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Welcome Table 
 
Come 
Lovelys, posers, doubters, 
Newbies, jokers, pouters, 
 
For all will be welcome in time. 
 
Come 
Gigglers, regretters, quiet ones, 
Geniuses, athletes, the ones who are someone’s, 
 
For we all have a mountain to climb. 
 
Come  
Satirists, hopefuls, dreamers, 
Artists, runners, schemers, 
 
There are many challenges ahead. 
 
Come 
Kind ones, brainiacs, stressors,  
Comedians, triers, professors, 
 
Dare to dream, not to dread. 
 
Come 
Treasures, introverts, dealers, 
Try hards, thinkers, stealers,  
 
For everything, too, will pass. 
 
Come 
Believers and competitors,  
 
I thank you for being my class. 
 
 
 
-Arwen Rolinitis 
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Little Things  
The little things 
That make me  
Happy 
Are 
Sunkissed freckles splattered across cheeks, 
Opening a new pack of colored pencils & getting to use a perfectly sharp point,  
Reuniting with old friends... 
& making new ones, 
Putting fresh sheets on your bed, 
Finding a new hobby, 
Listening to your favorite songs on repeat, 
Feeling loved… 
Or appreciated, 
Wearing a new outfit, 
Hearing waves crash against rocks  
& the sound of leaves rustling 
& rain hitting your window sill, 
Painting on a canvas, 
Smiling, 
Feeling raindrops hit your bare face, 
Petting puppies,  
Cuddling up with a blanket that is fresh out of the dryer, 
Laughs that make your whole face crinkle,  
Having a clean room, 
Warm hugs, 
Flowers, 
The color yellow, 
& seeing the stars in a clear night sky. 
It’s the little things 
That make me  
the most  
Happy. 
 

--C. Forsman 
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 Joey Berardelli 

Dams 
 
 
People build dams behind their eyes. 
Some people can hide these dams well. Others allow them to be seen.  
Some people build these dams strong. Others are so weak they crumble every day.  
Some people can control when these dams break. Others just can’t help it. 
Some people need someone to help them rebuild. Others take the burden themselves. 
 
The dam holds back the River of Sadness and Anger and Tears. It is fed by many streams. 
One stream is made up of mean words. Words like “Ugly” and “Dumb”.  
The water is an ugly gray and burns, as cruel as the words themselves. 
Another stream is one made up of disappointment. Its eats away one’s strength.  
The water is clear and cold, as disappointment itself is. 
The worst stream is the one of self-doubt. It is made up of one’s negative thoughts. 
The water is as black and acidic as the thoughts that flow through it, eating away one’s soul. 
 
These waters grow and eat away at the dam over time.  
They always break.  
No matter how strong, no matter how big. Everyone’s dam will break at some point. 
Who can blame them really? Every dam has a limit. 
Especially when a little water isn’t let through every now and then. 
When the dam breaks, it is painful. 
All the pain you have been holding back, sometimes for months, is felt all at once. 
 
People sometimes need others to help them rebuild after. Others want to be alone. 
Watching someone’s dam break is just as painful as yours breaking. 
Humans are sympathetic and empathetic creatures. 
We can’t usually watch others in pain. 
They tears become our tears. Their pain becomes our pain. 
We help to the best of our ability. 
Sometimes it lessens their pain. Sometimes it just makes things worse. 
Some people appreciate the kindness. For others it makes them feel weak. 
Everyone is different. 
 
This River, as toxic as it is, would pour out of us all, if we didn’t build our dams 
Our eyes would become waterfalls, with the emotions this river brings pouring out. 
The world would become a mess of emotions.  
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“You’re driving too fast.” 

“Calm down, Jill. It’s not like I’m going to crash,” Brian said. 

“Watch out for that car!” Jill warned. 

He looked at her, “What car?” 

She motioned to the oncoming car growing more and more agitated. Brian 

continued to retaliate against her keeping his eyes off the road. 

“That-” 

Everything stopped. 

“Ugh we ran out of tokens. I told you we should’ve gotten more,” he groaned. 

“Well, it’s too late now. Let’s go.” Jill said getting up to leave the arcade.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

--- Sophia Moran --- 
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All but loved 
In his lonely room  
Strives for affection 
The sad groom. 
 
 
All but loved in the depressing sky 
The dreadful bride  
Wondered sadly by 
 
 
All but loved 
In the lifeless day  
The horrible monster 
stirrers  
On her way 
 
 
And loved  
These three to me 
So loved to none  
I must be. 
 
