
THE STRIVE FOR  
ACHIEVING DREAMS

Why must we always dream, 
but never do? 

If we never set out to achieve 
our dreams, then what’s the 

point of having them?
Do we not need to strive to 

achieve?
Do we not need to work to 

achieve?
Do we not need motivation 
and dedication to achieve?
Dreams have no meaning if 

we do not strive to achieve or 
work to achieve.

And they are completely point-
less if we have no motivation or 

dedication.
But if we leave our 
comfort zone, if we 

leave our comforting 
houses and set out to 
achieve our dreams, 

then they are not point-
less, even if they never 

see success.
Our dreams will never 
be forgotten, unless 

they have no motive. 
We must set our dreams 

in front of us and we 
must never stop trying 

to achieve them. 
Only then will our 

dreams 
have meaning. 

Only then will our dreams, big 
or small, be accomplished. 
Even if your dreams don’t  

happen exactly the way you 
want them to, you will still have 

a sense of accomplishment.
And that sense of accomplish-
ment will not only encourage 

you, but it will also drive you to 
do better. So in a way a dream 

never dies, it will  
always be there.

The next time a dream falls 
upon your heart and settles in 
your soul, strive to achieve it.

KATHLEEN FORMAN

 
SIXTEEN

It started when he was sixteen,
Fell in love, the minute  

she was seen.
Pretty, dark hair, and  

a smile to match,
He knew she was also a catch.

She thought he was  
too cool for her,

With eyes prettier than a  
cat’s purr.

Later they would  
find themselves in

A love that would always  
be a win.

It was a surprise to him when
She was told she only had ten

Sweet and precious days  
left to live.

The days went by faster  
than thought,

Without her, he had  
to be taught

That the sun did not shine  
as bright

As it did when she was in sight.
In his dreams, he  

remembered when
He was young and  

sixteen again.
Although it was so long ago,

He could recall her  
bright pink bow

And the beautiful smile  
she wore.

His angel was now back  
at home

And now he was left all alone.
Soon, though, he knew,  

he would join her,
When the sun set on  

his last day.
MARY CATHERINE RUSSELL

 MINUTES 
Friends are not forever.

Some stay for a  
minute,

Some stay for a  
decade.

From what I’ve  
experienced,
Most only stay  
for a minute.

And those friends who 
only stay a minute,

Are ones who’ll never 
stay a decade.

The ones who stay a 
decade should be 

kept close,
For they are  

the real ones.
But on rare occasions,
The minute becomes 

two,
Then three,

And even sometimes 
four.

And even though things  
seem great,

They will always only be  
there for a minute.

So this is why I tell you to hold 
on to the decade.
They know you and  

care for you.
Because in the end,

If you choose the minute,
You will only have a minute of 

happiness.
And if you choose the decade,
You will have 5,256,000 minutes 

of happiness.
Choose more happiness.
ANNA KATHERINE HARPER

Ava Fratesi
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SERENDIPITY
The sand between my toes —

The sun on my face
The perfect day

Looking for seashells
Swimming in the waves
A remedy for stress —

A remedy much needed
Building castles,

Fit for a king,
A tower of sand 

As high as it can reach
The feeling so calm, every bit

A dash of serendipity
There’s no better way

To spend hot summer days
ABBY DRIGGERS

Early in the morning in spring
You may hear a ding-ding

But not me
I’m catching a bee

With my hands
And sometimes rubber bands.

I like to wake up early
To hear the turkey’s drum
And not sit at home like a 

bum.
When I call

The turkeys ball
When they come in

Sometimes could be a hen
When I get my gun

I know it’s about to be fun

When he walks out
I say “Light’s out!”

HUNTER GRAMLING

As the grass grows green,
And the cheers grow loud,

Hoping to score that 
awesome goal,

The ball is placed,
And the game begins.

The ball is kicked,
Flying across the field, 

across the lives,
Running back and forth, 

side to side.
Waiting,

Waiting for the first shot,
Eager for the first save,
To win the game that 

doesn’t get old.
This is the report,

The report that keeps going,
Around, around the world,
Enjoyed in every country

The game played 
with the feet. 

FAISL MOHAMMED

I see him tripping and falling 
down Calvary street
Christ the son of my  

god and king
Bloodied and bruised beyond 

recognition 

But with this act giving us  
the ultimate decision  
Then I see him dying  

on the cross
 But knowing in my heart he 

will never be lost 
Watching him being laid on 

the cold hard stone,  
gave my heart grief it had 

never known
I felt sadness, anger, but also 

love for this complete stranger
So I waited and waited for 

three long days and  
that’s when the news came

“He arose, he arose!”  
Everyone said 

And I knew in that moment 
my king would never be 

dead. 
ABBY MILES

Sometimes I wish that 
I could fly

Leave all the pain and 
suffering behind

Take my wing and go up high
Where I could no longer 

hear the cries
To a brighter day

Where there’s no more sin 
to taint my ways

So let me soar away 
ABBY MILES

REVERSE POEMS
SPINACH

Spinach is disgusting
People say crazy things like 

Spinach is delicious but,
It is full of vitamins and minerals. 

Spinach is healthy and  
It’s very gross.

Some people disagree and say
Spinach is the best food ever. 

MIRIAM COCHRAN

TENNIS
If you can’t hit a ground stroke 

you stink at tennis.
It’s not true if

you hit it over the net  
you can play.

If you’re not good but
you think if the ball hits your  

racket you’re good.
You can play as long as

You hit an awesome shot.
People say you can play 

 as long as
you’re the best out there.

CALEB JANOUS

CRAWFISH
Crawfish are awful.

Never will you hear me  
agree that 

You can live with things like  
animals from mud.

They are a disgrace.
I will never say 

Crawfish are important and a 
necessity.

It is nasty to eat them.
Some people like to disagree. 

