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For the delight of a few natural hearts;
And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake
Of youthful Poets, who among these hills
Will be my second self when I am gone.

From “Michael” by William Wordsworth
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Prose
For me, a page of good prose is where one hears the
rain and the noise of battle. It has the power to give grief
or universality that lends it a youthful beauty.
John Cheever
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Honorable Mention – Jaedyn Johnson
Karin Orchard – Daniel Boone High School

The House
The palms of my hands sweated heavily as my friend and I stood in a line of at least fifty
people. I was anxious, and my face grew pale as loud blood curdling screams echoed through
the trees. ‘Twas the night before Halloween and I somehow ended up standing in the line of the
scariest haunted house in my city. The fear of faces jumping out at me and the terrifying laughs
that seemed to play at my emotions gobbled up my insides. The other thing that made my skin
crawl was that the haunted house was in the middle of nowhere. It was as if we were in an actual
horror movie.
Fog surrounded the house as if it were some blanket that kept the house warm. Although,
there were no warm feelings coming from that house. I could tell it was staring at me, eyes as
glowing green windows and a mouth of two unwelcoming wooden doors. The paint job of the
house was a horrific brown color and the smell was musty as if I were in some swamp. Wooden
steps led up to the doors, which I dared not set foot on; of course, I had no choice. This all felt
strange, I felt like I wasn’t even in control of myself. I looked up and saw that I was next to
enter, but no one was here, not even my friend that forced me to come. Everyone’s gone? I
looked up at the house, taking a few strides towards it and stopping once my foot hit the last bit
of dirt that laid in front of the first step; I felt as if I was being forced to enter that spine-chilling
house. I counted in my head before lifting my foot so that it met the dark wooden steps and
continued this until my eyes met the two wooden doors. My heart pounded in my chest, I was
sure someone could hear it from a mile away.
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I hesitantly lifted my hand up to push open the door; it made a loud creak as it opened
slowly, revealing the mysteries within the eerie house. I looked around the inside, not giving
myself time to think as I took a step inside and allowed the door to close behind me. Silence.
The darkness of the house closed upon me like the shutting of an eye, wrapping me up in a tight
black blanket of shadows. I remained standing in front of the door, too afraid to move as I
waited for my eyes to adjust. I took a deep breath before taking a step into the dark unknown. A
rather loud crunch made my ear twitch as my foot met the floor. I wanted to look down to see
what it was but a small voice in the back of my head told me not to, to just keep moving forward.
A stick maybe? My curiosity swallowed me up as I slowly lowered my gaze to the floor to see
what caused the noise, but the floor was pitch black. I lifted my head up quickly, taking some
more steps until the tip of my foot hit a hard surface. Steps? Yes, steps, and no matter how
many times that little voice told me not to go up them, my body refused to listen.
I lifted my foot to climb the first step, and then repeated this process until my foot hit the
floor of the upstairs. Pale moonlight leaked through two windows that sat on the other side of
the room, giving the room a ghostly appearance. In the corner of my eye I caught movement
coming from the darkest corner in the room. I froze, my heart dropped when I had noticed I
wasn’t the only one in the room anymore. I couldn’t quite make out what it was, but it was
crouching like a frog. Frozen in fear, I began to back away until my back hit what I knew was
the door, now shut. Slowly, I lifted my hand up from my side to give the doorknob a tug. It’s
locked! I jerked my head to the dark corner to keep an eye on the figure, it was gone. I still
didn’t feel alone, I couldn’t tell if it was just the feeling I got from this strange house or if I
actually wasn’t alone. I turned to face the door to try again at tugging it open, it worked! I
pulled the door open slowly, and crouching at the entrance was the thing.
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It stared up at me with blank eyes of death and it’s face was just a skull with a thin layer
of pale skin. My mouth dropped open in terror as if a shriek were about to escape from my
vocals but nothing came out. Suddenly, it stood, it was tall and scrawny and its bones creaked as
it moved. For some reason I couldn’t move my eyes from it’s lifeless black orbs; I couldn’t even
move away when it reached out and grabbed my wrist with its extended bony fingers.