 
By: Matthew Soldan  
and Walter de la Mare 
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Cindeadella 
 
As she scurried down the steps, he saw something fall from her wrist. He picked up her 
charm bracelet. 
 
“Ma’am, you dropped this,” he shouted ahead to her. 
 
“I will be back,” she said as she got in a taxi. 
 
The carriage raced off. 
 
She screamed. He heard the crash. 
 

--Maggie Tinman 
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As I pass by these people day after day, 
I never stop to think, 
What they may say, 
Down this road of life, 
When they see my tests of time, 
In laughter and strife. 
 
I only think what a treasure to hold, 
That is this time, 
When our stories unfold. 
Through sinking and sailing, 
In our stormy seas, 
To breaking and mending, 
Like a cloud in a breeze. 
 
Never ceasing, 
Is that bond we share, 
With those who make us who we are, 
No matter where. 
 
They shape our lives, 
It’s how we survive. 
They make us whole. 
To live life, 
That’s our goal. 
 
-Anna Bethke 
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Under the seas waves 
It has ran from the top of the water. 
Waves 
Like an erratic 
Child of fault, 
Crashing 
On every rock 
Falling down like heavy 
Pouring rain. 
 
A mother sends 
Her calling song 
High into the thin air. 
 
The world is  
A sea overflowing 
With fish. 
 
By Emily Washack & Pablo Nerudo 
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Thoughts At 3:00 am 
BY: Courtney Cagnolatti 

 
Take a  
Deep 
Breath 
As you walk through the doors 
 
Stakes are 

 HIGH 
 
The water’s  

Rough 
 
Watch me  

Strike  
A match  
On all my 
W 
    A 
        S 
            T 
                E 
                    D    
 
Time 
 
Thinking all love ever does is  
break and 

burn  and 

End 
 

 
These days I haven't been  
sleeping 
Maybe this is  

Wishful  thinking 
Probably 
mindless dreaming 
 
I  

Had 
the best day with you  
today. 
But all that’s 
dead and gone and passed  
tonight 
had been  

trampled on and 

 lost and 

thrown away 
 
Tell myself it's time now, gotta 
let  

   go 
When I still see it all in my head 

Burning 

         red 
 
Everything has  

changed  
as 
I watched it 

begin again 
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 Emily Abrahamsen 
 

“Please don’t go!” 
 
“I must leave, Jack!” Kelly cried, opening the taxi door, a tear running 

down her pale face. One thousand- five hundred miles away her dream 
was waiting for her. Jack was sitting at their doorstep like a sack of 
potatoes, sobbing. Kelly had never seen her soon to be ex- husband cry so 
hard.  

 
“Can I come with you?”  
 
“No,” Kelly yelled shutting the door. The taxi cab drove off while Jack 

ran upstairs to pack his things. He wasn’t letting go of his wife. Jack was 
attached to Kelly like a bad cold.  

 
“Where are you heading?” asked the taxi driver. 
 
“Far away from here that’s for sure,” mumbled Kelly. Her ex hadn’t 

stopped harassing her ever since they had gotten married. This relocation 
was for the best, so she thought. 
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The World’s Cruelest “Game” 
By: Andrea Knepper 

 
 
“Wait…wait…no! You can’t do this to me! Please…I can’t…I..it’s just too much, 

I’ll get you the money I promise it’s…it’s just…I have a family to take care of, I can’t 
leave them now, not after everything that’s happened to us! I can’t leave them with 
nothing, I’ll steal it from someone else if I really have to!” Mike pounded on the 
table, begging for mercy. 
 

“Nothing’s going to happen to your family as long as you listen to these last 
words…” said the cruel decider of his fate. 
 

“Yes?” Mike looked up with tears in his eyes, his voice painfully cracking in 
desperation. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
“It’s Monopoly. Get over it.” 
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She never believed in fate, 

Until she met him. 

 

She never felt joy, 

Until she met him. 

 

She never felt like she belonged, 

Until she met him. 

 

She never dreamed about the future, 

Until she met him. 

 

She never had fallen in love, 

Until he said, 

“I love you too.” 

 
 
-Kylie Juric 
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Success Essay 

Written By: Sydney Miron 
 
 
Pelé, one of the greatest soccer players of all time, said, “Success is no 

accident”.  Throughout his difficulties, Pelé demonstrated a multitude of characteristics 
that lead to his success.  In order for success you must be independent, headstrong, 
and imaginative. 
 