KATIE EVELYN FRATESI
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SHORT 
STORIES

SMILES

I was excited about my 
new job. Money was mon-
ey, whether it comes from 
a crappy clothing store or 
not. But then they started to 
stare. It was benign at first, just 
glances out of the corner of 
their eyes. I thought it was just 
friendly hazing from cowork-
ers, a practical joke to ease 
the boredom of sterile rou-
tine. But then it became full-
on stares. I pretended not to 
notice, to seem unintimidat-
ed by them, but they knew. 
Soon they turned their whole 
heads to stare, daring me to 
look back. One day it was 
too much. The next time their 
heads snapped to the side to 
look at me I looked up and 
stared back at the smallest 
one, a little girl. That would be 
the biggest mistake of my life. 
She, no ... it, did something I’ll 
never forget ... She smiled.

That day I stormed out of the 
shop, past my boss, past my 
coworkers, past those things 
on display in the window. 
That’s the last time I ever dress 
the mannequins.

CARLEY MIDDLETON
Art by Nat Phan
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    I have no idea how long 
I’ve been dead, honestly, and 
I didn’t care much to keep 
track. It didn’t matter to me 
anymore. My name, my age, 
I don’t remember, even now. 
My mom’s name, the name 
of my best friend? Gone; no 
recollection of it whatsoever. 
Wandering a school for this 
long alone can do that kind of 
thing to a person.
     I usually roamed the ceiling 
floor, watching the fans on the 
heaters and air conditioners 
spin. I used to listen to the les-
sons taught in each classroom, 
chosen by what amused me 
that particular day. Not that I 
remembered much of my first 
time in the school system.
     But I was tired. Always tired 
and always bored. Until that 
one day, long after school was 
over and everyone, or so I had 
thought, had left. Usually it’s 
the ghost who you hear crying. 
Am I right? This time it wasn’t. 
It was a girl, with long, deep 
brown hair, pin straight, and 
pale skin, almost like paper.
     Her school skirt was crum-
pled around her. She was 
hunched over, almost lying on 
the ground under the stairs to 
the second floor. She shivered 
when I got close, as all peo-
ple do, but she seemed more 
aware than most people.
     “You know, the school has 
already locked up,” I mut-
tered, sitting down on the sec-
ond stair step. “I could open 
the doors for you.”
     She didn’t move, hardly 
even breathed. Had she heard 
me?

     “I can see you,” she whis-
pered.
    “Well, yes, I figured as 
much.”
     “Everyone left. They left me 
behind, didn’t they?”
     “Afraid so.”
     She sniffles once or twice, 
collecting herself before get-
ting up to sit beside me.
    “So, Mr. Tall, Dark, and Invisi-
ble, what’s your name?”
     “I forgot.”
     “Oh.”
     It was quiet for a moment, 
and I regretted telling her the 
truth. Perhaps I should just 
disparate away, like I normal-
ly did. But I couldn’t. There 
was something about this girl, 
something I needed to stick 
around for. It wasn’t that she 
noticed me or actually heard 
me speak; no, it was some-
thing else entirely, and I need-
ed to find out why.
     “Well, how about I give you 
a new name!” Her voice was 
bells, breaking what seemed 
like a vowed silence. 
     Her nose was still red, her 
face still puffy, but she gave 
me a wide smile.
     “So you become my moth-
er?”
     She softly punched my 
arm, stunning me into another 
silence while she laughed. She 
shouldn’t be able to touch me.
     She rolled her eyes at me. 
     “How about the name 
Gavin? I’ve never met some-
one with that name, but I’ve 
always loved it. Is that okay?”
     The slightest twinge of worry 
tainted her words; she was be-
coming uneasy at the lack of 

my voice. I inhaled, finding the 
sensation just as odd as this girl.
I rose, bowing and extending 
my hand.
     “Hi, my name is Gavin. 
What’s yours?” I asked, pulling 
the most fake British accent I 
could.
     She took my hand, giggling.
    “Why, hello Gavin, my name 
is Blair!”
     We went through the entire 
school, making it seem like we 
were at Buckingham Palace.   
We renamed everything: every 
room, painting, and even a 
few bricks. The school wasn’t 
actually that large, only two 
buildings and not even more 
than five halls. Even though 
the place wasn’t that big, it 
was dark before we managed 
to get through the first building.
    “Hey, Blair, I think you should 
go on home. Your parents are 
probably worried. I’ll open the 
door for you,” I finally told her. 
I honestly didn’t want her to 
leave. I haven’t had this much 
fun since before I died. Not 
any fun that I remembered, at 
least.
     Her face turned sad; her 
smile drowned. Looks like she 
didn’t want to leave either. 
She nodded nonetheless and 
was gone within the next five 
minutes.
     I wasn’t worried though, 
I would see her tomorrow. 
I spent the rest of the night 
watching the stars, making 
sure I wouldn’t forget today. 
But one thing I forgot to ask 
her: why was she crying?  
     It bothered me to think 

THE ODD ONE OUT
Olivia Celeste Hairston
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about such a wonderful girl, 
I mean, lady, crying. With a 
smile that bright, she should 
be protected by everyone, 
shouldn’t see?
     The next morning, Blair was 
nowhere to be seen. I scoured 
every classroom, scared over 
half the students, but I couldn’t 
find her. I even eavesdropped 
on over half of each class.
     They talked about her, 
about how classes seemed 
dull without her and how she’s 
going to need help with her 
math homework.
     Eventually, night fell, and 
everyone left. Still no Blair.
     I sat on the same steps as 
the ones I had yesterday, zon-
ing out and wondering about 
what I should do. Where was 
she? It was obvious that she 
couldn’t be skipping school. 
Everyone who was in (what 
I assumed to be) her classes 
was worried about her as well. 
None of them would’ve made 

her cry. I don’t know how I 
knew, but my gut just told me 
as much.
     “Hey, Gavin,” a voice whis-
pered from the darkness. I 
looked around, but I didn’t see 
her. That had to have been 
Blair. No one else knew of my 
name.
     “Blair? Blair, where are 
you?” I shouted, jumping to my 
feet.
     “Right here.”
     I blinked and there she was, 
right in front of me. Her eyes 
had bags under them, tired, 
but happy to see me. Her hair 
was messy, down, covering her 
neck, and she looked deathly 
pale. Forget “pale like paper;” 
her skin was five times paler 
than that.
     “It looks like I’m new here,” 
she joked, pulling her hair 
back. A nervous gesture. Then 
she seemed to remember 
something, letting her hair 
fall back around her, but not 
before I noticed the bruises on 

