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Dear Readers,
The Voice of Mercy Middle is a magazine made to express the artistic ability that is so greatly
achieved by our wonderful members. It is a safe place to let out our thoughts, our emotions, our problems, and
our desires through our respective arts. Doing this can help us work through our problems, as well as connect
with others who may be dealing with the same things. The Voice is the void we can scream into (with schoolappropriate content of course) that answers us back instead of simply enveloping our shrieks without a single
droplet of assistance.
Art is an incredible thing; it brings people together just as efficiently as it can tear people apart, whether it be visual art, poetry, nonfiction, or anything else we use to express ourselves. And our incredibly talented
team holds reverence for this incredible force with our magazine. The Voice allows us to express our artistic
abilities through whatever medium we choose and opens new possibilities. Thank you for supporting our team
and giving your time to read our magazine.
The Voice of Mercy Middle Staff
Mrs. Good, Moderator

Mrs. Rouleau, Moderator
Ioana Geba, Head of TOC

- -

Staff: Anna Flanigan, Katherine Longuil, Emma Bailor Laughlin, Avery Van Damme, Claire Wirt,
Elizabeth Butterfield, Ella Pratt, Julia Sengenberger, Frankie Larry, Panorea Tsoukalos, Kathryn Mor,
Hope Wheeler, Lilah Anderson, Isabel Ament, Kathryn Helms, Katherine Abbamonte,
Kristen Schulz and Amanda Lozy-Lester
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Dedication

Dear Mrs. Good,
Whether it’s the early-morning fangirling, mid-day debates, or late-night questions, you’re always
there to help and encourage us. The Voice has become a constant and mandatory part of my life since
sixth grade and, without it, I know I couldn’t have made it through middle school. I’ve realized now that
the pieces submitted aren’t really what make up this magazine, it’s our members. We all make up the sky
full of shining stars, but you’re the brightest. Without you, Mrs. Good, this magazine’s members wouldn’t have a voice. We will always remember to work our hardest and make good choices, as you have
taught us. Even though you’re an English teacher, words aren’t able to tell you how much I appreciate
you and will miss you next year.
Love,
Kate Pelletier, Editor-in-Chief

Artwork by Kate Pelletier
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Artwork by Kirsten Crowley
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Artwork by Keira Hyde
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Love you
(Dedicated to my amazing family)
When the world will be no more,
I will love you
When the wind is too strong for you,
I will love you
When the mountains crumble,
I will love you
When the trees turn to dust,
I will love you
When the houses collapse,
I will love you
When the sky is falling down,
I will love you
When there is no food or water,
I will love you
When there is no more living thing on the earth,

I will love you,
I will love you till the end of time.
Love,
Avery VanDamme

Artwork by Emma Duprey
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The Light Around Me
Darkness strangles me
Like barbed wire around my heart
I sink deeper and deeper
It gets hard to breathe
My body tenses
As I struggle to look down
I notice an impending weight
Descending upon me
I struggle and struggle
The weight is gone
Now I float
Neither going up or down
Left or right
Just
There
I’m fragile and weak
My skin is porcelain
Untouched
Not a single sin can touch me
They may look at me
They may think of me
And vise versa
Yet I will always be untouchable

Melodies and harmonies come and go
Filters of light are visible in the distance
A sense of serenity consumes me
Suddenly I can move
My limbs work
The light is still much too far away for my liking
As I reach more peace I move closer to it
As I am about to touch it, I stop.
I can’t ever be in the light with everyone else.
For now, I dance around it trying to find a way in
Every time I am about to enter
I am yanked back to my dark place
Never to touch the light
Never to be with everyone else
Destined to watch as my companions enter
I will have to stay here
For I am hatred
Anger
Sadness
And every sin that there is
The sins could never touch me because they are me
I can never join the light because I…
Well.
I am me.
- Katherine Longuil

Photograph by Elizabeth Butterfield
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The Palace
a room
the walls dirty
the floor cluttered
the shrines gleaming
perfect

Artwork by Katia Moldoch

the gods awakening
to their loyal servants
giggling before becoming
captivated with
the aura of their palace
the mystery
the enchantment
the adventure
compels them to believe
their imaginations

This poem relates to The Egypt Game because I think it represents the way the children in the book view “Egypt”, an imaginary land that they created. This poem also represents the way I perceived “Egypt” as I was reading the book. For example, although “Egypt” was basically a decorated shack that a stranger would initially dismiss, to the six friends, it is a palace.
- Andie Jones