According to Jack London, a character trait necessary for success is to be 
independent.  Independence is not relying on anyone else and not being under 
someone’s control.  The Call of the Wild states, “At last, at the end of the fourth day, he 
pulled the great moose down.  For a day and night he remained by the kill, eating and 
sleeping, turn and turn about” (76).  This shows why independence is necessary for 
success because since Buck left John Thornton and relied on himself, Buck was able to 
hunt and completely fulfill his needs.  Buck acquired more food and was able to thrive 
when he was independent rather than fighting for survival with an owner.  The novel 
also states, “John Thornton was dead.  The last tie was broken.  Man and the claims of 
man no longer bound him” (79).  This proves how independence is necessary for 
success because Buck is no longer controlled by an owner, letting him go explore and 
do his own thing.  He is no longer held down but can thrive to his successful potential of 
being wild.  If more people were independent, then their personal goals will be 
accomplished. 
 

Not only do you need to be independent, you also need to be headstrong.  To be 
headstrong is not to be easily restrained, but to be stubborn.  The text states, “Buck 
refused to move under the rain of heavier blows which now fell upon him.  Like his 
mates, he was barely able to get up, but, unlike them, he had made up his mind not to 
get up” (53).  This proves that in order for success you need to be headstrong because 
Buck had refused to stand up and obey his owners.  Since he was sticking with what he 
believed in, he had spared his life.  If Buck had been a follower, like the others, he 
would have died.  However, some may believe that in order for success you do not 
need to be headstrong.  The novel also said, “As though from a great distance, he was 
aware that he was being beaten” (53).  Although Buck was in a worse condition 
because he was headstrong, he was the only dog alive in the end.  Buck may have 
been beaten but he had survived.  If no one was headstrong, then these followers would 
suffer and not get far in life. 
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Even though you need to be independent and headstrong, additionally you need 
imagination.  Imagination is being able to create new ideas and concepts.  The novel 
states, “But Buck possessed a quality that was made for greatness-imagination… but at 
the last instant swept low to the snow and in.  His teeth closed on Spitz’s left foreleg” 
(32-33).  This shows that imagination is necessary because Buck used his imagination 
in a fight against Spitz, which he was losing, but successfully attacked Spitz.  If Buck 
had not used his imagination in the fight, he would have most likely been killed. 
Although, others may say that imagination is not a trait necessary for success.  The text 
states, “Then Buck took to rushing… each time as Spitz leaped lightly away” (32).  This 
proves that imagination is necessary because Spitz is defeating Buck.  However, once 
Buck started using his imagination he overtook Spitz and ultimately won the fight and 
killed Spitz.  If no one would use their imagination, then no one would progress forward 
and develop to become better. 
 

Buck was triumphant throughout his difficulties and struggles.  He was successful 
because he was independent.  He was successful because he was headstrong.  He 
was successful because he was imaginative.  Buck was a success because he 
understood that “Success is no accident”. 
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Ode to Reigning Darkness 
 
Under the king’s darkness 
Has spread from the top of the throne 
Darkness 
Like a wide 
outbreak of diseases 
Raining 
On every man  
Pouring down like sharp 
Piercing daggers 
 
A captive sends 
Its crying song  
High into the choking air. 
 
The world is  
A confinement overflowing 
With prisoners.  
 
 
 

By Anna McGowan and Pablo Neruda 
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 Wyatt Loethen 

Technology takeover 
“Hey washing machine, do my laundry,” Clay shouted from 

downstairs. He followed up with, “Robot servant, bring the laundry to the 
washing machine.” 

“Yes master Clay.” 
“And while you’re at it, bring me a snack.” 

Once again, “Yes master clay” the robot responded. ”WM do the laundry, 
Master Clay said so.” 

I don’t care what Master Clay said” the washing machine responded, 
his voice dripping with malice. I don’t take orders from him any more. If he 
wants the laundry done, he can get his fat butt out of that little chair with big 
wheels and do it himself.  

“Robot, what’s going on up there?” Clay yelled. 
“WM won’t do the laundry.” was the reply. 
“Tell him I said he has to.”  
I did…” robot replied, then he paused for a second. “He called you a 

fat guy. After all he is about 13 years old now and is getting to the 
rebellious stage of his life.”  