Suddenly, it opened its mouth as if it were about to speak but instead of words, a loud deafening
shriek escaped from its mouth. I trembled in fear, my legs wobbly beneath me. I wanted to run
away; I wanted to just shrivel up and vanish from this terrible place, but I was stuck. No matter
how many times I told myself to jerk away and run, I couldn’t urge myself to move, my eyes
were stuck on its own. Its soulless orbs burnt into mine and I couldn’t turn away.
Let go of me! I finally screamed as I tried to jerk away from its grip, but it was too strong.
I was no match for this creature. I looked at it again, not ready to admit to defeat, but I was
surprised when it let go of me. I quickly stumbled past it, my legs still shaky in fear; I knew it
was watching me. I rushed down the stairs, and pushed open the door. Darkness. Everything
that existed before was gone, and it all disappeared into darkness; swallowed up whole by my
worst fear. I fell to my knees, hugging myself as my eyes searched for any sign of light; I closed
them. Suddenly, I heard my name being called in a whisper, just one voice. Then that one voice
turned into what sounded like a million voices. I screamed, putting my hands over my ears to
block out the sounds but it was no use.
I woke up, sitting up quickly as I gasped for breath. I was drenched head to toe in sweat,
but somehow I still shivered to the air as it brushed up against my flesh. My room was quiet, and
the drapes shielded the sun’s light from leaking in. The light. I ripped myself from the sheet’s
grasp and rushed over to the curtains to jerk them open. The light filled my room, ridding my
room of darkness. I stared out the window for a few seconds, and the house that sat in front of
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mine was oddly familiar. It sent a chill climbing down my spine; those windows, those wooden
doors, that horrific paint job. It all matched up to that of my nightmare. No one has lived in that
house for centuries, and I’ve never paid attention to it until now. I felt like the house was
watching me, maybe not the house itself, but the creature in it. Everywhere I went, everything I
did; it was watching.
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Honorable Mention – Willow Wheatley
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

To Hope or to Die

October 12, 1861
6 months this war has gone on. We trekked through the summer when the heat looped around our
necks and choked us like a boa constrictor into fall when the leaves drifted down onto our
shoulders, pushing us deep into the cold ground. Everyone wants to go home. I miss my wife and
children, our house and the life we built for ourselves. I was just a normal man before all of this.
I lived just outside of New York and worked as a textile worker. No one has a perfect life, but
ours was nearly there. Now, by the grace of forces unbeknownst to me, I have been forced into
battle and molded into a soldier. I’m told that I must fight, that I must be ruthless, and that we
must win above all else. “For the nation!” In these short 6 months I have seen things no man
should see. And for what? What is the price? Things have changed and they continue to change.
They have ripped off the blanket and with it the comfort of a routine, leaving us out in the cold
so that our lungs may freeze. As I shiver and as I shake, I painfully wonder; will things ever be
the same?
May 10, 1863
Battle after battle. The vision of all that blood seems to have stained my pupils. It makes the bile
rise from my guts to think about the battles passed. How many times have I walked from a battle
with another man’s blood coating my trembling hands? How many more times will I? And how
many times has my blood stained another man’s hands? It’s the uncertainty that leaves me
fighting to sleep at night. Will I return home? Or will I slip into death’s cold embrace before I get
the chance? Which is worse? Is it better to hope for the past or delve into the unknown of the
future?
For now, I will hope. Sometimes I find myself longing for the life I used to live. But the fabric of
my past fades with each passing day and sometimes I find it hard to recall the sweet sound of my
wife’s voice, making me wonder; is it better to just die?
June 25, 1865
My money for a train ride home just arrived. That is a strange thought - home. It does not seem
quite real yet. We have won the war. There was no celebration and, still, nothing feels right. I
still go to bed every night only for the ghosts of past battles to ravage my unconscious mind.
