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POETRY 
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A SEED WITHOUT WATER WILL DIE 
HOLLY WRIGHT 

	

 

A seed without water will die. 

It can get plenty of sun, 

or the perfect temperature year-round. 

You can think about doing it, 

or say, “I'll do it tomorrow.” 
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SAMARIA HALL 

%
Water 
Makes up the 71% of the globe 
And 60% of our body 
Water 
Holds secrets it’ll never tell 
Water  
Such a beauty 
Water 
Is deadly 
Water 
Makes hurricanes that can take out a whole state 
Water 
Makes tsunamis the size of a skyscraper 
Water 
Responsible for the Johnstown flood 
Water 
Home of the world’s deadliest creatures and diseases 
Water 
Causes almost 4 million deaths a year 
Water 
It’s the very thing that gives us life 
But can take it all away 

 

%
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I don't love you as one loves another, 
expressing hidden emotions and unspoken works through shorthanded glances: 
I love you as one loves themself, 
not knowing why or any other way as to love, still loving, nonetheless. 

 

 

 
ÀÀÀ 

%

%

%
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IAN ARNOLD 

	

What would it mean to defer on a dream? 

 

Would it depart from you slowly  

Like a ball down the gutters in bowling? 

Would it leave you cold and poor 

Wishing for more, begging for more; 

More chances to shed your skin
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REAGAN SCOTT 

	

	

	

Trapped in the deep 

Filled with such daunting frights 

Chained to the bottom  

At the start of this starless night 

 

All I want to do is depart 

As there is only an eternal void 

Within this spiritless heart 

 

The continuous cycles never cease 
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ABIGAIL RANGEL 

	

	

	

A	dream	I	know	I	cannot	chase.	

One	I	mustn't	long	for.	

But	my	heart	undeniably	knows,	

That	it's	the	one	I	couldn't	want	more.	

	

I	can’t	tell	what	scares	me	most,	

Taking	the	chance	or	giving	up.	

It’s	like	a	ticking	time	bomb		

Should	I	cut	the	cord	or	let	it	blow	up?	

	

Will	I	ever	know?	

What	choice	will	I	make?	

For	now,	I	suppose		

I'll	just	have	to	leave	it	up	to	fate.	
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LILLIAN BARLOW 

 
I don’t love you as if you were a 

Diamond or a handful of gold, which can make 

Yet break so many people: 

I love you as one would love the sunshine, 

Bright, never hidden, and beautiful. 

 

I love you without knowing how, why, 

Or when, or from where. 

 

I don’t love you as one would love expensive dinners 

And nice cars: 

I love you as someone would love the smell of new 

Books, that pure and subtle kind of love that one can 

Look forward to. 

 

My love for you is one that gives you a shoulder to cry on 

And a hand to hold. 

I love you selflessly and completely. 

I love you like this because I don’t know how else 

To express how much you mean to me, except in this way, 

So, my love for you shines just as the day does. 
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You are what describes the greatest treasures, 

And even they can’t compare to you. 

You may not know who you are, 

But I always wonder, if	only	she	knew.	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ÀÀÀ 
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MIA ANDERSON 

Love is different when I’m around you. 

Problems disappear when you’re in sight, 

My worries cease at the moment I face you, 

And the cloud in my mind drifts away. 

Love changes with you. 

 

I love you like the sun after night. 

Every moment we share seems brand new. 

I love you as if your dark times were mine. 

Through the rough moments, our love will never fail. 

 

Love changes with you. 

 

I love you like the rainbow after a storm. 

You’re my breath of fresh air through the world’s smog. 

I love you as if you were made just for me, 

Our hearts connect like pieces in a puzzle. 

 

Love changes with you. 

 

The love I share with you is different, 

No dispute will diminish our bond. 
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REESE BRYANT 
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LOGAN CAMP 

 

I walk a couple steps and Bang! 

I walk a couple more steps and Bang! 

I begin to panic 

My heart is beating, beating 

I can feel my heavy breathing, breathing 

 

This place is a trap 

That’s all that I can tell 

This place feels very strange 

Where am I? What am I doing here? How did I get here? 

These thoughts clouded my mind and again my heart was beating, beating 

 

I rush forward and Bang! 

I back up slowly and Bang! 
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PARKER BLAIR 

I sit in a field full of flowers 

Around me buzz joyful bees 

Dusting the area with a yellow powder 

Not a single concern I sit carefree 
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ELLEN ARNOLD 

 
As soon as he thought it, he could have begun, 
But the inspired man never started his tale: 
Abandoned ideas left battles unwon, 
In which the heroes would never prevail. 
 
Through cold, dark nights, a boy sat by a fire, 
Enveloped in blankets and scenes of a book. 
One story in form never would him inspire: 
The kindling of thoughts the "writer" forsook. 
 
Inside the classroom, the students were learning, 
But not of the literature he never shared. 
Pupils for poems and novels were yearning, 
But for unreal stories, they could not have cared. 
 
How would all be different, if he had just tried 
To harness his feelings of life to the pages? 
Aspiring writers, to them he denied
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The one we so fervently spoke of with teachers? 
How well she placed humor, despair, then resolve 
Into something so simple as uncanny creatures! 
 