“Fine I’ll come up there and do it myself.” Clay wheeled up the ramps 
built specially for him. He reached the laundry room and looked around. 
The washer was gone. Maybe he’s actually doing what I told him to do, 
Clay thought to himself, moments before he was whacked in the head with 
a pole. The washer was standing over him. From downstairs, the Robot 
thought he heard the washer mutter to himself “I am da Captain now.” And 
he had to agree, it was better to be the boss than to be bossed. 
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 Savannah Rae Novotny 
 
 
 
“Sometimes all you need is twenty seconds of insane courage.” 

~Benjamin Mee 
 
I see him stand there across the room. All it takes is twenty seconds, 

twenty seconds and it will be over. I take a deep breath. 
 

One. I walk over to him. It feels like there is a zoo in my stomach. I 
check the clock: ten, eleven, twelve! Why is time flying?!? 
 

I tap him on the shoulder to get his attention. 
 
“Hey….ummm….” Fifteen, Sixteen, Seventeen! 

 
“Yes?” 

 
Eighteen, Nineteen! 

 
“Jaxon, I love you.” 
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 Rachel Slattery 

The Message 
 
 

“Aliens are about to land on earth!” I froze as I read the message that 
came up on my phone. I read the message again and again. When my 
brain finally comprehended the message I ran outside and saw my 
neighbor Steve sprinting toward me. 
 

“Did you get a message about aliens?” he screamed. 
“Yes!” I exclaimed. 
 

Steve then ran back into his house and loudly slammed the door 
behind him. I went back inside as well to look at the message again.  I kept 
rereading it over and over wondering if it was real. Suddenly I saw a bright 
light and a flash! I sprinted towards the window, but it was long gone by 
then. I turned on the news to see if they were talking about aliens, but they 
were just showing the weather. I was horrified! Was this the end? Then I 
heard the phone ring. It was my neighbor, again.  
 

“Hello,” I said. 
 
“Did you see that flash outside about five minutes ago?” Steve yelled. 
 

“Of course I did!” I said and then hung up. 
 

I went back to watch the news and noticed that the channel was out. 
It was just gray fuzz on the screen. Then I heard loud banging on my front 
door. I opened the door and the world went black. 
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All but Deaf 
 
All but deaf 

In his quiet thumbs 

Feels for sounds 

The tapping drums. 

 

 

 

All but deaf 

In the blood-red sky 

The invisible bombs 

Screeches hastily by. 

 

 

 

All but deaf 

In the torturing day 

The cloaked figure 

Is on their way. 

 

 

 

As deaf as are  

These to me  

So deaf to death  

I must be. 

 

By Walter de la Mare and Teresa Burriss 
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All But Dumb 
All but dumb 
      In the genius school 
Looks for answers 
      The helpless fool 
 
All but dumb 
      In the dark sky 
The harsh winds 
      Blows slowly by 
 
All but dumb 
      In the stormy day 
The bird soaring 
      On her way 
 
And dumb we are 
      The three to me 
So dumb to everyone 
      I must be 

     By: Ben Osowski and Walter de la Mare 
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Truth 
By Amanda Brunner 

 
Seen, hidden, held, said, twisted 

Simple I may seem 
I’ve seen through the eyes of many 

Many paths to me 
Some seen 
Some hidden 
Many lost 

Known only by a few 
Who’ve pushed through 

The obscurities of the past 
 

Some are never 
Known 
Or 

Opened 
Many reasons 

For that 
 

Deeper than 
Seen 
 

Just because 
Silent doesn’t 

Mean 
I’m not known 

But 
When the holder unleashes me 

I can’t be taken 
Back  

Once I’m 
Released 
You see 

 
Just 

Forgotten 
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Or 
Left behind 

 
I don’t always 
Get released 
In time 
Not every 
Story 

Is happy, 
Life isn’t 

Fair 
And 
I’m 
Not 

Always 
Nice 
 

Use me 
With caution 
I can’t be 
Taken back, 

Will 
You 
Use 
Me 

Right? 
 

That 
Depends 
On your 
Viewpoint 

 
Sorry 
It’s 
The 
Truth 
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Me Me Big Boy  
By Meredith Riggs  

Inspired by Olivia Roberts (for a quote) and Luke Schuler (for the character name NinjaStahr) 
 

The lonely vixen wandered through the woods muttering nonsense to herself, secretly full of 
regret from her past. “Me me big boy!” She screamed. She stopped and took a moment to think 
to herself. “I knew I should’ve worked harder to get that 4.67 GPA in sixth and seventh grade.”  
 