her neck.
   “Blair? What do you mean?” 
I asked uncertainly, trying to 
see her neck again. This wasn’t 
right. “Blair, what’s that on your 
neck?”
     Shyly, she pulled the hair 
back from her neck again, 
letting me see the bruises that 
shouldn’t have been there. 
That’s when I noticed her 
hands and wrists, bruised as 
well. I stepped closer, bringing 
my hand up to gently touch 
the bruises. She flinched.
     Ten, finger-like bruises. Two 
hands. Bruises that looked like 
bracelets around her wrists.     
Suddenly, I was sure that she 
had more of these bruises. No, 
it wasn’t anyone at school 
who had made her cry. School 
had been her safe haven...
     “Will you show me around?” 
she asked softly.
     “Hi, I’m Gavin, and wel-
come to your new school,” I 
smiled halfheartedly. From the 
looks of it, I’m not alone any-
more. But I almost want to be.
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THE HUNT 
     The wind is whipping around me, 
freezing me like a popsicle in my freez-
er at home, and I’m sure my nose is 
going to fall off, along with every toe 
buried inside my rubber boots. Every 
time my chest expands, my mouth 
opens, struggling to suck in at least a 
little bit of oxygen. Even though I can-
not get a good breath of air, and I start 
to feel like I’m left with only a quarter 
of a chamber of air, I am still really ex-
cited to be here.
     The stand is small and cramped, but 
it also is starting to warm up with the 
heat of my father’s and my own body. 
His own labored breathing next to me 
is what keeps me calm and quiet. It’s 
too early for a kid my age, and I was 
shivering, but I knew it would all be 
worth it by the time I got to scramble 
down the ladder and retrieved my first 
kill.
     Just when I’m starting to doze off 
under my layers and layers of camou-
flage, a twig snaps, and my father is 
more alert than I’ve ever seen him. My 
eyes are zooming everywhere, looking 
for the source of the sound. Could it 
be-?
     There! A brown spot catches my 
vision, and my excitement is back. My 
father hushes me, a smile traced on 
his lips and passes me the large, cold 
object that I know is his favorite gun. 
My stomach is in knots, and I can prac-
tically feel my nerves squirming. Here it 
goes!
     As I take aim and my deer’s head 
tilts to the ground, his nose snuffing 
the last of the green grass left in these 
woods, I watch as my finger inches 
to the trigger. My finger shakes, from 
the weather or the anticipation, I 
don’t know. I swallow nervously, and 
squeeze.
     Down, down, down he goes, along 
with my nerves and the knot in my 
stomach. I am ecstatic from my first 
kill, and I don’t see the gleam in my 
father’s eyes, but years later I’ll under-
stand just how proud he was, after my 
own children shoot their first deer.

CALEIGH HAYNES
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     I sat huddled in the corner, 
a look of pure fear plastered 
on my face. My dog, Philip, 
right beside me. His muzzle 
propped on my shoulder. Was 
this really the end of every-
thing? Is this how everyone 
will die? Will we never see 
the light of the sun anymore? 
These questions and more ran 
through my head. Another tear 
rolled down my cheek; I was 
scared. I really was. Never had 
I been this scared, and never 
had I feared death. But 
now that it’s happen-
ing, I don’t know what 
to think.
     Another loud boom-
ing came from else-
where near the house. 
Probably another trans-
former blowing up. I 
slightly jumped out at 
the loud sound, and 
Philip began to bark. 
“Philip, shh. It’s alright,” 
I spoke softly. My voice 
was shaky as the words 
came out. Soon the eb-
ony canine grew quiet. 
I let out a sigh of relief. 
My head fell back and 
hit the wall. Propping it 
up slightly, my body began to 
shake again; I don’t know if it 
was out of fear or from being 
cold. I reached over to the 
side and grabbed the quilts I 
had grabbed earlier before 
huddling here. I threw them 
over me, including my head, 
and over Philip. He let out a 
pitiful whine as he let his body 
drop to the floor, resting his 
head on my lap.
     I ran a shaky hand over him, 
a small smile on my face.

     “At least we’re going out to-
gether, boy,” I murmured softly.
     In return, he ran his tongue 
over my knee a couple times 
before falling still again. He let 
a huff out, flickering his brown-
eyed gaze to me. It was as if 
he was telling me not to be 
scared. That everything will be 
okay, but truth be told, noth-
ing will be okay. Not anymore 
at least. I let my body slide 
down to the floor, and rolled 
over onto my side. Philip re-ar-

ranged his position and lay his 
head on my side. After letting 
out a few more shaky breaths, 
and letting a few more tears 
stroll down my face, I finally let 
my eyes shut. Slowly sleep be-
gan to take over. My breath-
ing came more slowly and 
rhythmic, and a few soft snores 
made their way out.
     Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. 
I groaned as I woke up to 
the annoying beeping sound 
coming from my watch. 3 a.m. 

it read. Sighing, I rolled onto 
my back, and looked at the 
space beside me. Philip was 
gone. He was right there when 
I fell asleep. Sitting up, I threw 
the covers off of my head. 
Looking around the dark room, 
I noticed the figure of the large 
dog. He was standing on his 
hind legs, forepaws propped 
on the window sill. His brown 
eyes were staring at the dark-
ness outside, curiosity clear in 
his gaze. He looked over his 

shoulder, setting 
his gaze on me. He 
let out a whine as 
he turned his head 
back to the dark, 
ruined city.
     “I know boy, I 
know,” I stated soft-
ly. 
     Standing to my 
feet, I walked over 
to him, looking out 
the window myself. 
It was like night time 
outside. No lights, no 
noises, no cars, noth-
ing. It was just quiet, 
not a comforting 
quiet but an eerie 

quiet, like in a horror 
movie. 
     “Come on, Phil. Us standing 
here won’t help any,” I mum-
bled. 
     As I turned around and 
Philip landed on all his paws, 
a knock came to the door. 
Why is someone here anyway? 
This is the end of the world. 
Who would even be out of 
the house if it isn’t destroyed 
already? Philip began to bark, 
the fur along his spine bristling. 