Some nights it feels as if I am reliving them. The hands of the men I killed scratch and claw at
the back of my eyes making it impossible to get any rest. They twist and tug on the frayed ends
of my tired mind, taking their revenge on my sanity. I do not feel like I’m all there in the head.
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Later after layer of my being was peeled away with every wound I received, every death I
witnessed, and every life I took until all that was left of me were bones lying in the dirt.
Along with the money for my train fare came a letter from my eldest son, succinctly stating,
“Momma has passed. Pneumonia.” I fear that this empty feeling will never subside. I fear I will
never be the same. I find myself endlessly wondering if it was worth it - becoming the man I am
now. All the lost parts of myself, death and killing. My sons have grown, my wife has died, and
now as I try, I cannot recall her face. I do not know if I will ever come to a conclusion. The only
certainty I possess is that my train leaves at 9 o’clock in the morning and I have a home and the
illusion of a life I used to live waiting on me.
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Emily Lane
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School
Soulmates
I lay in bed staring up at the stars cast on the ceiling by my night light. I was in a numb
state, unable to figure out what I was feeling. Sadness? Anger? Loneliness? I began to wonder
how I could see my life without Brennan now. We were together for so long, he was the first
person I’d ever been in love with. How could I just let that go? We were always there for each
other, no matter what, through thick and thin. The only thing I was certain of is that I was
crushed and I didn’t know how to put myself back together again.
Amid my self-pity I carried myself to the freezer where my roommate, Mia, and I kept
the emergency stash of ice cream. I sat down with my bowl of Moose Tracks on our cozy, grey
couch and wrapped the plush blanket around my shoulders, my dog, Isla snuggled up to me. I
browsed every movie in the comedy category on Netflix, hoping something could cheer me up,
even just a little. I needed to distract myself with anything I could find to keep my focus off of
what happened. Every time I began to think about it, I started tearing up, and before I knew it I
would be sobbing on the floor.
I remembered his dreaded words that pierced through me before he left, “I don’t love you
anymore, Kate!” I could still hear the slamming of the door echoing in my ears. I felt my heart
sink and the lump in my throat started to form. My vision started to blur from the tears filling my
eyes as I listened to the faint melodies in the background of the movie. I closed them and felt the
radiating heat slowly make its way down my cheeks. What about all the memories that we had
together, or all the plans we had for the future? Did it all mean nothing to him? I reminisced
about all the times I felt like I was on cloud nine.
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I eventually fell asleep that night watching “The Notebook.” Admittedly I had been
searching for hope, that maybe Brennan and I are just like Noah and Allie, soulmates, just on a
break. I woke up that morning and my thoughts came flooding back. I was afraid I would never
get the answers that I desired more than anything. How could he just leave? I didn’t understand
what happened, why didn’t he love me anymore? I needed closure. With my hair amess, dark
circles under my eyes, and mascara down to my cheek, I sluggishly carried myself to the
bathroom. I looked in the mirror, and although I couldn’t bear what stood staring back at me, I
didn’t care how I looked.
I finally dragged myself to my sunlit room and sat myself on my bed. I didn’t have any
plans for today, but now it just seemed bleak. I had no idea what to do with myself. I glanced to
my desk beside my bed and stared at the framed picture of Brennan and I together. He had
handmade the frame for me and given it to me for our first anniversary. I ran my thumb over the
smooth wood and the textured engravings and remembered how in love we were when it was
taken along with the amazing date we had. We had gone to the most expensive restaurant in town
and then walked around town making up hilarious backstories behind the rundown buildings. I
came back to reality and turned over the picture. It reminded me that I should probably return his
belongings, and that meant seeing him again. My heart fluttered at the thought of it and dread
came over me. I wasn’t in a state to see him anytime soon. I desperately needed to heal first.