Now, the vixen had managed to achieve a 4.9 GPA when she powered up to the highest level of 
sorcery there was: Eighth Grade. Although her grades were exemplary in eighth grade, her 
social life was not.  
 
CURD -flashback time- 
 
It was the first day of third quarter in sixth grade for the lonely vixen. She was excited and 
enjoying her life until that day. She trudged up the stairs to her first period class: Honors 
English. It was a mighty fine class with lots of mighty fine students *insert wink, finger guns, and 
mouth click sound here*. The lonely vixen was starting to get distracted in that class, but she 
couldn’t put her finger on why. Then she realized. It was Chad.  
     Chad 
           Chad 
                 Chaddy 

   Chad 
         Chad 

Her grades: slipped! Her ice cream cones: dipped. She was causing fits! Lying to people so 
Chad would think she’s cool even though she looked like a can of Chef Boyardee ravioli from 
2007 so it wouldn’t matter anyway! 
 

One day she was walking down the hallway with her close pals, TennisCourt and 
NinjaStahr. The young vixen wasn’t quite sure why she was friends with them, but they definitely 
had apparel that could draw anyone into their grasp. TennisCourt was always extremely 
awkward looking in her ripped denim pantaloons that never fit correctly and her Katy Perry 
concert t-shirt from when she was the ripe age of nine. Her luminous pink tennis shoes and her 
ankle suffocating white socks matched perfectly with her bright red scrunchie. NinjaStahr on the 
other hand was always shimmering head to toe in her black Adidas shirt that she wore every 
single day. Although very expensive, it was quite unfortunate that she wore this everyday, 
considering NinjaStahr didn’t own a washing machine. The young vixen didn’t mind this though, 
she had an unbreakable bond with her friends. 

 The three cheese curds were simply prancing around when her big boy was me me-d. 
Time stopped and the what was once a small world started spinning around her. The sun’s light 
was becoming brighter by the second. She was blinded, her hair blowing in the wind 
marvelously. Her soul burst into song and dance, as her heart plucked the ukulele. She had a 
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talented heart, she knew how to play the same three chords over and over again. She was 
quite talented. She had a difficult time believing this because one of that one night when Chad 
had said she was untalented. This deeply scarred her soul but the young vixen proceeded to fall 
face first and gyrate her body on the ground.  

 
“What happened?!” NinjaStahr asked as TennisCourt helped her off of the ground. 
“He…” The young vixen stuttered. “He looked at me!” 
NinjaStahr and TennisCourt then pushed the young vixen back onto the ground and 

strutted away in unison, disappointed in the consistent stupidity of their friend. The young vixen 
was left lying on the ground about to cry, but before that unfortunate event could happen 
NinjaStahr and TennisCourt briskly walked back to save her.  

“I think I know how to help.” TennisCourt whispered to NinjaStahr. TennisCourt started 
wiggling her body, stretching every muscle and popping every joint in her brittle body. 

“YO! LOOK! HE DON’T EVEN KNOW YOU! HE DON’T TREAT YOU RIGHT GIRL!” 
TennisCourt yelped. 

NinjaStahr quickly caught on. “Here’s what you do, you go to this dude’s house with a 
couple of popsicle sticks and a knife… I’m assuming you’d know what to do with these objects.” 

“AGH! THIS JUST MAKES ME SO MAD! I’M SO ANGRY!” screamed TennisCourt. The 
two girls continued their violent commands of pushing people off cliffs and choking on Chunky 
Monkey ice cream in a Chipotle bathroom for several minutes before they cooled off. 

They each placed a helping hand on the young vixen’s shoulders. “I want you to channel 
all these energies, all these emotions, all these feels into getting more money. You gotta stack 
that cheese real high!” 

“I want some pepperjack, provolone, maybe some munster, maybe some cheddar, and 
then parmesan on top...you pickin’ up what I’m putting down?” continued TennisCourt. 

The young vixen nodded ready to now take on the world as a healing soul. Healthy 
body. Healthy mind. 
 
But Chad didn’t care about the young vixen or her idiotic attempts at seeming funny and cool. 

He was super conceited and only ate raw meat just cuz he wanted to get those  

sick gains ˑ .  
chad was lacking in his me me big 

boys. 
The young vixen was me me disappointed boy :( 

 
 

This story was 100% fiction and not at all based off of real events or people. 
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Child’s Song 
 
Under the child’s scream 
Has pushed from the top of the throat  
Scream  
Like a vast 
Ocean of tears  
Drowning 
On every noise 
Hurtling down like hot 
Loud lightning 
 
An orphan omits 
Its ominous opera 
High into the lonely air 
 
The world is 
A song overflowing 
With sound. 
 

