
we should put time travelers on trial and treat them like criminals instead of killing them in the dead of
night.”
Many countries were worried that the measures taken to prevent time travel were not enough.
After all, not much could be done to stop time travelers after they had already traveled through time.
The publicly approved purges of people who defended time travel could only happen if a time machine
was identified before the person used it. Memory wiping became a popular idea because it would be
impossible for anybody to try to think about time travel ever again. After a public vote, a memory
wiping campaign was globally funded using taxpayer dollars. All countries of the world slowly
administered a serum to their citizens that caused memory loss of the past several years of their lives.
The serum’s effects could also be inherited, so time travel would never be thought of ever again. Killing
people and destroying research were no longer necessary. Humans were forever safe from time travel.
~ Maximos Wu, Class of 2024
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Childhood IsA wandering soul.
An empty cup.
A little girl, eyes filled with the light of shooting stars,
dimming with each exclusionary laugh.
Chin up, head high,
no support found here.
A throat of glass shards.
A cage, waiting to be escaped.
An unbreakable silence.
An absent hand.
A piercing shriek of laughter.
A troop's betrayal.
A timid child's tears.
Fallen daisy petals.
A lone dwarf planet,
not quite bold enough to be like every other
Fallen daisy petals.
Sand, tossed by the tide.
Feathers blown in the wind.
A phoenix rising from ashes.
A radiant young woman.
An untarnished spirit.
Demons kept at bay with a scythe of independence.
Wishing her adolescence wasn't so forlorn,
But now she needs no aid.
Walking away from the past, chip on her shoulder
Knowing better of “nice girls”.
~ Anonymous, Class of 2022

~ Pictures by Bobby Dwyer,
Class of 2024
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Green Embodies Life

Treasure Hunt

My sister is an evergreen tree

For years, two things were the same.

In the depths of a forest

A name - never faltering.

Whose needles dance.

But an identity - ever changing.

My sister is the color of nature

Each year, a new definition;

That embodies life.

An unwavering expedition to discover the treasure.

Represents growth, renewal, and harmony.

But the X has yet to be found.

The growth represents her becoming a

Along the way,

nurse.
The renewal represents her traveling abroad
to France.
And the harmony represents her playing the
acoustic guitar.
My sister is compassionate but her tree
trunk
holds the love that remains hidden to
others.
My sister is the one tree that stays bloomed
and alive
even through fall and winter.

There were many clues,
Born from genetic association.
An integral piece of the puzzle,
Providing nourishment, support, and lessons,
Ingrained into the never-ending search.
The real treasure:
A last name.
An emphasis on family,
And the strength and trust to persevere.
Two separate entities,
Individual vs Collective.
Where does the real treasure lie?

She is the tree that blossoms to be emerald
green.
~ Juliet Maczuba, Class of 2022

~ Cole Morris, Class of 2022

THE RAVEN
FALL/WINTER SEMESTER ~ PAGE 8
_________________________________________________________________
Painting life
How I would paint time
A race that no person can ever win.
A race that's always in favor of nature.
A race that's fun yet also unforgiving.
A race called life.

How I would paint joy
The feeling of your heart racing.
The feeling that makes your cheeks stretch.
The feeling of how nothing could ever go wrong.