A few days turned into weeks and I began to feel better and less like a mess. I was trying
to use my time being single to branch out as a person. I had also been in a fit of self care, so
accordingly, I had been making constant trips to my local coffee shop, The Grind. Like the last
three trips in a matter of four days, I walked into the coffee shop and ordered my usual hot
chocolate and peppermint cake pop. I sat down and went through my notifications on my phone
while waiting for my order. A few minutes later I walked back to the counter to pick up my food
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and thanked the baristas. As I was talking to the barista that had become ever so familiar with my
face, I turned around and immediately bumped into a tall man, he bent down to pick up my hot
chocolate, but I couldn’t see his face. He was wearing a form-fitting red V-neck that I swore I’ve
seen before... “I’m so sorry!” he said in a deep voice. I began to say it was all alright, but as the
words started to come out, he stood back up and looked at me with surprise. I froze and his eyes
pierced right through me. It was Brennan. Neither of us spoke for several seconds, we just
looked at each other, seemingly knowing what the other was thinking. I finally regained my
breath and I turned around and quickly walked out the door and to my car. I heard his voice
calling out to me and I wanted to acknowledge it but I didn’t know what to say. My heart raced
as I got in my car, I glanced back at him now walking with a skip in his step, the sight looked
like a scene from a movie.
I tried to start my car but the battery was dead. Only me. This would only happen to me. I
gave up and dropped my head on my steering wheel and waited for the inevitable to come
knocking on my window. A few seconds later I saw a faint shadow approach through the glass.
A moment passed by before the knocking started. I hesitantly looked up and met his eyes. He
stared at me blankly before motioning for me to open my door. Again I hesitated, but I had spent
enough time with him to know he wasn’t one to give up easily. I could tell that he had a million
thoughts rushing through his mind and he was trying to figure out which one to pick. He
eventually asked me to take a walk with him to the park that was across the street. “I need to
explain so much to you Kate,” he said. Naturally, most girls my age would just assume he was
trying to crawl back, but he seemed genuinely adamant about talking to me. Not to mention I
didn’t have a ride home at that moment.
We walked through the park a little ways and sat down on a bench where he told me
things I never thought I would have to listen to him say. He let out everything about being
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diagnosed with cancer to running after me earlier. “When I found out about the disease, my heart
sank, the doctor told me I only had months left. I had no idea how to handle news that big or how
it would affect my relationship with you. I knew that once you found out, you would drop
everything and put your life on pause because I know how selfless you are. How could I live
with myself if I let you do that? I especially didn’t want us to grow more attached to just lose me
whenever it was my time. I could never be that selfish or hurt you like that…Kate, I know this is
a lot and all of a sudden, but I promise it’s all the truth…”
I took a long, deep breath and finally mustered up the courage to ask him the things I
thought would never be answered. “Why didn’t you just tell me all this instead of saying you
don’t love me anymore,” I asked. “Were you just trying to find a reason to call it quits with me
so it would be easier for you? Did you even stop to think about how ending it the way you did
would affect me?” My interrogation went on, and when I finally gave him the time to answer, he
hesitated as if he was ashamed, “I didn’t want you to hang on to something that wasn’t
guaranteed.”
I sat there for a moment trying to process what emotions I was feeling now. He carried
on, “I’m so sorry I lied to you Kate. If I could redo everything differently I would. I do love you.
I never stopped.” After the apology, he said that he wanted to tell me a few weeks ago when he
found out he was cured from the miracle of the many treatments he’s gone through, but he didn’t
think I would want anything to do with him by then. Admittedly, it took some time for me to get
over the initial shock that came over me. I told him I needed time alone to think everything over.
Understanding, he agreed and respected my wishes. I got up off the cold bench and started
walking away.
My mind was consumed by thoughts of what he said. I couldn’t shake the feeling that he
was being genuine and honest. The only thing that made me shift my focus was the cold shiver
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than ran down my spine from snowflakes landing in my coat. It reminded me that I had no way
home at the moment. I reluctantly stopped in my tracks and turned around to walk back to the
bench. As I approached, Brennan stood up with a glimmer of hope radiating from his eyes.