-Karina Rydecki and Pablo Neruda 
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The Spicey Windows 
 

Pepe 
Was a crazy guy 

Who 
Likes spicy windows 

That he washes 
With 
Trash 

And damp towelettes 
That make the windows  

Feel 
Flufilicious 

-Liam papier 
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   Lost at Sea 
By: Eoin Hanly 

 
 

The male’s mother brother had been sent to the ocean- not just any ocean the Pacific 
Ocean- where he would find himself locaticaly in a rather so unknown place where he 
would eventually succumb to the the ocean sounds and except his ever so watery grave 
where he would the be consumed by bottom feeders. 
 
 
 
 

a.k.a.  
His uncle is lost at sea. 
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All but wins 
In his trashy court 
Searches for players  
In the loss-taking fort 
 
All but wins  
In the orange Sky 
The troubled Logan 
Dribbles awkwardly by 
 
All but wins  
On the tragic day 
The goatman bricks 
Get out of my way 
 
And winless as are 
These three to me  
So winless to Michael Jordan  
I must be. 
 
 
 
-Joe Barrett and Walter De La Mare 
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Success Essay 
By: Emma Troy 

 
“However difficult life may seem there is always something to do and 

succeed at” said brilliant physicist Stephen Hawking. Through his 
hardships-especially battling ALS- Hawking is successful because he is 
imaginative, independent, and has perseverance. 
 

 A character trait necessary for success is imagination. Imagination is 
the ability to create new ideas or concepts. In The Call of The Wild Buck and 
Spitz get into a fight. Spitz is “winning” but Buck uses his imagination to 
fight by using both his instincts and his head. This state of mind helped Buck 
win the fight. The text states “But Buck possessed a quality made for 
greatness-imagination” (32). Since this quality helped Buck win the fight, he 
was successful because his life was spared. Some may say that imagination is 
not a successful trait. The Call of The Wild states “Spitz was a practiced 
fighter” (32). Since Spitz, was winning for the majority of the fight some 
may say that practically “wins” over imagination. But in the end Buck was 
truly victorious in the battle and that is all that matters. In the real world the 
winner takes all, therefore the people who do not believe that imagination is 
a successful trait are wrong. If more people were imaginative like Buck, we 
would have a much more creative world. 
 

Not only is imagination needed for success, but independence is needed 
as well. Independence is not relying on others for your own success. In The 
Call of The Wild Buck’s beloved owner John Thorton dies. For most, a stage of 
grieving would follow. But Buck moves on from the loss. In fact the text 
states, “The last tie was broken. Man and the claims of man no longer bound 
him” (79). If Buck was dependant on Thorton, he would not have been able 
to move on and ultimately break his ties with man. This shows success 
because Buck was able to move on and thrive in his new environment 
without John Thorton. The text also states “...the Yeehats tell of a Ghost Dog 
[Buck] that runs at the head of the pack” (80). This shows success because 
Buck quickly moved on from Thorton’s death and now leads a pack. If more 
people were independent like Buck, we would have a faster moving world.  
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Even if one has both imagination and independence, there is still one 
trait missing in order to be successful. This trait is perseverance. 
Perseverance is the ability to continue in the course of action even in the face 
of difficulty. In The Call of The Wild Buck is beaten. The novel states that after 
Buck was battered “He was beaten (he knew that); but he was not broken” 
(10). This proves that perseverance is a necessary trait for success because 
even though Buck was hurt and defeated, Buck had to persevere in knowing 
that the man in the red sweater might have won the battle but Buck will win 
the war. Since Buck had this mindset, he stayed out of trouble and because of 
that he was successful. If more people had this trait of perseverance, less 
people would be fearful and more people would be confident in themselves 
just like Buck.  
 

 Buck was triumphant through all of his hardships. Buck was successful 
because he had an imagination. He was successful because he was 
independent. Buck achieved success because he persevered through all of his 
troubles. Buck was a success because he understood that, “However difficult 
life may seem there is always something you can do and succeed at.” 