How I would paint the past
Regret and immaturity.
Do the things that happened in the past reflect who we are today?
Does the past always find its way back to the present?
But life changes day by day,
And so do we.
~ Anonymous, Class of 2022
~ Pictures by Bobby Dwyer, Class of 2024
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Emotions
Happiness.
Frolicking through an expansive meadow
Of perfectly cut grass,
A blissful breeze sweeps the vibrant greenery like gentle waves.
Gazing up at the baby blue sky,
You run and twirl,
Arms outstretched wide
As if about to embrace someone you love dearly.
A beautiful and joyous smile forms across your face,
A hearty laugh escapes your mouth.
You feel free and limitless,
Truly living in the moment.
Sadness.
Dreary clouds consume the gloomy sky.
The grass you sit in sags down to the soil and turns gray.
As cold rain pitter-patters your soggy hair,
You stare ahead at nothing.
The feeling of hopelessness and despair is overwhelming,
Wet tears well up in your watering eyes.
Weak, quivering lips let out a whimper,
Then, an ugly sob.
Your body surrenders,
You fall to the ground,
And disappear.
Anger.
Stinging rain streaks down like hail,
Blown sideways by the ferocious wind.
A flash of lightning illuminates your enraged expression.
The thunder is not a rumble,
But a violent crash.
Your heart thuds,
Your muscles tense,
Your jaw clenches,
Your hands balled into fists.
A vicious roar erupts from your lungs.
~ Sam Skilling, Class of 2022
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What If The Soviet-American Alliance of WW2 Fell Apart
The year was 1945. The Soviet Union had breached the borders of the Third Reich. Hitler
refused to accept defeat, even as Berlin fell, and he was covertly sedated by his generals and forced to
take refuge in the Western portion of Germany. Ever since the disaster at Stalingrad and the continual
retreat of the Germans from Soviet territory, Hitler’s generals secretly worked behind his back and
essentially superseded the authority of the Fuhrer. They decided to dedicate more and more of their
military power to the Western Front, where the Western Allies did not have seemingly infinite
manpower and supplies like the Soviets. The Soviets could not be beaten. The Germans had bled nearly
to death in the East to no avail, so they could barely do more than strategically slow down the Soviets’
advance through Eastern Europe. Even then, it was as if the only thing that stood between the Soviets
and Germans were small hills, not armies. Hitler’s generals knew that there was no way they could win
the war. The Soviet advance was unstoppable, and the Western Allies had established an unbreakable
foothold in Western Europe starting with Normandy, France. In order to win the war, they had to
reconsider their alliances.
One of Hitler’s generals came up with the idea that both the Nazis and the Western Allies hated
communism. Hitler referred to the Soviets with derision and thought that knocking down the door of
the Soviet Union (invasion) would cause the whole structure to collapse (conquest), and the Western
Allies were full-blown capitalists.
“We need only break the loose alliance between the Soviets and the Americans.”
“If you are proposing an alliance with the Americans, how will that work?”
“We’ll be playing the Americans against the Soviets.”
“How does that end the war and give us Lebensraum?”
“The Americans stab the Soviets, then we take that knife and turn it on them. Millions of Red
Army soldiers are marching westward past a destroyed Berlin in search of us as we speak, and their
fellow capitalist friends are coming from the west as well.”
“But sir, we could launch a massive offensive measure in the West. It’s not too late to destroy
Allied morale. We still have reserves of men and the Luftwaffe to do it.”
“And what? Destroy what remains of the Luftwaffe? Waste more Aryan lives? If you ask me, we
aren’t winning any war anytime soon unless we radically change how we fight and who we fight with. All
in favor?”
His generals struck a deal with the Western Allies. In exchange for offering German military
support to the Western Allies, the Western Allies would help the Germans push the Soviets back into
Russia to keep communism from spreading and taking the world’s freedoms. The Western Allies agreed
by a narrow margin. Despite the Soviets’ communist nature, many thought of Hitler as the greatest
threat, not Stalin. However, the Western Allies could not make a good backup plan for defeating the
Nazis as defeating the Soviets would require more than terminating the benefits of the Lend-Lease
Program between the Americans and the Soviets. Controversially, Churchill and Roosevelt turned on
their sort-of-friend.
After the Western Allies agreed to a deal that might help them defeat the Nazis if they moved