Who knows how the man would have thus been affected? 
But for the true writer, her story is real, 
Off a shelf, in one’s hands to the heart, well protected. 
And by it, she passes on infectious zeal.
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CARTER WILLINGHAM 

Here I was stuck 

In this room so bare 

Where the feeling was here 
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VIGNETTES 

 

 
%
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BRANDON JONES 

 

 

I love the sport of football. The coaches screaming in your face, fans yelling at the 
top of their lungs, the nerves involved, the need to knock the energy out of the man in his 
stance across from you. It, oddly enough, brings me peace. This story, however, was one 
involving little peace. 
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BRADY BRANNON 

 

The best place on earth is where the smell of freshly cut grass fills up your nose. It is 

a place where when you slide you will leave the spot with a strawberry on your butt. When 

I come to this location, I can get better at what I want to do, whether that is catching or 

hitting white balls. If you have not figured it out it is a baseball field. I like going to the field 

by myself, because it is me all alone working on something to get better. I feel like in most 

people's favorite places they are alone. I have been playing baseball since I can remember, 

and obviously I like it because I keep playing. I am now on the baseball team at my high 

school. When I am bored,  I call up some of my friends, and we go up to the field and take 

ground balls. When it is the bottom of the seventh with two outs, and the home team is 

down by one with a runner on third. A hit walks off the game.   This feeling is scary but fun. 
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LILLIAN BARLOW 

 
Running was all Eric could do. He knew that if he stopped for even a second, it 

would catch up to him. Every second, the thud of large, rubber shoes got closer. 
Occasionally, the squeaking of the red nose sounded through the air, darted into his mind 
and flooded his thoughts with worry and hopelessness. He started to run faster. As he ran, 
the sound of the eerie cackling got distant and soon turned into nothing. When Eric realized 
that all noise except his heavy breathing had stopped, he froze. Silence surrounded him, 
and he took a chance to turn around. He saw nothing. Not knowing where that literal clown 
could be was worse than being followed, he decided. It had to be somewhere, anywhere, 
really. It couldn't have just disappeared. Maybe if he could hide while the clown wasn’t 
around, he could manage to find a way out. Turning in a full circle, he looked around the 
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KADEN PERKINS 

 
A place that strikes me in the same way that the nature around the author of Song of Myself 
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MIA ANDERSON 

 

 

Here it was. The entrance to Lake Zynthia. 

 The entrance was a little anticlimactic. The doorway was covered with moss and 
leafy vines. The door itself was built with dark ashy planks, which were cracked from the 
many years of use. Not the entrance I was expecting, but I’ve traveled too far to only worry 
about the door. 
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ANNSLEY JOHNSON 

	

The open field of flowers was scattered in beautiful colors, such as pink, purple, and 

yellow. As I walked on the dirt path through the flower field, I could notice a few of my 

favorite flowers, like yellow and purple Violas, lively Pansies, breathtaking Snapdragons, 

and divine Tulips. Even with all these beautiful flowers and their heavenly smells, the white 

Gardenias stuck out the most. I walked over to them and began to take in the smell and look 

of the flowers that decorated the dark green bush. The white petals of the flower were soft 
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THE DIFFICULTIES OF WRITING 
NATE KNOX 

 

 

Writing is difficult. The worst part of writing is starting. The intimidation of a blank 

page is only there until you start writing. Just jump into your writing until you find how you 

want to say what you’re trying to say. My ELA teacher, Mr. Young, calls it “word vomit.” He 

tells us that sometimes it takes a page of writing to get to the point. Sometimes you’ll be 

writing a fiction story and it takes a few chapters to get where you’re trying to go. When 

you get there, you go back and read what you wrote and decide what is unnecessary. I 

couldn’t even think of anything to write for this collection of writings, so I sat down and 

wrote, eventually leading me to this point.  
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it and it let out that sickening screech again. Then I noticed something, it had a weak point, 
right under his neck, there was a spot that was a bright orange and when someone hit it 
with the bat that hurt it the most. 

 After it’s back was turned, I got the pitchfork and stabbed it in the weak spot. It 
started to freak out running away down the road so we chased it on the golf cart, we 
couldn’t let it escape. We got beside it and Brady went to take a swing at it with the bat and 
it grabbed him off the golf cart and threw him on the ground, he stomped on him over and 
over killing him right in front of us. We stopped and got off the golf cart to see if there was 
any life left, but there wasn’t, he was gone. 

 A story popped up on the news as I looked up from my journal. It says, “Alien-like 
creature seen on the loose, running rampant in Westlake, if you see it run and call for help.” 

 

 

 

 

ÀÀÀ 
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DEACON FARRELL 

 
Feet planted, the fresh smell of the ocean’s air flowing through my nose. Watching 

all of those seagulls fly by and the dolphins swim through brings such a magical feeling to 

me. The beach’s water puts a salty taste in my mouth and a rough sensation up my nose 

which allows all of the memories once made to pass though my body. All of the different 

aspects of the scene come together to form this beautiful place. The seaweed and the 

seashells under my feet as I walk and drift off with a clear mind. The sunset easing me, 

allowing me to forget all of the different stresses and pressures being put on me back home. 
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TAYLOR WATFORD 

 

Such a young flame burning, burning brighter than the sun. Bringing joy and smiles to 

every room you walk in. To think I didn’t want you to be here. I was too young. Too young 

to realize I would love you as if you were my own. Wanting to be with you any and every 

second possible. Going from playing with babies and make-up, to kicking the ball around 

the yard. The pure happiness on your face is indescribable. The smile, the hugs, reading you 

bedtime stories ‘till you're asleep. Hearing you say, “I miss you sissy,” or “Snuggle with me 

sissy.” My favorite out of all is when you look me in the eyes and tell me that I’m your best 

friend. I will always be here to hold your hand as you cross the road or hide you from 

anything that brings you fear. I will always and forever love you past the stars and far 

beyond, more than myself or anyone else could’ve imagined. 
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AXEL BRIONES 

 

In Mexico, there is this small village on top of a mountain with a famous cave. We 
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