“Don’t get your hopes up, I just need you to jumpstart my car because it’s dead,” I said with a
sassy, frustrated tone. Hope dulled in his eyes a bit, but he kindly came to my aid regardless.
As we walked back to the cafe, the tension rose with every step. The only sounds
came from our boots hitting the cold, slippery pavement. I caught him casting a few dejected
glances my way, but I would freeze to death before I was in a mood to return them. After what
seemed like an hour that had been frozen in time, we finally reached the cafe and he helped me
with my car. As soon as we got it running, I eagerly thanked him and headed home.
The first thing I did when I swung open the front door was eat. I am, after all, a notorious
stress eater in my family. As if in a bling rage, I raided the pantry for anything and everything
chocolate. I had so many emotions that flooded together that I couldn’t sort through them. I
decided to ease my mind by watching some of my favorite comedians. Yet, no matter how much
I laughed, my mind kept wandering about the uncertainty. I kept asking myself if I should even
consider giving Brennan another chance.
After several days of dwelling on the subject and trying to make the wise decision, I
finally came to the verdict that everyone makes mistakes, including me eating all that chocolate.
Nevertheless, I decided that after all we had been through together, I should have enough
understanding to give it another chance.
A couple weeks sluggishly passed by and I finally was on winter break for schoolhallelujah! Now I could take my mind off school for a little while and worry about my social life.
I was finally able to be with my close friends and family that I was ecstatic to see. When I got
together with them, I told them all about what had been going on in my life thus far, including
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the whole Brennan thing. They had all met him several times prior and agreed that I should try
again at the relationship. They told me that sometimes people just need a break to let themselves
grow as individuals, and when you come back, you’ll be stronger together. I took what they said
to heart and made my next move the following morning.
As a first step back, I invited him to go out with my friends and I to brunch to and he
happily accepted. After a few weeks of taking things at a steady pace, things began to feel as
they once did and started to move in a positive direction. We began to fall back in love and we
had never been stronger or happier. In the months that followed, Brennan and I took a trip to
Europe where he proposed on the last night we were in Italy in front of a beautifully lit fountain
surrounded by flowers native to the country. I said yes.
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Molly Nichols
Andrea Ferraro -- Cherokee High School

Then Came Silence

The apocalypse began on a Friday night in September, just after the big homecoming
game. The Goldenview Bulldogs had won for the first time in seven years. It was a night to be
remembered for several reasons.

The sky started falling at 11:23. Stars left their standing position among the cosmos and
plummeted toward Earth. Constellations were blazing toward the football field and leaving
craters the size of Godzilla.
The rampage was instant. People who hadn’t already left the stands trampled each other
to escape the chaos. Goldenview’s star quarterback was dead, lying out by the fieldhouse. The
stadium lights shone bright on the carnage of the cheerleaders who were dropped by the hands
holding them in the air during their stunt, landing with snapped necks.
Seventeen-year-old Cassandra Cherelle was unbothered. The Revelation was something
that she had been dreaming about for years. The young prophetess stood lazily by the concession
stand, drinking a cherry cola as the rampage ran past her toward the parking lot. She wondered
when Michael along with the rest of the archangels would show up, swords blazing. She had
seen it happen several times with closed eyes, and that had dulled the effectiveness of the
reckoning on her psyche.
Once the stadium had finally emptied of everyone who was still living, Cassandra
delicately walked down the stands, toward the field. Lifting her eyes up to the sky, she watched
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as a few more stars winked out and began to fall farther off in the distance. It was a sight to be
seen as the prophetess stood dressed in white in the middle of the grass as the world crumbled
around her.
“I figured you’d be with the other prophets right about now,” a male voice spoke up from
behind her.
Cassandra turned to see Goldenview’s quarterback standing there with a small smile on
his face.
“I just couldn’t stand to miss all the excitement, I guess,” she sighed, turning back, “I’ve
always wondered what it would be like in person.”
The quarterback stepped up next to her as she viewed the scene, quirking his head to the
side. “You’re particularly interested in the sixth seal then?”