quickly enough, they assisted in the capture of Moscow and the capture of most Soviet soldiers, but the
Nazis turned on them. The cost was great, but the Nazis did manage to “turn the knife on the
Americans” and the other Western Allies as planned. It was not easy. The Germans had to let the
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Western Allies send more troops to stop the Eastern Front before pushing the Soviets into a defensive
war. In order to destroy these Allied troops with the help of newly acquired Allied supplies during the
war against the Soviets, massive encirclements that dwarfed the nightmarish battles of the Eastern
Front from before 1945 that required every German soldier on duty and the Luftwaffe had to be done,
but they were managed in the end. The true determination and logistics of the German armed forces
would be put to the ultimate test, but they managed in the end, and in a speech of confidence
resembling that of a sedated Hitler, the new leaders of the Third Reich proclaimed to the German
master-race that all of Europe had once been under their control and that no setbacks would be great
enough to end in defeat. France was retaken by the Germans and any remaining “neutral” countries
were attacked by German forces newly bolstered by the immense materiel and oil of the conquered
Russian nation, Britain’s utmost refusal to surrender to fascism under Churchill made the Luftwaffe
bomb the nation into a huge pile of black ash, and the Nazis’ nuclear research program, which had only
been slightly hampered by a defeated Red Army with the assistance of the short-lived alliance with the
Western Allies, planned to use atomic weapons against the United States, the Axis Powers’ last major
threat.
The United States decided to work towards defeating Japan first. The Nazis had once again
become their enemies along with the other Axis Powers, but confronting them on the European
continent was nearly impossible. The defeat of Japan would be a good first step to the final
confrontation and defeat of global fascism. The never surrender empire might fall first, the president
explained to his generals, as the Nazis rapidly turned Europe into a German police state and helped the
New Roman Empire establish a grip over the Mediterranean. The Germans would soon be reinforcing
Japanese forces in the Pacific theater of war, and defeating Japan would give the United States a
foothold in the Eurasian continent from which to begin their march into Nazi-controlled Europe
through Nazi satellite states and puppet governments in Asia. The casualties projected were in the
millions, but it was deemed a viable plan. Hitler was finally re-allowed into his position as Fuhrer,
America learned, now that there was no way his imbecility could pose a true threat to the prosperity of
the 1,000-year Reich. The Nazis’ power seemed to grow exponentially from the conquest of the Soviets
and the annihilation of Great Britain as they easily blitzkrieged through Africa and overcame resistance
in western Asia. Atomic bombs were dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. However, the success of the
Nazis in Europe and the restoration of the New Roman Empire in the Mediterranean inspired Emperor
Hirohito to continue the fight against the Allied Powers. Just days later, German atomic bombs rained
down upon the Western Hemisphere, striking all of the major cities of Canada and the United States.
The United States refused to surrender. Harry Truman issued a decree declaring that the United
States would resist Nazism and fascism at all costs.
“We will fight on the beaches, we will fight on land, we will fight in the mountains. We will never
surrender. We will never back down from the mission to secure world peace and our liberties. We will
fight, even if we are outnumbered a thousand to one, even if we are completely encircled, even if our
farms are razed, even if we stand in the middle of fiery wreckage.” A German-Japanese force ended up
spending the next few months completely killing everybody in the United States with atomic bombs and
carpet bombing.
The Germans and Japanese split the Western Hemisphere into zones for repopulation by
German and Japanese people. Only a few Americans remained, and they were easily found and killed as
the New American Reich and the Greater Japanese Empire settled on the East and Western coasts of
the United States. Nazi propaganda was broadcast throughout the world, and Nazi police began a
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worldwide Holocaust of Jews and other unworthy peoples considered by Hitler to be unfit to live.
Reconstruction of the world began the worldwide dream of the Third Reich of Germany.
Should the Western Allies have allied with the Soviets like they did in the original timeline, or
should they have allied with the Nazis in this timeline?
~ Maximos Wu, Class of 2024
“Angel Wing”