FATE
ANNA MARIE MANGIALARDI
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His lips were drawn back in a 
mix of a bark and snarl.
     The knocking came again, 
making Philip run at the door. 
He jumped up on it, raking his 
paws up and down on it leav-
ing a few claw marks here and 
there. 
     “Philip, hush!” I demanded. 
     He quit barking and growl-
ing; then he quit dragging his 
paws down the door. 
    “Move, Philip,” I command-
ed as I walked to the door 
slowly.
     All I could hope is that this 
wouldn’t turn out like a horror 
movie, with me getting killed 
when I opened the door. 
Wouldn’t make a difference 
anyway. I’ll die soon anyway. 
Putting a shaky hand on the 
door knob as I came to a halt, 
I turned it slowly, opening the 
door to a crack, maybe a 
sliver, enough to where I could 
get a good look without open-
ing the door all the way.
     Looking out, I saw a man. 
An old man. Grey hair, bright 
blue eyes and wearing a base-
ball cap, he had a smile on his 
face as he looked at me. 
     “Hello!” he greeted in a 
cheerful manner. 
     “Um ... Hello ...” I spoke 
unsure. How is he smiling at a 
time like this? 
     “Can I come in?” he asked 
politely. 
     “Oh, uh. Sure,” I opened 
the door wider, standing semi 
behind it. Once he was fully in, 
I shut the door and just looked 
at him for a good minute or 
two it seemed. The fur on 
Phillip’s back was still standing 
straight up.
     “May I ask,” I began, “why 
you are here? How did you 

even know I was here?” I ques-
tioned. 
    I was quite curious as to how 
he knew someone still lived 
in this house, especially after 
what happened. He was quiet 
for a few moments, like he had 
to process his thoughts before 
speaking them. 
     “Well,” he finally began as 
he sat on the couch. 
     Why haven’t I been using 
that instead of this hard wood 
floor? 
     “I’m here ’cause I’ve no-
where else to go,” he stated as 
he looked at me. 
     I took a seat beside and 
looked at him in an interesting 
way. 
     “And I knew you were here 
cause I could hear that dog of 
yours barking every now and 
then,” he continued with a 
chuckle. 
    I looked at Philip as he 
dropped to the floor in a dra-
matic way, it seemed. He lifted 
his head, looking in between 
the old man and me. 
     “How does it look out 
there?” I asked with some hes-
itation. 
     “Horrible,” he simply stated, 
taking his cap off and putting 
it on the coffee table. “I’m 
Maxwell, or Max for short,” he 
introduced himself. A friendly 
smile plastered on his face. 
     “Max, I am Ryder,” I intro-
duced myself.
     He held a hand out, “Nice 
to meet you,” he stated polite-
ly. I took his hand in mine, and 
shook it. His palm was rough, 
but his grip was soft and friend-
ly. We let go of the handshake, 
both of our hands falling into 
our laps. 
     “So, tell me about yourself,” 
he casually started the conver-

sation. 
      “Well ... I live alone, I’m 23 
years old, I’m loved only by 
my dog Philip, and I’ve been 
going to school for music engi-
neering. That’s all I have to say 
about myself,” I ended shortly 
with a chuckle.
     “Well,” he began, the 
depths of his eyes seemed as 
though they held a thousand 
stories. He spoke about his 
wife that he lost 10 years ago 
named Anabelle. He spoke 
of how beautiful she was, and 
how beautiful his children 
were; all four daughters. He 
said they all took the looks of 
their mother, and he wanted 
it no other way. He has a few 
dogs and a cat as his pets, 
and he had fought in a war. 
He was definitely an interesting 
man; I wouldn’t doubt that.
    As I listened to his story I 
realized he had accepted his 
fate of dying. He lived, and he 
loved life; now it was time to 
die. And he knew it. He had 
children and grandchildren. He 
had been married for almost 
all of his life. He had fulfilled his 
dreams, and now that I look 
at it ... I’m happy with my life. 
Maybe I don’t have a loved 
one. But at least I’m happy, 
right? That’s all that matters, 
right? I’ve fulfilled my dream of 
going to school for music engi-
neering. I’ve worked with artists 
that I grew up listening to. I’ve 
met people, and I’ve made 
friends.
     The more I thought, the 
more I accepted my fate. It 
was perfectly fine to accept 
it. Zoning back in to the old 
man’s story, a smile came on 
my face. I’m going out happy 
and with Philip and my new 
friend, Max.
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     If you are reading this that 
means my story actually has 
been published like I hoped it 
would. I usually don’t tell my 
story to people because it star-
tles them. What I’m about to 
tell you is true. Completely true.
     It first happened on a 
Wednesday, I suppose, a warm 
spring Wednesday. I was 14 
years old and in the eighth 
grade. I heard it that day 
for the first time when I was 
walking home from school. 
You may be asking yourself 
“What is ‘it?’” Well, “it” is 
the wind. Yes, the wind. Not 
just the wind as a rustle of 
leaves or a howling, but as 
a voice.
     “Hello Mackenzie.”
     I jumped and looked 
around. The voice sounded 
like a whisper. No one was 
near me enough to whisper. 
I shook off my surprise and 
kept walking.
     “You are not imagining 
things, dear girl. You can 
hear me, which means you 
are old enough to hear the 
truth.” 
     “Who’s there?” I said 
aloud.
     “The Wind.”
     “Seriously, who and where 
are you? Is this a joke or a 
prank?”
     “I am serious. I am the air 
current that rustles the fall 
leaves and blows snowflakes 
onto your nose. I am the 
breeze that cools you off on a 
hot summer day and chills you 
in the winter. I am Wind.”
     I started to panic, believing 
I was going insane. I told my-

self I must be tired and hearing 
things. I quickened my pace as 
I walked home.
     The next day I was walking 
home when I heard the voice 
again.
     “Mackenzie.” 
     This time the voice was 
louder. I turned to see if anyone 
who knew me from school was 