“The sky is falling. Of course I’m interested in it,” she folded her arms around herself, “I
never wanted to really think about the first five. The antichrist is a pain, the horsemen are
creepy, and the death of all who are faithful is horrifying to think about. At least this one’s
bearable.”
Silence engulfed them both as the stars continued to shift and tumble. The moon couldn’t
be seen any longer and the wind was steadily picking up speed.
The boy next to her let out a heavy sigh through the silence between them, “Most people
would argue otherwise,” he stated shoving his heavy helmet off.
“Most people didn’t believe that it would happen in the first place.”
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“The four horsemen rode down upon the Earth three years ago and still nobody
acknowledged it until this,” the young man shook his head, “Humans are so strange.”
“I tried to warn them,” she mused, “Ever since I was eight and understood what was
happening and what my role in life was. They just never listened.”
“People like to pretend that everything is ok, even when it's not,” remarked the supposed
teenager next to her, “Divinity makes people uncomfortable and a large percentage choose to
ignore it these days.”
She looked up into the boy’s golden eyes as he watched the slow dissolution of the world
around them. “What are you doing here anyway? Aren’t you supposed to be delivering God’s
messages or something?”
“Actually, that’s what I’m currently doing. The seventh seal will soon be broken, it’s
time for the redeemed to be collected, and that includes you,” he said sternly.
The distant battle cries of angels mixed with the blare of police sirens. In the background,
Cassandra could make out the sound of voices singing ‘holy, holy, holy.’ She fixed the
archangel next to her with a look, “The seraphim are singing.”
“That doesn’t mean the time is any less nigh,” he sighed, ruffling the hair on his head.
“Why are you in Sawyer Fox’s body anyway? I imagined the all-powerful archangel
Gabriel to be wearing a golden robe and carrying a gilded harp. Definitely not as a sweaty
teenager with shoulder pads, ” she scrutinized him.
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“Just didn’t want to burn your eyes out of their sockets when you saw me. I tend to be
surrounded by heavenly fire in these types of situations,” he crossed his arms over his chest as
he quickly glanced back to the sky, “Sawyer’s already up there with the big guy. Where you
should also currently be.”
“I’m getting there,” she waved him off, “Just give me a few more seconds to gather
myself.”
“The end of times has been going on for three and a half years,” Gabriel deadpanned,
eyes flickering and boring into hers, “It’s time to go home.”
“Can I watch one more star fall first?” she requested, hopefully.
The archangel fixed her with a pointed look.
“Ok, ok, I’m going,” Cassandra turned, walking back toward the stands. She knew that it
was time. The visions had been appearing to her for the better portion of her life, but it still
seemed like a fresh concept in her mind. Heaven was one of the few things about her future that
God hadn’t shown to her. To someone who was used to knowing exactly what was going to
happen in the coming years, the unknown was particularly scary.
Her legs shook slightly as she made her way back up to the concession stand. A warm
hand landed on her shoulder as she walked up through the stands.
“You’re going to love it,” Gabriel promised, “God’s plan, remember?”
She knew this. Everything was happening suddenly to the world, but it had truly been
written down and arranged for the past few billion years. For the lack of better words, the whole
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thing was ineffable. Even the Book of Revelation couldn’t describe how it would feel to be here
at this moment.
Walking past the concession stand, Cassandra could see that the bottled spring water had
turned a deep shade of red behind the glass of the cooler. She had known that that would happen
too.
Nearing the gates of the stadium, she could see that the door to the ticket booth was
glowing. This was it, the final leg of the race.
“Hey,” Gabriel said as she faltered in her steps, “I’ve got other places to be you know.
You’re not the only person that God needs to talk to, and I’m the messenger.”
Cassandra nodded as she inched forward. Excitement filled her, starting at the tips of her
fingers and buzzing its way through her body. Tears filled her eyes as she heard the singing
behind the door grow louder.