~ Celeste Tsouprakos, Class of 2024
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What the Eyes can See
Small, dainty, tattered and unimportant. At least that's how I am seen now, squished in the back
corner of the cramped dark space. In here there are other objects that were also probably tossed in, so
they wouldn’t be seen again. I am no longer thought about, but I used to be the whole world to Summer.
I used to represent love, connection and something so much greater. Who knew that it would all be over
when he left.
All I had ever known was the feeling of weightlessness. At times I would slightly sway to and fro
from a thin thread that was barely able to keep me suspended in mid air. One end was attached around
my body and the other to the red and white striped ceiling above me. Kids and adults alike would
playfully stroll by with mouths full of sticky cotton candy and slurping up drinks that changed their
tongues. Water was constantly sprayed from guns posted a distance away from a red and white circled
target that hung on the wall to my left until a ding went off and the water would cease. When that
happened the people squeezing the triggers would let go and holler joyfully or with defeat. Then either
dig their grimy hands into their pockets for what looked like a leaf the size of their hand with a man's
face on it or a round silver thing. Which they would hand to the man who always stood in here yelling
for others to “come join”. To join what? I have no clue. My only guess would be to get them to shoot
water frivolously towards the circle on the wall. Another common occurrence that I saw happen was
when the yelling man would get on his little oak stool and snatch another one of us off the ceiling. As
one of us came down another one was put up in his place, it was a repetitive cycle. The same thing
happened every night, but this night was different. Two awkward teenagers sat down where the guns
were and played only for a couple of minutes. All I needed though, was a few of those first seconds to
know that they looked at each other differently than how two friends would look at each other. Then she
won. She lept up with glee then looked over and pointed at me. So the man came over and lowered me
down to the girl. She won, but when I caught a glimpse over her shoulder, the guy she was with looked
happier than she was. Until she turned back around and his face swiftly changed back to pouting. That
was the start of my meaning. I was meant to represent the bond that they had created together and be
the happy memory that they could look back on for years to come.
He always towered over Summer, wearing the same food stained sweatshirt that apparently
“smelled like him” as Summer would say. I would say it looks like it should smell like a boy's sweaty well
used hockey bag, but luckily I don’t have a nose so I don’t have to experience that smell. Summer would
often lay there for hours doing nothing, but just be there next to him looking at a square thin box that
constantly flashed different vibrant colors along with people trapped inside of it yelling. If you asked
me, I would say that it is the most terrifying thing that I have ever seen. If I were them I would be the
one screaming, then running for the hills. Either that or keep away and wait until it went to sleep, but
that's what they did for days on end. Then some days out of the blue he would pick her up and they
would be gone for what felt like days because time would be at an absolute standstill with no one
around. Quiet, except for the birds singing or the occasional barking dog. Yes, it seems peaceful, but
after doing the same thing and listening to the same noises it gets lonely. I would rather take in all of
that loneliness than have to keep on helplessly sitting here, looking on to what will inevitably come next.
When Summer would come slowly through the door again, with a little less of a smile then when she
left, one not as full and he would leave alone. Even after the door would shut she would peep through
the silky curtains and stare longingly outside until there was not even a single trace of him left
When he wasn’t around Summer would lay on her sleeping space that had mountains of puffy
pillows and fuzzy blankets. Staying as still as a statue, staring intently at a little blue rectangle waiting
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for it to light up. When it did with glee she would pounce on it and start giggling in a high pitch while
wiggling all around. Her eyes would sparkle like she was holding the sun in her hands. Somehow it
brought her something that I would never understand, but there was only one thing that could give her
that joy and that was him. I knew that little blue rectangle had something to do with him, but didn’t
know how it was connected. As time went on, days went more like this, sitting on the resting place
looking at the little blue rectangle, but she didn't always have that sparkle that she once had when
looking at it. The times he came over also became fewer and fewer.
One night she spent hours in front of the round shaped mirror above her dresser in her room. I
sat on the edge watching on as she slowly started brushing all around her cheeks and her eyes, like she
was trying to paint a picture on her face. So gracefully and done with precision. Then she swiveled in
her chair to open two sliding doors that revealed a wide range of colorful clothing, but within a split
second they were scattered all across her room. Then she rummaged through them, like she hadn’t seen
them a million times. After selecting a specific one she went to the mirror and held it up while twisting
back and forth but after a few seconds a dissatisfied look would cross her face and she would go
searching through the mess again. It made no sense, there was no method nor reason to her madness.
She had worn all of them all thousands of times, so why be so picky now? Apparently she had forgotten
this fact, so she did this for hours until she picked up a short, carmine red, lacey dress. The dress was
unbelievably beautiful and made her look stunning, but why go through all that effort? Summer was
only going to go out with him like she normally does, but this made her more happy then I have seen
her in a while, so I was happy to see it.
She got picked up as the sun was setting and so I waited by the mirror on the corner of the
dresser like always for her return, but when she got back she was different. She wasn’t the same as when
she left. Her eyes were red and the beautiful painting that was once neaty there was now smudged. The
light in her eyes had dimmed, no words, no smile, just emptiness. One look at me and the mascara
stained tears on the edge of her eyes ran down like a river. With blurred vision she swiped at me,
knocking me against the clothes then falling into the dusted corner. I never saw him again nor was I
ever moved from the spot where I lay.
~ Ashely Araneo, Class of 2022
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All the ways I would describe certain qualities of life to my parents:
Joy - a mahogany haired women in a baby blue hospital gown lays in her bed.
Her face a dusted pink and skin glistening in the light as
A swaddled baby rests upon her breast.
The baby’s face is squishy and round with eyes glued shut
Confusion - a king size white sheet dangles from clothespins.
A warm summer breeze swifts through the sheet
Finger paints splatter the cream colored siding and
Crayola marker scribbles cover the trimboard.
Both somehow missing every inch of the sheet
A woman stands glaring upwards with wide eyes.
Heartbreak - a teenage girl sobbing on her hardwood floor at 3am.
She shuffles through old pictures on her phone,
Holding onto memories of a person who is no longer hers to hold on to.
Choking back her howls out of fear of waking up her family.
Adventure - a woman in her early 20’s stands tall at gate E5.
A backpack sits on her shoulders as she waves goodbye to
Her parents who linger standing hand in hand and teary eyed.
Love - On a warm fall day, a woman is covered neck to toe in white satin
She struts down a rose petaled aisle as a breeze gently pushes her hair out of her face
Her salt and pepper haired father linked arm and arm to walk her only half way.
She glances up to the front row and views three others who helped raise her.
Her heart overflows as she swiftly swashys the remaining distance to the alter
Loss - a woman in a black lace dress and black stiletto heels sinks into the grass as
she overlooks a white casket.
Her wrinkled hands pressed together over her heart.
A tear traces the laugh lines of her cheek and drips down splattering onto the metal.
Loneliness - an elderly woman sitting at a table for two at a 24 hour diner.
A picture frame sits across from her in the empty seat,
With an untouched coffee milkshake and a tin of steaming french fries to its side.
~ Kayla Stevens, Class of 2022
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"Polaroids of Space"
~ Sydney C., Class of 2024
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Days of the Week