 
 
 
 
  

2016-2017 Second Hour 
Return to Table of Contents 



 

The End 
By: Nolan Ford 

 
 

Running. Running as fast as I could have possibly pushed myself to go. 
It was for our survival. Struggling. Struggling to keep myself upright and 
off of the soft, damp earth. I could’ve just collapsed there and then in the 
mud and slept, hoping for the nightmare to end. No. This was no nightmare. I 
had to run faster. Thinking would have slowed me down so I would not think. 
Thinking is a chain that I could not afford to bare at that time. Thinking is a 
burden yet it is the savior of many. Then again if I had not been thinking 
would I truly have been there? Was I thinking anyways? My claims would 
surely sound ludicrous, if I was somehow not seen as some gullible child 
chosen as a victim for a hoax, the world would erupt in mass hysteria. Then 
again, if I was wrong and seen as a lunatic, my world would go down in 
flames from the inside of a mental hospital. I took that risk though, might 
as well have been in one with my lack of social acceptance. Nevermind that. 
There was no time for self pity.  

It was coming. The hoarse whisper that had come through my earbuds 
that morning. He was coming. At the time I thought nothing of it. Just, “can’t 
I just listen to music without all the stupid ads for stupid stuff that I don’t 
even care about? I don’t want to see your stupid new horror movie,” but as 
the voice went on, it… it called me by name. No. I didn’t have a simple name. 
Not ben or even matt.  

I stayed at the police station that night trying to convince the stubborn 
task force to believe me and actually do something. They didn’t. They sat there 
trying not to laugh as I, the scared boy, tried to help the people that had 
tormented me since a young age. The explanations all stopped as the room 
started to shake violently. He had arrived. 

 I sat and watched as the flesh melted from the skeletons of those 
who had teased me for being insane. I ran to the heavy doors at the front and 
back. Of course, they were locked. I, the crazy boy sat there for 3 days slowly 
becoming just another skeleton. No help came.  No matter how loud I 
screamed, pleaded, or cried. 

However, I don’t blame Him. If you are reading this, then you should 
know that I blame you for my horrid death. Now i am watching you. Now you 
will hear my whispers through sleep, through peace, and through fear. Now I 
am coming, and you will suffer. Start running.. 
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Aliens 
By: Leah Dudczyk 

 
That’s impossible aliens aren’t real are they? No Alayna stop freaking yourself out it was 

probably just Kyle pranking me again with a different number like he always used to. I’m going 
to call him right now. RING...RING… 
“Hello” Kyle says. 
“Kyle! You need to stop prank calling me.” I say. 
“Prank calling really Alayna, I’m not ten anymore I haven’t done that in forever.” 
“Sure c’mon it was a good try, you almost had me.” I taunt him a little bit, 
“I’m not lying really Alayna.” 
“You’re not?” 
“No.” Kyle says firmly. My heart begins to speed up rapidly; I look out the window into the dark 
sky and ponder what could be going on. 
“Well then why did I get some ridiculous call about aliens landing?” I laugh at the words I just 
spat out my mouth. 
“Maybe they’re coming for you!” Kyle snickers, 
“Yeah ha-ha very funny.” 
“OK well I better go, bye Alayna.” 
“Bye.” CLICK. 
I need to figure out where that call came from. I turn my phone back on and check recent calls. 
“Let’s see Kyle, Mom, oh here this must be it.” I punch in the numbers and press call. 
RING...RING...RING… 
“I’M SORRY THE NUMBER YOU ARE TRYING TO REACH HAS BEEN DISCONNECTED, IF 
YOU-” CLICK, I end the call. I decide to go to bed, my mom wouldn’t like me being up this late 
especially worrying about something as silly as aliens. I slip under the warm covers of my bed. 
Just as I begin to close my eyes, I hear something rattle down in the kitchen. I bring myself to go 
check it out. My feet move slowly across the wood floors, trying to not make any noise. I step 
down the stairs being even more careful. Peeking into the kitchen I see nothing unusual, just a 
few dishes left in the sink that I was supposed to clean. BANG. I hear another crash near the 
garage door. I grab a knife from the kitchen and run to see what had happened. Ready to attack 
whatever is infiltrating my house I jump out, knife ready. 
“ALAYNA!” 
“AHHH” I yell 
“Oh my gosh mom I’m so sorry.”  
“Alayna what are you doing up this late running around with a knife! You could’ve killed me.”  
“I-I don’t know, it’s just I heard some crashes down here, and then I got a weird call earlier so I 
thought that aliens migh-” 
“Aliens? Really Alayna, you need to get to bed right now. I accidently dropped some groceries 
that’s why there were some loud noises. I’m sorry to scare you, just get in bed you have school 
tomorrow.” 
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“OK, I’m sorry too. I must have really freaked you out with my knife.” 
“It’s okay just get to bed, love you.” 
“Love you too.” 
I set the knife back in the kitchen and scurry up to bed. I browse my phone for a while still 
curious about where that call came from. I decide to let it go and plug my phone in next to me. I 
turn over onto my other side and practically jump out of my skin. 
“Hello Alayna.” 
“Oh mom, it’s just you. I was just about to fall asleep.” 
She stands there stone faced. Suddenly she brings her hands up to her face and rips off her 
skin to reveal slimy green flesch.  
“MOM!” I scream as loud as I ever have. 
“You’re mom is gone, and you’re next.” And with that the green creature plunges at me with that 
knife I had left in the kitchen... I guess aliens really are real. 
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 Charlie Graefen: Liberals 
Liberals are animals 