calling my name. No one was 
there.
     “I know you can hear me. I 
need you to listen.”
     “I’m really starting to freak 
out,” I said.
     “Please don’t freak out. I 
need you to believe I am the 
Wind, and I am talking to you.”
      “OK, so what if you really 
are the Wind? Why can I hear 
you? Why are you talking to 

me?”
     “You can hear me because 
you are one of the chosen 
ones. I am talking to you be-
cause you have a great desti-
ny to fulfill.”
     “Whoa. Hold on. I am not 
a chosen one. I do not know 
what you are talking about.”
     “You cannot deny what is 

meant of you, Mackenzie. 
There are great things you 
will do, but it’s either your 
choice to let me help you or 
not.”
     “OK, I will listen. But I want 
to know how you know me 
and why you are louder 
than yesterday?”
     “I know you because I 
have traveled across lands 
and waters, searching for 
the ones who can hear me. 
I do not know the chosen 
ones specifically; I just talk 
to all people and see which 
ones can hear me or not. 
The chosen ones are meant 
for great deeds. The world 
is dying, and it needs your 
help to save it.”
     “You still haven’t an-
swered my second ques-
tion.”
     “Ah, so I haven’t. I am 

louder than yesterday because 
I am moving faster. See, look 
at the trees. They are moving 
more than yesterday, are they 
not? The faster I move, the 
louder I am heard.”
     “I guess that makes sense. 
What do you mean by “saving 
the world?” I am just one per-
son; I cannot do it all alone.”
     “And you won’t. For now I 
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must leave, but I will talk to you 
again. Soon. Goodbye, Mack-
enzie.”
     The leaves on the trees 
stopped shaking, and I knew 
that the Wind’s presence was 
gone. I walked home in dis-
belief of what an element of 
nature just informed me. I, 
Mackenzie Wright, 14 years old, 
from a small town in Iowa, was 
meant to save the world? Not 
just any world, my world? And 
it was dying? I was so con-
fused and distraught over the 
messages the Wind gave me I 
stayed awake that night think-
ing about it, until sleep over-
came me.
     I didn’t hear from the Wind 
until three weeks later. I was 
playing outside with my dog 
when it spoke to me.
     “Hello there, Mackenzie.”
     “Long time, no see. Wait, I 
can’t really see you but you 
know what I mean. Do you 
have more life-changing news 
again for me today?”
     “Not necessarily life chang-
ing, but it is important. I’m sorry 
I couldn’t talk to you earlier 
than today, but I’m here now, 
and I need to speak with you 
about your destiny.”
     “There’s that word again. 
Destiny. So what is my destiny 
anyway, Wind?”
     “I cannot force you to do 
the things that you must do in 
order to help save the world, 
but it is in your destiny to do it. 
Mackenzie, you need to do 
good deeds that help the envi-
ronment to save the world from 
dying.”
     “What good deeds are 
you talking about? Like sav-
ing little animals from oil spills 
and cleaning up litter on the 
street?”

     “Well, those are good plac-
es to start. There are bigger 
tasks than that in your destiny. 
I cannot tell you exactly what, 
but you will know it when you 
see it.”
     “Is there anybody like me? I 
mean, who can hear and talk 
to you?”
     “Yes. There are several ones 
like you, young and old. They 
all are doing their parts in sav-
ing the world. They even recruit 
people who cannot hear me 
to help in their cause. If you 
follow the path of your destiny, 
you will most certainly meet 

someone like you. Someone 
who can help you even more 
than I can.”
     “When will I know when I 
have a task to do?”
     “You will just know. I must go 
now; I will not talk to you for a 
while, maybe years even, but 
when you need help that no 
one else can give you, I will 
help you. I promise.”
     “Wait, I don’t know if I’m 
ready for this.”
     “You are Mackenzie. You 
wouldn’t be able to hear me if 
you weren’t. Goodbye, sweet 

child. You will do great things 
for this world.”
     “Goodbye.” 
     I stood there speechless. 
My dog looked up at me with 
curious eyes. I wondered if my 
dog could hear the wind too. 
I laughed, it seemed like he 
could.
     Ten years have passed, and 
I haven’t heard from the Wind 
since. I am doing my part as 
best as I can to help this world. 
I have joined this group that 
saves rain forests from defor-
estation and animals from 
extinction. As the Wind said all 
those years ago, I have met 
someone who is like me. His 
name is Joel. He heard the 
wind when he was only 8 years 
old. He describes the Wind the 
same as I do, so I guess that 
proves I’m not crazy at all. He’s 
been a lifesaver for me a few 
times. I have almost quit my 
part in this saving the world 
business, but he has pulled me 
back in because he knows that 
we both have a job to do. I 
think I finally know what I must 
do with my life. I must help Joel 
and his group save the world, a 
little at a time. 
     I want to thank the Wind 
for all it has done to help me. 
I would never have met Joel 
or his friends, who are now my 
friends, too. People of all kinds 
appreciate what I do for the 
world. I hope the world does, 
too. And the Wind. 
     Wind, wherever you are, 
I’m going to need your help 
soon; I can feel it. I know you 
will come. My name is Mack-
enzie Wright, and I will save the 
world.
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CAN’T REMEMBER
SARAH LANE

     It’s so cold. I feel empty...
and numb, so numb. Am I 
dead?
     Can’t remember. But I think 
... I’m angry. Why am I angry?  
What happened to me?
     You. I remember you. You 
were different, like me. You un-
derstood. 
     I think it’s coming back 
to me now. But hard to think 
through the cold. So cold. 
    Starting to remember...
    I was different. Everyone 
knew it, but no one knew you 
were different, too. You didn’t 
want them to. You were popu-
lar. I was ok with that. They told 
us it was wrong. But why’d we 
feel that way, then? Why was 
it wrong? We met here every-
day and talked. Sometimes you 
hugged me. Even kissed me 
once, I think. Can’t remember.
     You told me you loved me. 
     Did I love you? Maybe, can’t 
remember. I don’t think I did. 
But you understood. That was 
enough. Hurts. Hurts to remem-
ber.
     Then that guy got curious. 
Think he was you’re friend. He 
got angry when he found you 
with me. Started yelling. At you. 
And you started yelling. At me. 
He didn’t like that we were 
together. And then, neither did 
you, and you were angry. 
     Can’t remember why. Can’t 
remember what you said. 
     You pushed me. I hit my 
head on something. There was 
red stuff, blood, I think. Can’t 
remember. You and the guy 
threw me in the pond. That’s 
where we met everyday, I think. 
Yes. Yes, that’s right. 
     I felt cold. Water all around 
me. Couldn’t breathe. You 
thought I was dead.
     You were right. 