Happiness

Monday:
A day where the rain never ceases,
The sun never rises,
And the green grass turns brown

Happiness,
Something you feel when you make someone's
cheeks stretch to their ears

Tuesday:
A day where it simmers down to a sprinkle,
The trees sing a quiet whisper,
And a seed begins to sprout
Wednesday:
A day where the sun peeks through the clouds,
The buds on trees begin to form,
And warm air slowly appears
Thursday:
A day where there’s a single stratus cloud,
The grass turns green,
And the birds start to chirp
Friday:
A day where the sun shines bright,
The wind chimes clang in the breeze,
And the flower has finally bloomed
~ Anonymous, Class of 2022

The creation of someone's smile
Because of you
All the attentions on them
Something you feel when you are playing a
sport you love
Lights shining down
Gliding across the stage
All the attention on you
Happiness is something you feel when your
grandparents come to visit after not seeing
them for a while
A warm welcome
People who eat up your company
All the attention on you
A feeling that fills your body to the rim
With good nerves
From only one reason
~ Anonymous, Class of 2022
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Snake in Woody’s Boot
I’m just a snake.
That lives in Woody’s boot.
That’s all, it’s really nothing special.
I never understood why everyone makes a big
deal about me anyway.
I don’t even think I’m mentioned by Woody that
much.
But for some reason everyone knows who I am
without knowing what I look like.
I serve no purpose to the story, but Woody’s
iconic quote is about me.
I also hate being the snake in Woody’s boot.
I do find it a little rude that he gets all the credit
for me living in his boot.
There is a pretty dark connotation behind me
too.
I mean anything that goes along with pink
elephants isn’t the best.
I do wish I was valuable to the story.
But for now,
I’m just a snake.
That lives in Woody’s boot,
Remaining nothing special.
~ Anonymous, Class of 2022

Life
Life is a piece of bubblegum.
it starts all fresh and juicy, with plenty of zip
and gallons of give
a million of bubbles just waiting to be popped.
then the taste goes sour and turns to glue
it sticks to your teeth and tightens your jaws
The only thing to do is toss it in the trash.
Life is a sweet cat with padded paws.
I scratch his neck and he purrs loudly
playfully he rolls over on his back and I tickle
his stomach.
he pretends to fight me and and I laugh
suddenly his claws reach out and slash my
fingers
his teeth rip my flesh
he turns and darts away
and leaves me wondering
~ Anonymous, Class of 2022
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If you are interested in seeing your work in print please contact Dr. Ward & Mrs. Bourque. We publish
original work including, but not limited to, poems, essays, photographs, pictures of original artwork,
recipes, college essays. We are always looking for new members to join the Culture Magazine club;
please email us to be included in our email list.
Allynaward@windhamsd.org

Abourque@windhamsd.org