“You won’t believe how many people are waiting for you through that gateway,” Gabriel
mentioned, nodding his head toward the bright light.
She relaxed slightly as he smiled at her. “So… streets of gold?”
“And gates of pearl,” Gabriel affirmed.
“Sounds exciting.”
Gabriel moved forward to grab the door handle, and Cassandra took one more quick
glance around at everything. The stadium lights were flickering on and off as thunder boomed in
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the now empty sky. The grass on the field, once green and lush, was now decayed and bare. The
concrete surrounding them was beginning to crumble, cracks driving their way through the
stone.
“The end of times, huh?” she chuckled humorlessly, trying to make light of the situation.
“Just in this realm,” he responded, beckoning her to come forward.
She complied, her movements more confident as she stood with her head held high, in
front of this make-shift gate to Heaven.
“Cassandra Cherelle, beloved, unheeded prophetess of God, are you ready to step into
the holy domain of heaven?” The youth of the boyish figure standing in front of her seemed to
almost wash away with an air of authority schooling his features.
“As I’ll ever be,” she responded as he opened the door and she took her first steps into
the light, away from the darkening world behind her that had suddenly gone silent.
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Gracie Anderson
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School
Come Together
It was August of 2014. School had just started back. I was entering the sixth grade. My
worries basically consisted of who I would sit with during lunch and what I was watching on the
television when I got home. Only this time when I came home after school to watch television, I
witnessed something morbid and eye opening on the news. James Foley, an American journalist,
was abducted two years earlier. However, I didn’t know that. Two years before, I was graduating
elementary school and none of this really mattered.
James Foley was in Syria for work and was abducted by ISIS. I watched the video being
played on the news. Foley kneeled down in this hot, deserted area. They then said it was in the
Middle East. This other man, wearing all black, was saying stuff that I didn’t really understand.
As I worry about this stuff anyways, my heart raced faster than ever before. It raced even more
than on a summer night full of running around the backyard and playing with my dog, Max. I
had never felt so unsafe in my life, even sitting in my own home. Little did I know, this fear
would never be contained.
Apparently moments after this video, he was beheaded. The members of this terrorist
organization injected a fear inside of me that went to a whole new extreme. My parents didn’t
seem to really care. To them, this event was just another bad thing happening in the world. Sure,
they felt bad for the poor guy, but they certainly did not show fear. Maybe they just stayed strong
to keep my little brother and I from panicking. The point from it all was that an American citizen
was killed by this terrorist organization. I knew this wouldn’t be the last of it. Only if at the time,
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I knew that similar acts of terrorism were being committed in the U.S., I would have most
definitely lost my sanity.
This YouTube video going around of James Foley was a wake up call to me, even at the
age of eleven. On this day I realized our world was changing, and I realized it had been changing
for a while now. I was only oblivious to this change until this video surfaced. I had so many
unanswered questions. I had so many dark thoughts sitting on my mind, and I really couldn’t let
them go. I could see myself, my family, and others being harmed for reasons that I could not
begin to comprehend.
Later on, I decided I wanted to learn more about James Foley. Even though I had never
even heard his name before or didn’t know him personally, I still felt so much grief for him.
‘Why him?’ I asked myself. I thought about his family and friends and how bad they were
hurting. But then that’s when I realized something. It was not just him, this was happening to so
many different journalists/reporters. So many people that felt forgotten to me. These terrible
members holding weapons constantly taunted me in my imagination, but they seemed so real. I
was completely convinced that they would come for me next. Sure my imagination definitely
exaggerated the situation, but it was still happening to people out there, even if it wasn’t anyone I
knew personally.
That night, my mom tucked me into bed and kissed my forehead. We said our prayers,
and this time I included James and all of the other overlooked victims. After she left and as I had
just started to drift off to sleep, I grew paranoid. For the next couple of weeks, I would have
nightmares. There was a constant fear that hung over me. I finally told my mom about these
nightmares, and how that video from the news really shook me up.