     But I still felt it. 
     My heart. My chest. They felt 
heavy. They were in pain, too, 
like me. Think you cried. Can’t 
remember. But I was cold. Like 
I am now. Because of you. All 
because of you.
     No. I remember now. And  
now, I’m angry. I know why I’m 
angry. Your empty promises; 
then you betrayed me. You hurt 
me; you were too scared of 
who you were. And you killed 
me. But now, I’m coming for 
you.

•••
Now I see you. You’re crying 
with a piece of paper. I already 
read it. Missing Teenage Boy, 
Month Long Search Continues. 
What were you saying?
     “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m so 
sorry...” 
    Over and over. No. You’re 
not sorry. You killed me. Not sor-
ry. But you will be. I go closer.
     You look lost. A lot of tears. I 
don’t think you’ve cried before. 
Can’t remember. Doesn’t mat-
ter, though. I’m in front of you 
now. You don’t see me. That’s 
good. Not yet. You’re still hold-
ing that paper, crying. You’re 
cold, shivering. But not as cold 
as me. Never as cold as me.  
     I reach out. I put my hand on 
your shoulder. You jump, look 
up at me. You’re shocked. Then 
you smile and stand.
     “Micah? Micah!?... Micah! ... 
You’re OK?” 
     You reach at me, but can’t 
touch me. Only I can touch 
you, I know. Don’t know how 
I know. Can’t remember. You 
look confused then very scared 
... very scared. 
     You know now. 
     You know I’m dead. 
     You know you killed me. 
     Me...Can’t remember. You 

can.
     I’m dead. 
     I move slow, reach into your 
chest. You make a noise, still a 
lot of tears. Tears...Like me. Tears 
of pain now. I keep reaching, 
reaching in your chest. I feel 
something warm...very warm, 
pulsing. Can’t remember the 
name. I pull it out quickly.
     You scream then fall down. 
Fall. I stare at you for a long 
time. A lot of red stuff, blood. 
It’s everywhere. Think I bled 
when you made me die. Can’t 
remember. 
     I still hold the thing from 
your chest in my hand. Lots of 
blood on that, too. Your broth-
er, I think. Can’t remember. He 
runs outside. He sees you and 
he sees me. Then he can’t see 
me anymore. I go back to the 
pond. I like it there. I sit on the 
dock, just like you and I did. Not 
anymore.
     There’s a lot I can’t remem-
ber. But I remember you. I al-
ways will. And I hate myself for 
that. Hate. Myself. 
     Who am I, again? 
     Don’t know. 
     Can’t remember.

•••
Vengeful Ghost Savagely  

Murders His Ex-Bully?
     Preston Koalin, age 17 and 
a student of Cheshire Acad-
emy of Higher Leaning in En-
gland, was found dead outside 
his home Friday night by his 
younger brother, Mark. Mark 
insists that he heard his brother 
scream before racing outside 
to see what was wrong; what 
he found was undoubtedly 
scarring. 
     Preston was lying on the 
ground in a pool of his own 

continued on page 28
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     This is a tale of a misfit group 
of “people” who came togeth-
er for a common cause. Our 
story begins with Rufus. 
     It was a quiet, breezy after-
noon on the open ocean. The 
seagulls were flying overhead; 
the warm ocean breeze was 
blowing against his face. 
     “Today could not possibly 
get any better,” Rufus thought.   
     He pulled out his fishing pole 
and began to fish. A few hours 
passed, and as usual, Rufus 
had fallen asleep. This was typ-
ical of him. Rufus was wakened 
by the sound of the rod’s line 
being pulled until it snapped, 
pulling Rufus under the surface.

     •••
     The clock read a quarter 
past three. The submarine was 
moving at a steady pace and 
everything seemed normal. 
Wheatus checked the radars 
for any activity. The radars 
were clear. This was odd. Sud-
denly, there was a loud thud 
on the outside of the subma-
rine. 
     “Finally, some action,” 
Wheatus mumbled. 
     He checked the outside 
cameras for what could’ve 

hit the vessel. From the looks 
of it, he had seemed to have 
been attacked by a squid-like 
creature. The creature crawled 
toward the hatch, opened it, 
and entered the vessel. 
     “Where am I…” said Rufus.

•••    
 January 21, 2024: It was a 
cloudy day and the laborato-
ry was as busy as ever. Every 
person in the building was 
scrambling about in an excited 
manner. They had a reason to 
be, too, for they had invented 
time travel. Doctor Paradoxus 
had volunteered to be the test 
subject for this experiment. He 
was a sharp-minded fellow, yet 
a strange one. He always wore 
a black and white mask and 
never took it off. No one but he 
has seen his actual face. They 
strapped Paradoxus to the ta-
ble and began implanting the 
time travel chip into his brain. 
The surgery was nearly finished 
when Paradoxus began radiat-
ing a strange yellow aura.   
     Suddenly, he vanished into 
thin air. The doctors rejoiced, 
for they had successfully creat-
ed time travel.