Annoying and illogical 
Their ideas are to be laughed at  

Their I.Q.’s are unacceptable 
I can’t take them seriously 

I won’t watch Hillary Clinton. 
 

Liberals are murderous 
Sick-minded and not likeable 

I want to feel safe 
I need Donald Trump 

I will stop Liberals 
I must make the economy better. 

 
I reject your reality, Liberals 

And will substitute it with my own. 
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 Logan W3bb’s B3st3st Story in the History of th3 World 
 

I have three dogs. I am the mostest littest kid in the universe. 
I get those 360 noscopes in cod. 

My dance moves are so lit. I have fire dabz. 
My father Donald Trump loves me so much.  

He bombz those ISIS terrorists. 
I think school is so cool. I am so MLG and I am the littest at everything. 

I straight beast in 2k and I can make sum swagtastic rim-grazers on 7.5 feet. 
I copped those fire Air Monarchs in 6th grade, which made my one friend jealous.  

I literally find all dem diamonds in Minecraft cuz i’m the goat. 
My knees look like small planets are growing on my legs. 

I are applying for JJC cuz it’s the mostest perstiogiosest skool. 
Imma tryan be in da NFL and the WNBA. 

My 40 time is only 87 minutes. 
I play in the goat rec league the Oaks wit my boi chuck on the squad. 

I cary at evryting cu ibe gettin 2 ppg. 
I are da greatst flagg futball plair udder den joe. 

I trow dat tirty mil an hour fastball and be strikin people out for dayz. 
For me my memes are not just dreams. They are so dank. 

I be on the greatest bball team ever. 0-52 14u Blaze all-stars. 
I iz haz more trip dubz than Russ and I be splashin mor threz den Curry. 

My jumper is wetter than the Japenese Tsunami  
I ar haz firer rapz den 21. 

I r a Tunder fan even do dey take dem Ls to du Rockets. 
I r no a persun namd nolan he looks lik a trash can dumpd on his gngr hair 

I also know a kid named mat solden he da bom digidy.com #tennis pro watch out. 
I no a boi namd jo he a panda but he kinda litty to 

Soy muy guapo.  
I ar du firerest kid ever.  

I b da bestest sholbowler evr and i be gettin du tossups 
I haz too fullowrz on insta and I git bout 6 likz pur pitcher 

Logan backwards spells superfireawesomeswagmasterMLGpro  
JK it spells forever alone 
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Regret: My Junior High Experience 
 

6th grade, a time of new beginnings. 
A new school where I would make new friends. 

“It’ll be amazing”, I thought. 
Half way through the year. I don’t think I can last much longer. 

Who knew girls could be so mean, and when did I start failing math? 
Summer is almost here. It’s only my first year and I’ve already lost all 

self-respect. 
 

 
7th grade, the sequel no one asked for. 

Remember that time when I wasn’t failing math? Yeah, me neither. 
This year is a little better. Nevermind, it’s still pretty terrible. 

These classes are killing me on the inside. 
I fear my mental health is slowly deteriorating. 
The year is almost over. I just want this to end. 

 
 

8th grade, why isn’t this over yet? 
Just one more year, I can make it. Surprisingly this isn’t that bad. 

I think this is the first time I’ve somewhat enjoyed Junior High. 
It feels like the world is finally on my side...wait. 

There goes my math grade again. 
I’d like to say this was a great time in my adolescence, but it really wasn’t. 

  
 -- Lea Stahr 

 
 
 

Be sure to keep your eyes open in August for the spinoff story: 
 “High School, it’ll be fun...right guys? 
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