Artwork by Kaitlyn Malucci
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Artwork by Ioana Geba
Thanksgiving Rush
Hear the squeak of the shopping cartYou must run!
You need to get those deals!
Once the doors open,
The cart squeaks, squeaks, squeaks,
Mom goes here, Dad goes there,
People running everywhere.
Phones on at all times,
With them ringing left and right,
And I laugh, laugh, laugh,
When my dad starts saying,
“How much are you buying?
Money doesn't grow on trees you know.”
Squeak, Squeak, Squeak,
To home we go,
Until next Thanksgiving,
So long until then,
My Thanksgiving friend.
- Maia Cottrell
A parody of the poem “Bells” by Edgar Allan Poe
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The Sky’s Gems
What are those gems glittering in the sky?
Stars they are.
Each one has its own beauty, each one unique.
On their own, they shine like a lone pearl in a sea of darkness.
But together, their beauty magnifies,
For they are what make up the night’s sky.
They are like people, those who feel like they are loved less than
others.
Their beauty shows where others don’t bother to see.
When the morning arrives, their true selves disappear,
For we will see their blinding light when the moon rises once
again.
Stars they are.
-Jasmine Singal

Artwork by
Hope
Wheeler
Artwork by Hope Wheeler
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The Pigeon
Hear the pigeon coo,
Soft and gentle bird!
What a world of love in her song is heard!
Through the sunshine and the light
How she sings this midsummer’s night!
From the peace she brings to all,
And joyous grace,
What a sweet ballad drifts,
To the Lord who is listening, with loving peace
In Heaven!
Oh, from the skies so blue,
What a tune of goodwill rises through
How it grew!
How it drew

The hearts of all! How it flew
In the air like mild wind and knew
To find its way to God’s children
Oh, the coo, coo, coo,
Oh, the coo, coo, coo, coo,
Coo, coo, coo—
Oh, the loving and renewing of the coo!

-Ioana Geba
A parody of the poem “Bells” by Edgar
Allan Poe

Artwork by Ioana Geba
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Artwork Melissa Cook

Artwork by Ava Jordan
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Artwork by Lauren McKenzie

Proving Them Wrong
The eyes burning into me
Each time I sit alone at lunch
The many smiles
When you help someone out
The whispers about me
When I don’t understand directions
The astonishment
When you are the fastest reader
The annoyance in the air
When I know something others don’t

The gasps
When your music blows someone away
The laughter
When I try to fit in with my friends
The love
When you arrive home every day
The rolling eyes
When I do something wrong
Then for each time you do something wrong,
Prove someone wrong.
- Kathryn Helms

Artwork by Mia Compass
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Artwork by Ella Pratt

Les Fleurs
Les fleurs bleues enchantées se
dorent au clair de la lune de la
clairière de minuit.
-Frankie Larry
Translation- The enchanted blue
flowers bask in the
moonlight of the midnight glade.

Artwork by Ava Jordan
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Family Forever

Twins;
They are not the same person.
Twins;
They stick by each other's side.
When the great challenge of life falls on the basketball court,
They must help each other through the game and be a good sport,
Even when they go through plays of calamity
As in: When my twin brother, Jordan, made me cut off my beautiful wings of dreadlocks,

I thought it was a calamity.
Twins;
They walk home together.
Twins;
They practice basketball together.
When one of them moves on,
The other one must stay strong.
Even when they totally ignore you and are being very churlish.
As in: how are you supposed to hang out with your brother’s new churlish and selfish girlfriend?
Twins;
They comfort each other.
Twins;
They grieve with each other.
When their basketball star,
role model,
Dad dies,
They comfort each other and tell each other that it’s going to be fine.
But even when they lose their basketball game, they win
Back their TWIN

Explanation:
This poem was inspired by the novel The Crossover by Kwame Alexander. I chose a poem
for my creative response for an English project because it fits along with the flow of the
book itself. I tried to capture the main details and points of this book. There are many
different lessons that are learned in this book, so I picked the most important one to write
about. The lesson learned here is that family is always there for you no matter how bad
you screw up in life, no matter how bad you need love, and no matter how lonely you
think you may be.
— Louisa Morris
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Artwork by Anna Flanigan
Artwork by Kate Pelletier

Artwork by Anna Flanigan

Artwork by Morgan Monile
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Artwork by Kate Pelletier & Katherine Longuil