•••     
     Wheatus sat staring at Ru-
fus. He had no idea what was 
standing before him. 
     “So, how’s it going?” asked 
Rufus. 
     “G-Good…” replied Whea-
tus. 
     Wheatus was still baffled at 
what he was looking at. Rufus 
was about to reply to Wheatus 
when a bright, yellow light ap-
peared between the two. Both 
of them covered their eyes until 
the light faded, revealing a 
person. 
     Wheatus thought, “Oh 
great, what’s next? A time trav-
eling genius?” 
    Doctor Paradoxus stood up 
and introduced himself. 
     Rufus asked, “How did you 
get here?” 
     Paradoxus explained how 
he was a scientist who helped 
invent time travel. 
     “Oh, I am so done…” 
mumbled Wheatus. “So, what 
now?” 
     “Well, I guess we should get 
out of here,” replied Rufus. 
     “Oh no you don’t! You two 
aren’t staying in my subma-

THE GOON SQUAD
BEN RIPPEE

blood, his heart having been 
savagely ripped from his chest. 
Standing over Preston was who 
Mark identified as16-year-old 
Micah Whyles, also a student of 
Cheshire Academy. After trans-
ferring last year from Mullingar, 
Ireland, it was said that Micah 
had a tough time adjusting to 
life in England. One month ago, 
the young Irishman went miss-
ing after school when he failed 

to return home from his tutoring 
session. 
     What’s further interesting is 
that Mark claims that the min-
ute he saw Micah with Preston’s 
heart in his hand, the boy van-
ished into thin air. 
     “I’ve never believed in 
ghosts!” says Mark, “but this is 
messed up. I mean, I wish I was 
making this up, but I swear to 
God, the kid just vanished! He 
was just gone!” 

     Many people, other stu-
dents and such, say they have 
witnessed Preston bully Micah 
constantly throughout their 
time at school; is it possible that 
Micah Whyles is dead, but his 
spirit returned to exact revenge 
upon the bully? Could he be 
searching for more victims that 
abused him in the past? Watch 
FX News on Channel 6 for more 
information on the Ghost Boy 
Murder. 
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continued on page 29

28    REFLECTIONS



REFLECTIONS     29 

rine!” exclaimed Wheatus. 
     “I have an idea. Rufus is it? 
Please grab my hand. You too, 
Wheatus.” said Paradoxus. 
     Rufus and Wheatus grabbed 
his hands, and a yellow light 
began to envelop the three 
until they were completely out 
of sight. They landed in a sandy 
area, quite possibly a desert.   
Little did they know, they had 
landed in the wrong area to be 
in. 
     “Where are we?” asked 
Wheatus. 
     “I believe we are in the 
Sahara Desert if memory serves 
me right.” replied Paradoxus. 
     Paradoxus barely got those 

words out of his mouth when 
suddenly the ground begin to 
shake. An earthquake? How? 
A hole opened in the ground, 
engulfing the three in it.
     Upon landing inside the 
hole, the three were attacked 
by hideous creatures. Rufus 
fought them off as best he 
could, but it would take more 
than just him. 
     Wheatus and Paradoxus 
jumped in to help Rufus. To-
gether, they fought off the 
creatures and managed to 
escape their assault.
     “Well, that was fun!” said 
Rufus. 
     “I agree!” replied Wheatus 
and Paradoxus. 
     “Let’s give those things 

names! We have to mainly be-
cause they almost killed us…” 
said Rufus. 
     “Why don’t we call them 
Noogs?”  said Wheatus, an-
swering Rufus’s question.
    “Why?” retorted Rufus. 
     “Because that’s all they 
seem to be able to say.” re-
plied Wheatus. 
    “Sounds fair enough to me!” 
said Paradoxus. 
     “So, all in favor of Noog, say 
I.” said Rufus. 
     “I!” the three shouted. 
     Eventually the three friends 
formed a group to fight any 
supernatural foes who threat-
ened the world. They called 
themselves the Goon Squad.

continued from page 28

     I saw it happen. It only took 
a mere second to process it, 
but it was the most brutal thing 
I’d ever seen. As the floor slowly 
turned red, I turned around and 
ran for the door, where the sun-
light was gleaming. My heart 
paced, and I could feel the 
cold running down my spine. 
Until this summer day in New 
York, I hadn’t seen such brutali-
ty in my life.
     In the past few decades, 
everything changed. The gov-
ernment went corrupt, and the 
Constitution was burned in front 
of millions of citizens on De-
cember 25th, 2142. Of course, 
I was just a little kid, but I could 
remember that day very vivid-
ly. People started to panic; my 
hometown, Los Angeles, went 
to chaos in minutes. Robbers 
and thieves roamed the streets 
and killed the innocent men 
and women for their wallets 
and purses. Hundreds of prison-
ers came into the city after the 

jails blew up. Since then, Ameri-
ca has not seen stability.
     Being on the run for 20 years 
has not been fun. Most of the 
innocent fled to Canada where 
safe shelter was guaranteed. 
After President William was 
assassinated on November 
1st, 2142, my parents decided 
that we needed to move up 
north as soon as possible. We 
did move into Canada, and 
we were in safe shelter. Yet, 
as soon as the Constitution 
was burned, the whole United 
States seemed to be a murder-
ing ground for the citizens.
     The population was 
400,523,333 at the time of 
the disaster, but now, only 
234,000,000 people are left in 
the North American Continent. 
There are no rules in America; 
there are no jobs in Ameri-
ca, but there are numerous 
amounts of criminal activities.
     I found myself in New York 
after the Empire State building 

was demolished by crime lords. 
I was forced to come here by 
the Canadian government 
after they said they would pay 
me a large amount of money. I 
had to go through Maine, New 
Hampshire and Vermont to 
get to Albany. That alone took 
two months on foot. Finally, 
after three months of walking, I 
reached the big city.
     I was ordered to kill 50 of the 
crime lords who ruled over New 
York State. Killing them would 
be the easy part. Not getting 
caught was the tricky part.
     The first crime lord, Brian 
Wright, was the first person I 
killed. At the time, he was walk-
ing alone with about 10 of his 
men surrounding him for pro-
tection. As soon as they set foot 
in Central Park, I killed all ten 
of his men by land mines and 
stabbed Wright multiple times 
until he bled out.

INSTINCTS
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    The girl showed up on my 
doorstep in a calico nightgown 
and a faded sun-bonnet. The 
poor girl was looking mighty 
rough as many bruises and 
cuts appeared on her legs 
and arms. Her nightgown was 
ripped and battered, making 
me wonder how she got here 
and where she came from.
     Her name was Sarah 

Williams. I figured the least I 
could do for this obviously lost 
little girl was to give her a place 
to lay her head down for the 
night. For I was new in town; 
I bet I couldn’t tell her from a 
local or a stranger. Walking 
her into my home, I asked this 
Sarah where she was from. 
Sarah mentioned Hookerville, a 
town about 7 or 8 miles south. 

As I led her to a seat, I heard a 
small growl which could only 
be one thing – a stomach’s call 
for food. When asked about 
her last meal, Sarah told me 
she allegedly already ate at a 
nearby farm. It was a lie. The 
poor child looked so sickly; you 
would think she was a ghost. I 
made the quick decision to let 

Chapter 9 from The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn 
A RETELLING BY ABBY DRIGGERS

     No one knew who did it. The 
next day, I killed 10 of my tar-
gets. I had to go through mul-
tiple obstacles to reach all of 
them. I went through all of their 
records, and reportedly, all of 
them killed at least 1,000 peo-
ple. I did not feel guilty when 
I killed all of these men. I left 
them all lying on Broadway so 
that everyone could see what 
happened to those men. 
     As months passed by, I killed 
38 more crime lords. I had 
to blow up a building in the 
process, but after the citizens 
found out about the deaths, 
they started to become brav-
er and they started to stand 
up against the murderers and 
terrorists.
     The last person that I had 
to execute was Rodriguez da 
Silva. He was the hardest target 
to find and eliminate. The Ca-
nadian government gave me 
the files to Silva. He was report-
edly the man who assassinated 
our president on that Christmas 
night in the year of 2142. He 
killed several thousands of peo-
ple and was affiliated with mul-
tiple murderers in the past few 
decades. His drug cartels and 

thirst for crime made him the 
most feared man in New York. 
He was known to kill those who 
opposed him instantly. It was 
time that I put a stop to him.
     After I found out where he 
lived, I went through a securi-
ty scan to see how well it was 
guarded. Sure enough, I had to 
take out 112 security guards be-
fore killing Silva. Silva had many 
innocent bystanders in his build-
ing, so blowing the building to 
bits was not an option. I had to 
think through what I should do, 
so I decided that I should just 
ring the front door bell.
     As soon as his men opened 
the door, I started to shoot at 
them with my machine gun. 
They all died instantly. I told the 
hostages to go out the door 
before more of them came 
through. After killing more of 
his men, I seem to have gotten 
his attention. Silva himself ap-
peared. We immediately start-
ed to fight hand to hand. He 
was strong and brutal. His fists 
were like boulders, and his kicks 
were very forceful. He tried 
to execute a choke hold, yet 
my speed and agility enabled 
me to escape his grip. He was 
forced to fight in an outside po-
sition, where we both kept our 

distance.
     He then took out his knife 
and made multiple slashes that 
were directed at me. However, 
as we both began to tire, we 
started to become clumsy, and 
after an hour of fighting, I man-
aged to get his knife and stab 
him through his abdomen. Silva 
slowly started to bleed, yet he 
didn’t stop fighting. He simply 
left the knife in his stomach and 
kept fighting. However, it wasn’t 
long until he started to bleed 
out. After he fell to the ground 
in a horrible manner, he took 
multiple bomb switches from his 
pockets. Before he could press 
them, I managed to put a bul-
let through his head. 
     My hunt in New York was 
over.
     After I killed Silva, all of his 
men dispersed across the 
states. I tracked down ten of his 
men who tried to form another 
gang, yet they failed miserably. 
The Canadian Government or-
dered me to go to California to 
eliminate the people who have 
made multiple nuclear threats.     
     My journey for now is fin-
ished.

•••
To be continued.
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it go, not wanting to embarrass 
the new guest in my house.
     As soon as she got suited, 
I got to talking about the 
town’s recent news. I could 
hear myself going on and 
on about useless jabber and 
see Sarah paying less and 
less attention by the second. 
I then mentioned something 
that made her sit upright in her 
chair: a story about a boy in 
town murdering himself. The 
name could’ve been Buck, 
Huck, Bill, or whatever; I have 
never really been good with 
names. Anyway, this story was 
the latest of the town’s gossip. 
As I moved on, Sarah’s look 
of interest suddenly turned to 
horror. Moments before I stated 
that some folks had seen some 
smoke coming from Jackson’s 
Island. I told her that was about 
as crazy as crazy gets – nobody 
dare live on Jackson’s Island. 
     Thanks to my memory loss, 
I quickly forgot the name of 

my guest. I then asked her to 
repeat her name for me please 
— for memory’s sake. The 
young lady then replied with 
Mary Williams. I could’ve been 
mistaken, but I thought her 
name was Sarah. Something 
about his child had been 
bugging me ever since she 
had walked in my door, but I 
couldn’t put my finger on it.
     I tried to continue on with 
my questioning, only it was cut 
short. But this time, “Mary” had 
gotten up to wash her hands, 
which wasn’t the problem. 
The problem was what she did 
afterward. To dry off her rather 
large hands, “Mary” lifted up 
her nightgown revealing a pair 
of trousers  — obviously meant 
for a boy. It all made sense. This 
boy thought he could put on a 
dress and trick old Mrs. Loftus, 
the woman who had so kindly 
taken him in. I cornered this 
“Mary” and told him I didn’t put 
up with lies. I wanted the truth, 
and I wanted it now.

     The boy’s reaction was 
better than I thought. For his 
knees started wobbling, his 
face turned white, and his hair 
stuck up on the back of his 
neck. The sight was enough to 
make a person die of laughter! 
The boy started spilling out 
words like a waterfall, so I could 
only catch a few. Orphan, stole 
sister’s clothes, and Goshen.   
     My! Goshen is ten miles up 
the river. I figured if I could 
scare the truth out of the poor 
boy I might shake him enough 
into revealing his identity.
    George Peters. George 
Peters was the name. After I 
gave him directions to Goshen, 
the boy raced off into the 
distance never looking back.   
     I can never be sure of the 
real story behind Sarah Mary 
George Peters, but I can say 
nobody will ever pull a trick as 
good as that one on Mrs. Judith 
Loftus.
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