24

The Light
Light.
Simple, peaceful, silent light.
Always present, but not always visible.
Light.
It brushes over the hay fields and makes an ocean of fire.
Never actually burning the physical, but the metaphysical.
Light.
As a calf takes its first steps with its mother standing near,
A beam of pure warmth washes over its body, helping it.
Light.
Every morning when I wake up, I look out my window to see only the reflection of myself.
So I sit there and wait.
As I wait, I look to the sky and imagine the day’s possibilities.
My hopes and dreams.
And I wait.
Eventually, the sun breaches the horizon, brushing over every fence post, cow, and happy
yellow dog running her heart out in the backyard. Each blade of grass is illuminated, and
each puddle of mud or water has a slight shimmer. The dew on the leaves shines and creates
a beautiful mirror. The light shines through my window and onto my face, warming my
whole body. Brushing over the soft fur of my cat making her wake, look up, then doze off
again.
It’s simple moments like these that make me who I am. They ignite a fire within me so fierce
that not even doubts can contain me. They make me want to soar like a bird in the endless
blue above me, and swim with the fish in the lake miles away. They make me want to meditate on a rock, and jump the highest fence with my horse. They make me. The light makes
me. Since the beginning of time, the sun has hit every point on the planet and will continue
to do so long after human civilization. Every bit of air that each person has taken, another
has touched, leaving our legacies for all of eternity. Even when I have lost all my stability,
and can hardly stand, I will look to the sky. The never ending beautiful bright sky, and take
a breath of relief. Maybe I didn’t achieve all my dreams, but I dreamt them with the help of
sweet beautiful country air and the rays of the sun. The light, ever present, is by far my best
friend. Always there for me in my worst and best. Dawn breaking on the horizon has healed
me more than once, and will forever shine. The light is the sun, the moon, the wind, the sea.
The light is my mom, my dad, my siblings, and me. The light is you, the earth, and everyone
and everything we see. Appreciate the light, because you will eventually.
- Katherine Longuil
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The Echo of Forte
The quiet scales at twilight didn’t disturb the perfect silence on the street.
For the musician lived on the very edge of town.
She was unknown, and had evaporated like snow from the warm gloves of society.
The town was one street.
And the street was quite lonely.
For the street had never heard the sound of music,
The echo of forte.
The tranquil sound of Sir Frédéric Chopin’s “Raindrops” didn’t disturb a leaf outside.
Its reserved elegance held something rather secretive.
Perhaps not.
The musician was solitary and had been since the concert.
She was a hushed violinist
Whom had not been heard for many brisk, lonely seasons.
She had not touched music for a small eternity.
It was, in another way, a large eternity.
She opened her windows on the glacial night
The snow and wind permeating the small cabin,
Extinguishing the roaring fireplace.
Not a soundUntil.
Tchaikovsky’s violin concerto rang through the empty, soulless street.
It built cathedrals and the most elegant works of architecture in seconds,
Destroying the world we thought we knew.
A diminuendo.
A complimentary flute harmonized, singing crisply in the night.
Maybe there were two.
Perhaps not.
The people had heard these exquisite sounds
And the young and old came together,
The poor and the rich,
Waltzing for hours in the iced street under a starlit blanket,
Snow soaked their hats and coats,
But their joy was not quelled by the dull weather.
Then,
it was over.
The shutters closed, and there was no more sound of music.
The people begged for more,
but none came.
And the town was soulless again.
They never again heard,
The sound of music,
The echo of forte.
- Isabel Ament
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Artwork by Katherine Longuil
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Artwork by Isabel Ament
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Patterns
A quote by Kate Abbamonte
There’s zigs
And there’s zags
There’s ups and downs
There’s
Side
to
side
There are shapes
In all sizes
There’s all different colors!!!
there are
D
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Some are faint
There are textures
Like curly
swirly
or straight
But all patterns, like people, are unique

Artwork by Apryl Schleigh
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Haikus
Death
A silent killer
An assassin true to name
And his name is Death
Golden
A golden ballroom
Champagne and stringed pearls many
Drunken haze at night
Lay across the velvet couch
Weeping tears of golden pearls

Artwork by Ava Verdi

Kitchen Cookies
A little misfit
Finds his way to the kitchen
To steal the cookies
Drug Store
A cream sodapop
And a big red lollipop
All for thirty cents
-Frankie Larry
Photograph by Hope Wheeler
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Math
Creativity
By
Avery
VanDamme
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Artwork by Maggie Bauman

God is the Rainbow
God is the American Flag
The Sign of the Cross
He is with my Cats
With the Birds
In my Life
He is part of my Smells
Part of my Tastes
God is soft like my Blankets
And my Cat
He makes me Happy, Sad
And sometimes Mad.
God is the…
RAINBOW
-Panorea Tsoukalos
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Run

Run, I told myself.
Run from the lies, the hate, the sorrow that
All hung in the air like fog.
Everyone knew it was there.
But everyone was scared to do anything about it.
That was another thing.
The way the world scared people into obedience.
It did not work on me.

Run.
My heart did not beat, my eyes did not see, my ears did not hear.
I never stopped for breath.
I didn’t need to breathe in more fog. More lies, hate, and sorrow.
Run from the fog and into the sun.
Run from the despair and into the hope.
- Kathryn Helms

Photograph by Emma Duprey
Artwork by Emma Duprey
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Photograph by Hope Wheeler
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Creative Response by Kate Pelletier
for the novel All the Light We Cannot See by Anthony Doerr

The creative response I chose for the novel All the Light We Cannot See was
an original cover. In the original cover, I drew a radio in the background because
they were significant to the main characters, Werner Pfennig and Marie-Laure LeBlanc. Werner grew up in an orphanage with his little sister, Jutta. One day, Werner found an old radio which he then spent hours fixing. He spent so much time
taking the radio apart and assembling it again that he became an expert on radios
and how they functioned. Because of his skills, he was asked by a man named Rudolf Siedler to fix their radio, which he repaired without a problem. As payment,
Herr Siedler sent a recommendation letter to General Heissmeyer's school to give
Werner a chance to get into the National Political Institutes of Education. Without
being able to repair the radio, Werner wouldn't have met Marie-Laure and realized the goal he was taught to work towards was unethical. Marie-Laure and her
father traveled to her Great Uncle's house when it wasn't safe to live in their house
anymore. Marie and her uncle connected over his radios as he told her about him
and her grandfather. I also depicted Marie-Laure's hand reaching through the
thirteen doorways giving the toy house to Werner. The myth Marie-Laure believed was that, through thirteen doorways in the museum where her father
worked, there was the Sea of Flames. The Sea of Flames was a blue diamond with
a touch of red in the center. This stone was cursed so the keeper of it would be immortal but everyone they loved would die. Marie-Laure's father hid the Sea of
Flames in a puzzle box shaped as their house. A greedy German military commander named Volkheimer von Rumpel searches for this stone and dies trying to
retrieve it. This goes to say that greed is destructive. Werner worked with Von
Rumpel until he realized what he was doing and helped Marie-Laure. My original
book cover shows Werner reaching out to grab the Sea of Flames which he returns
to Marie-Laure. Werner and Marie help each other in the end, even though their
beliefs were different before. I also show the walls of a building burning down
and the destruction that Nazis caused during WWII.
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Artwork by Kate Pelletier
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A creative response inspired by the novel
The Lovely Bones
by
Alice Sebold

Title Snapshot: I chose this because Susie Salmon, the main character, wanted to be a wildlife photographer
when she grew up. For her birthday one year, she got a camera, and that inspired her love of photography and
wildlife.
This is not my ending, just my beginning.: This is not the end of her story. She will live forever in heaven,
watching over her loved ones on Earth.
Corn Stalk: Susie died in the cornfield behind her house, and it was the beginning of winter. The corn stalks
represent death as they brown, become crunchy, and begin to wilt. I felt that cold, dying corn field must have
symbolized the cold, lonely feelings she must have experienced before and after her death.
Charm Bracelet: She loved the charm bracelet her father gave to her years earlier for her birthday. When
she got nervous, she would play with the bike charm by moving its little wheels. The trophy that Mr. Harvey
kept was the house charm. He threw the rest of the bracelet into a soon to be man made lake/pond on a construction site.
Boat in a Green Glass Bottle: She and her father used to share this activity together. It was a special time
for them. One night, her father became so overcome with grief that he actually smashed several of the boats
they had created together. Suddenly, in the green glass, he could see Susie’s reflection. He could feel her
right there beside him.
Candle: Her father lit a candle in the room where they created their sailboat masterpieces. This was a symbol
of his everlasting love for her. He would never forget about Susie, and would forever keep looking for
her. Also, one night he saw someone suspicious and chased after them, leaving the candle lit. Later, Susie
blew out the candle for her father. On the one year anniversary of her death, the neighborhood held a candlelight service in the cornfield.
Camera: This was the only thing that had something to do with her living. When she was still alive, she
wanted to be a wildlife photographer. She got a camera for her birthday when she was little, and her love of
photography had grown ever since. There were so many memories caught in her photos. One day her father
came across a box containing several rolls of undeveloped film. Once he had them developed, he looked at
them and saw how much she loved photography, and how a moment could be captured forever in one picture.
38

- Sophia Tedone
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Artwork by Emma Duprey
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Creative Response Explanation
for the novel The Book Thief by Markus Zusak
For the creative response, I chose to do a book cover. The center object is the main character, Liesel, the Book
Thief herself, holding the first book she ever learned how to read. This book, The Gravedigger’s Handbook,
was very important to her. Behind her is the Nazi flag with the words “Heil Hitler” on it to symbolize where
the story took place, Nazi Germany, and the German’s devotion to the Fuhrer.
Above the flag is a picture of Death, who narrates The Book Thief. Death, the character, is consistently present
throughout the story. WWII brought Death to many, and he complains throughout the book about his increased workload. He says, “I am a result”, which is true. He is the result of greed, racism, and anti-Semitism.
The book ends with the chilling words: “I am haunted by humans” (Zusak 550). Those words hit a chord in
me. Hitler’s actions haunted millions, and they will not go away anytime soon. Perhaps Death is the most reliable record keeper, after all, he will never go away. He has seen the most horrible things throughout history,
but the Holocaust is probably the worst. He is haunted by the poor Jews unjustly murdered throughout Europe. He is haunted by the horrible people who have committed atrocities throughout history. In the picture
that I made, death has his arms spread wide, symbolizing that he was everywhere in her life.
On the left is her adoptive father, Hans. He is holding the accordion he loved to play. Through chance, he
managed to survive the fight through WWI, and he was saved again by chance while working in WWII. Despite his luck, his life ended during an air raid. During which everybody else living on his street was killed.
However, Liesel was saved by a book, of all things.
To the far right is Max Vandenburg, the Jewish man that Liesel and her family hid in their basement. The entire family had done everything that they could to keep him safe, but eventually, he was forced to run away
again. Even though he had been captured and taken to a concentration camp, Max survived the war and was
able to find Liesel again. He was a fistfighter, which is why he is wearing black boxing gloves. Every character on the top has something solid black, to symbolize the death around them; Hans wears a black scarf, Max
has black gloves, and the boy in the middle has a black ball.
The interesting thing about the boy in the middle is that he can symbolize two people who were very special
to Liesel; he can be seen either as her younger brother, Werner, or her best friend, Rudy. Both died too young,
so the boy holds a ball, the children’s favorite toy, as a reminder. Liesel comments that she will never be able
to see them grown up. She will only see Werner as he was when he died at age six, and only see Rudy when
he died at age fourteen. It is said in The Book Thief that his hair would remain the color of lemons forever, so
that is why the boy has bright blonde hair.
In addition to the critical characters, there are two quotes. The quote from the book is at the bottom right, and
it was Death’s summary of the story. I thought it summed things up fairly accurately. There was also a quote
from Anne Frank, a young Jewish woman who died in the Holocaust. The quote was, “Despite everything, I
still believe people are good.” I find it incredible that after everything Anne Frank went through, she still had
love in her heart to forgive.

- Emma Duprey
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Artwork by Lauren McKenzie
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Creative Response to the Original Cover
(Pictured to the left)
My original book cover for the novel The Book Thief by Markus Zusak portrays most key parts
of the novel. The fire on the sides is supposed to symbolize the burning of all Jewish authored
books. The girl on the cover is the main character, Liesel. Liesel is holding a book in the cover. This book symbolizes the second book she stole from the book burning. Liesel has a love
for reading, even though she can’t read well because she never learned to read when she was
younger. The figure beneath Liesel is Max Vandenburg. Max is a Jew, and he needed a place to
hide from the Nazis. Han Hubermann, Liesel’s foster father, let Max hide in their basement.
The shadow arising from the smoke symbolizes the Nazis and all the horrible people who made
the Holocaust happen. The Nazi flag symbolizes Hitler being in power during this time, and he
was the reason the Holocaust happened.
Artwork by Lauren McKenzie
Inspired by The Diary of Anne Frank
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My Story
The night is complete chaos: there is broken glass flying, footsteps stomping in the street, and the angry mob
outside is deafeningly loud.
I feel strong arms around me, a soft voice speaking sweet words of reassurance and love.
The conspicuous yellow stars on our clothes let everyone know who we are. We are shunned, despised.
Then comes the night when everything changed. We are awakened by heavy footfalls and the dreaded knock
on the door, followed by angry words.
The next thing I know, we are being herded into a disgusting cattle car with more people than can fit inside.
For three days and nights there is no food and no water. There is only the occasional jolt of the car and the fer-

vent prayers of all those around me.
On the fourth morning, I can feel the car slowing down and eventually jerking to a stop. The doors are flung
open, and the soldiers are furiously yelling for us to leave. We are pushed and shoved. The women and children receive no mercy. The soldiers utter words purely meant to disgrace us and strip us of all dignity.
Next, we are led into the camp, the words “Arbeit Macht Frei” prominently displayed on the gate.
The soldiers bark rules of the camp at us, but the only thing I can see are the chimneys. Horrible, dark smoke
pouring out of them. Ashes fall like snowflakes to the ground.
The days eventually become routine: roll call in the mornings, a watery soup with a crust of bread near noon,
and work. Back-breaking work that makes me feel so tired and sore and angry. The striped pajamas that they
have given us turn so dirty that it is impossible to see that they used to be blue and white. Now they are black
with filth and ash.
112 days I have been here. On day 578 the camp is liberated. I am free.
I spend a long time recovering from the malnutrition. I now see food and water as sacred treasures. A warm
bath and soap feel like pure happiness. Warm clothes, shoes, and blankets are blessings.
I am well cared for and I soon grow strong. Eventually I come to learn that the Nazis killed six million of the
Jews, of us. I say a prayer for all of their souls. Good, innocent people who were murdered. My heart hurts
unbearably.
Those who were killed should never be forgotten.
I will make sure that they are never forgotten.
- Ioana Geba
Inspired by The Diary of Anne Frank
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We are Like Nature
We are like nature

We are like water

Each part important

Crashing up and down

Each part different

Flowing through life

Each part enjoyed

Taken advantage of, yet so loved

Each part despised

There are struggles

Some of us are more enjoyed

When high waves come crashing down

Some of us are more despised

There are still moments

But even when we fit in to the crowd

Where all is calm and beautiful

We are always a unique piece of the world

We are like sand

And we should be proud.

Blending in over the vast surface
Though each granule is different

- Kathryn Helms

We are each a small part of a big world
We are scattered and moving
We are always changing
We are like sunlight
Standing out in a beautiful sky
Radiant and important
But sometimes causing burns
Some people appreciate us
Some stay away from us
People change their opinion of us
With the changing seasons

Photo by Emma Duprey
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Artwork by Elizabeth Butterfield
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Artwork by Hope Wheeler
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In Sync

By Isabel Ament
The finest architecture surrounds me.
Scents of fresh rainfall and grass engulf me
As castles loom above me,
I see beside them the most beautiful waters
The warmest colored grass
And golden fields of wheat which sway with the breeze,
In sync.
It is with great distinction I say
I am in sync with life.
Cast iron fences do not confine my emotion.
The violet morning glories remain sheltered in my hand.
Worldly concerns avoid me
For we are like oil and water
My eyes see no further
My ears hear no sound
My fingers feel no sensation
My tongue tastes the scent of life
My nose intakes the smell of honey
And then
Nothing.
I am at peace.
That day remains in my heart
As the nature that once was remains in me.

Artwork by Anna Lynch
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Choices.
The bottle wobbles on the table as the world shakes, then steadies.
Choices.
My breathing hitches as I stare at the bottle.
Choices.
It holds life for the world--but my downfall.
Choices.
I could walk away and never look back--but then the world would fall into ruin.
Choices.
I look at the world below me.

Choices.
The world waits with bated breath.
Choices.
Choices.
Choices.

What would you do?
- Julia Sengenberger
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The Difference
By Ava Jordan
I am Ava

I am Salva
I am stressed, tired, and hungry. I can’t
help but worry if they’re okay. It’s good
that I have Uncle with me but
I can’t help but worry

If my Dad is going to be okay. They
rushed me out of the room so I wouldn’t
see him on the stretcher. Everyone was
crying but,
I have to stay positive
That we’re going to make it to that refugee
camp, and we are gonna be safe. We’re all
gonna be fine.
I shouldn’t worry if there’s nothing to be worried about.
Mom is on the phone with us saying that
they are running tests, but she doesn’t say
what the results are.
Something seems suspicious.
Everyone all the sudden is on high alert.
We hear something, the rebels. They take
all our stuff and take Uncle and tie him to a
tree and shoot him.
He’s dead and there’s nothing I
can do about it.
I didn’t know how to react, everything just
stopped as I tried to process what happened. The first thing I felt was guilt as I
remembered all the times I disobeyed him.
It wasn’t my fault.
I know that, and Uncle knows it too. He’d
want me to go on. He would want me to
survive and make it to the camp and be
reunited with our family,
I must go on
I need to remember the good times and not
the bad ones. The memories, pictures, and
videos that replay in my head. He will always be with me no matter what.
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The Soul I Will Miss Forever
You can hear the sorrow filling that night.
Invisible soul never forgotten.
Missing angel like a breathtaking sight.
Wanting my star like a pretty kitten.
I don’t want the fear of moving away.
The memories that I will always hold,
My hopes and dreams just make me want to pray.
The feeling of the body that was cold.
As I laid in bed that night crying for her.
When my mom was in her room doing her best,
Not to show fear in her eyes through the blur.
She went so fast, so peacefully at last.
The tough times will get easier with time.
Life is a hill that I will try to climb.
- Isabelle Zimmerman

Artwork by Gabby Pelychaty
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Artwork by Jisa Laskor

The Power and Justice of Revenge
Revenge, it lurks inside the human heart
It festers, roils like a boiling stew
It festers till all good is pushed apart
And fills one’s mind with things they never knew:
Plots and schemes to destroy their victim well,
How to tear their life down in one fell swoop.
The grand prospect of justice will propel
Sheer terror like a vulture on a stoop.
The satisfaction of seeing your foe
Bite the dust and suffer as you had done
Makes the heart sing with not an ounce of woe
The fight was long; the battle is won.
The power of revenge is great and bold
As this is a dish always best served cold.
- Ioana Geba
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All as a Snowflake
Floating down snowy mountains,
Whisked through snow covered hills,
All as a snowflake.
Drifting onto tongues,
Flying into hair,
All as a snowflake.
Collecting with kin on Evergreen boughs,
Being shaken with winter gales,
All as a snowflake.
Flying down city streets, as well as country roads,
I go everywhere, and anywhere,
Just as you well know.
Doors and walls don’t stop me,
they only can delay.
I’m the element that can’t be outrun,
I’m fierce and cold, all night and day.
Eventually I’ll melt,
But inevitably I’ll return.
All as a snowflake.

-Emma Duprey
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Artwork by Katherine Longuil & Kate Pelletier
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Midnight Revelry
Reckless kids stand out against the blank sky,
Their vivid minds contrast against the night.
Faces convey rules they don’t abide by,
The youthful vibrant in absence of light.
Do not go near, their heads are filled with dreams.
Dance all night and revel in your glory,
Up ‘til morning plotting childish schemes.
Make it known this is their territory.
Some wander through the reckless crowd alone,
Defiant minds in constant states of fear.
Longing eyes set the tenderhearted tone,
And expressions that make their intent clear.
The space closed by a gentle, lovely kiss,
Their smiles created by a sense of bliss.
-Kate Pelletier

Artwork by Kate Pelletier
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Call for Help
I sit in the backseat, waiting for the light to turn green.
A fire station is across the street from our car.
An electric sign in front of it blinks:
WE HAVE ANSWERED 2109 CALLS FOR HELP THIS YEAR
Just then, a fire truck--lights off--pulls into the garage.
The sign changes.
WE HAVE ANSWERED 2110 CALLS FOR HELP THIS YEAR
I crack a smile. A firefighter who has just emerged from the building sees me in the
car, smiling, and gives me a thumbs-up. I wave at him as the light turns green and
the car pulls away.
- Julia Sengenberger

Photograph by Katherine Longuil
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The Path in the Woods
My long, blonde hair brushes my cheeks
As I stare in awe at the dazzling creeks
I wish for that bluebird to find what it seeks
At this pleasant path in the woods
The animals hush and stare as I walk by
I feed the squirrels, skip over, and say hi
One of the deer even starts to cry
At this pleasant path in the woods
The tears are of joy, just like my own
When I come to the woods I am never alone
Even when cool wind chills me to the bone
It’s a pleasant path in these woods
I pick the berries and hum a tune
My three aunts will expect me soon
I swing my basket this lovely afternoon
In this pleasant path in the woods
The birds chirp and dance and sing
I now have berries I can bring
This magic is a wonderful thing
At this pleasant path in the woods

The first raindrop hits my face
The creatures dance away with grace
Even rain creates serenity in this place
As I leave this path in the woods
- Kathryn Helms
(This was inspired by Sleeping Beauty and the woods are both actual woods but are also symbolic of the part
of her journey that includes Prince Philip)

Photo by Emma Duprey
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The Last Day
It is his last day.
He is frail, and pallid.
He does not want it to be his last day.
But he knows it is.
He knows.
The orders restrict him from activity.
In the afternoon, a tear rolls steadily down his cheek.
He does not want to be in bed.
His limbs ache, his head pounds.
So he leaves.
His aching feet,
Weak muscles,
And crying tendons lead him to the countryside.
After a silent train,
The smell of smoke and gases,
Hills and mountains.
He is not near the peak,
When he sees the sun.
The sky is ginger, and rosy.
Its glory illuminates the trees and hills that stand before it.
Does the sun sit in judgement?
No.
It sits in admiration.
Similar to the way in which the Earth admires the light of the sun.
However, the Earth will never know the sun’s admiration.
Neither will the sun know of the Earth’s feelings.
“How disconnected.”
He breathes the untainted air of the countryside.
It is silent.
The sounds are only of his internal voices.
“Is this the end?”
His hands clench the dirt in fists, and he breathes in the scent of the
Earth as the pellets of land rain down upon his gown.
In his hand, he holds a sunflower, golden and gleaming. Youthful,
and full of life.
“I was this once.”
He is pure again.
He is whole.
He is at peace.
“Let this moment last forever. In my name.”
At long last, he is fulfilled.
He will return.
As a simple breeze in the fields,
Or a drop of rain.
Through his exploration of the natural maze of existence,
His final day
Lasted forever.
—Isabel Ament
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Artwork by Gabriella Fornuto

The Sirens - a parody of “The Bells” by Edgar Allan Poe
Hear the sirens and their wailing Terrifying wailing!
Striking fear into all who hear, they’re unfailing!
How they screech, screech, screech,
In and outside my brain!
Their eerie glow bathes the street

And I wonder if the person is just out of reach
Of the hands of the ‘protectors’;
They race, race, race,
In a fearful, forceful way;
They demand respect
In their wailing, wailing, wailing, wailing,
Wailing, wailing, wailing But only fear, anxiety, and death come from their wailing.
— Raven Crey

Artwork by Belle Sakmyster
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Acceptance
I’m not attractive to all,
But that’s ok though.
I’m appealing in other ways.
Some may not like my humor,
But some do.
And that’s enough.
I have a tendency to hate myself,
But I’m working on it,
I swear I’m working on it.
I’m dressing how I want,
I’m being more open everywhere I go,
And I’m finding people who are there.
And maybe I won’t be a deadbeat in a van,
Maybe I’ll just be in a van.
Or maybe I’ll be in a million dollar mansion, I don’t know.
But I’m satisfied with however my life is gonna go.
I accept some people don’t like me,
And I accept that I’m not your average person.
I’m weird like every person, except I let it show.
And I accept that people are going to give me weird looks,
And I accept that they’re going to spread hate.
But that doesn’t matter.
It doesn’t matter that they don’t accept me,
Because I accept me.
And although that faith may waver,
That faith has always been there.
And it will always be there.
Through the good times,
The bad times,
The hardships.
The drama,
The love,
All of it.
And knowing that,
And knowing my ancestors are here with me,
I’m ready for self acceptance. Are you?
- Raven Crey
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Artwork by Emma Duprey
Inspired by The Diary of Anne Frank
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Still I Hoped
(a creative response to the novel Night by Elie Wiesel)
When the rumors spread like wildfire and the people screamed in the streets, I thought it was
a lie.
Still I hoped.
When the police broke down our door and told us it was time to move, I realized it was not a
lie.
Still I hoped.

When I heard the growls of my sisters’ stomachs and saw my parents apologetic eyes, I realized it was not a lie.
Still I hoped.
When I sat, huddled in a freezing car with the smell of death around me, I realized it was not
a lie.
Still I hoped.
When I smelled the ash and saw the fires reaching to the heavens, I realized it was not a lie.
Still I hoped.
When I saw the lines of people filing to their deaths, hopeless and despondent, I realized it
was not a lie.
Still I hoped.
When I saw the young children and babies being burned, I realized it was not a lie.
Still I hoped.
When I saw my mother and sister killed, gone without a goodbye, I realized it was not a lie.
Still I hoped.

When my father died before my eyes, broken and bleeding and calling my name, I realized it
was not a lie.
Still I hoped.
When I finally realized it was not a lie, it was too late to hold on to the lie of hope.
- Emma Bailor Laughlin
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Appreciation
Air.
Fresh, breathable air.
Clear skies and clean skin
Air.
Surrounding me in a thicket of trees
Filling my lungs
Air.
How I longed in that blasted van
Once poisonous, is not here
Life.
A simple appreciation
Something almost torn from you
Life.
A new life slumbers in my womb
No knowledge of what is outside
Life.
Something torn from so many
Some idea that someone created ages ago
Death.
No avoiding it
It will catch you eventually
Death.
Slowly nearing some
Speeding at others
Death.
A pain
A silent scream
Future.
Unknown tales soon to descend upon us
A fragment of a child's imagination.
Past.
Known by all and none by some
A missing piece of one’s tortured mind
History.
Everyone knows about it
Some more than others could imagine.
Appreciation.
Not thought of often,
But means the world to some.
Appreciation of air, life, death, future, past, and history.
- Katherine Longuil
65

Artwork by Emma Duprey & Kate Pelletier
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The Morning Ride
The weight carried upon my back is similar to that of the burden of my morning.
The cold permeates my skin, but a sense of calm fills me as I step outside.
The fog and sky is other-worldly. So dull in color, but still so beautiful. The greys and blues
create a seemingly eternal abyss of nothing.
This nothingness is soon separated by the approaching lights ofA savior.
A savior from the stresses of home.
I watch it swallow the fog that shrouds the morning sky,
And I allow this golden creature to shroud my mind from the worries that will inevitably call
out to me midday.
For now, I take this moment to forget my concerns,
As I watch the sun rise,
The fog dissipates into nothingness,
And my morning ride becomes nothing more than a distant memory.
-Isabel Ament

School Bus
The hot blue vinyl seat sticks to my thighs.
I look out the window at the tall trees and their vibrant green leaves.
The window is open, I feel the rushing air on the back of my neck,
I smell the scent of summer.
The bus driver hands out Firecracker
popsicles as a celebration of the start of summer.
We hit a pothole and go flying, but I smile, my stomach tickling.
I just finished my last day of school.
Time for swimming in the pool and laughing with friends.
Eating hamburgers cooked on the grill and going canoeing on the lake.
Flipping through the yearbook and looking at all of the signatures
and laughing at your ugly school photo.
I can't wait to get home.
-F.L.
(p.s.- Have a great summer!)
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