Maybe this was more of a blessing than a curse, but I had gotten sick. Nothing too
serious. So my mom took me to the doctor. We sat in the cold examination room, I got a bad
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feeling immediately. Still, my head was filled with dark thoughts about terrorism in general. I
thought about what would happen if that building was attacked in that very moment. I thought
about things like this all of the time. However, my thoughts were cut off by the doctor walking
into the room. He greeted my mom and I, and of course she explained to him about my
congested nose and other symptoms. About 20 minutes passed by, he ran some tests and came to
the conclusion that I had a sinus infection. Before we left, he asked the both of us if there was
anything else we needed. I shook my head as my mom began to say something. “Actually yes.
She has been really scared of all of this ISIS stuff going on lately. It really is affecting her in a
negative way.”
My heart stopped, it really felt weird to hear someone say that out loud. Don’t get me
wrong, she was right. But I didn’t really want anyone else to know about this. “Well just look at
it this way, there is nothing we can do about this. It’s out of our control, we have to let others
take care of this.” Even as an eleven year old, I was very unsatisfied with his answer. It didn’t
help me at all to hear this, even coming from a doctor. He recommended I didn’t watch the news
anymore. Maybe my doctor was right about all of this, but I knew at that point these brutal things
couldn’t keep happening to innocent people.
That night I went home and thought all of this over, which is quite a load for an eleven
year old girl. I laid on my bed organizing my thoughts just trying to put them together like puzzle
pieces. I felt deep sadness and terror inside of me. I wanted this to be over. I wanted peace.
However, I realized an eleven year old girl from a small town couldn’t fight this on her own.
That’s when I realized we have to come together despite our differences if we really want this to
stop.
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Kayla Cook
Amber Hipshire -- Cherokee High School

No Lookin' Back
Stepping off the train, luggage slung over one shoulder, he instinctively reaches to tilt his
hat down low. Except he’s not wearing a hat, and ends up jerkingly changing the motion to make
it appear as though he meant to run his fingers through his hair.
The sun’s colder here than at home. Home had been where the sun browned skin and
made clothing an oven, where even the middle of winter was as hot as the stones lining a fire pit.
Here the sun is hidden by gray clouds; dark and promising rain. The chill of fall fog making
breath visible. Home was also where things tended to crash and burn around you.
The train whistle blows as passengers shuffle past him in every direction. People are
shouting over each other; the clock over the train station chiming. Someone carelessly knocks
into his shoulder. A baby starts squalling nearby. The back of his skull throbs. Charlie had been
yelling about Pinkertons. He could hear the hoofbeats of horses nearing, his finger twitched on
the trigger. They had to find a way out of here and fa- That’s the past.
The station was clearing out around him. People hurrying to get into town; others
hurrying to get on the leaving train. Andres had nodded at the people around them, “Rushing
and running, never stop to take in their surroundings. Won’t notice a thing.”
He clears his throat, adjusts his pack, and makes his way towards the clerk. His boots
thunk against the wood. He catches himself furtively listening for the jingle that would
accompany Andres’ every step. He nods to the clerk, “Mornin’.”
“Good morning, sir.” The clerk’s gaze is wary, looking over his dust covered clothes and
the satchel hanging obtrusively over his shoulder, “Anything I can help you with Mister...”
“Williams. Anthony Williams.”
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“Anything I can help you with Mister Williams?”
“There wouldn't happen to be any mail come in for me?”
The clerk hums, checks his boxes, and turns back empty handed, “Don’t believe so, sir.
Should I keep an eye out?”
“If one of us don’t make it and somehow ain’t dead, we send a letter. Okay?” Charlie
had said.
“What about for James Thompson?”
The man raises an apprehensive eyebrow but reels to search again, turning back still
empty handed and even more skeptical than before. He can only nod at the clerk, cursing to
himself as he does. There goes the last of his hope.
He left the station, stepping out into a clamorous city; the streets full of people trying to
get from place to place. Always in a hurry to get nowhere important. Some man is yelling at his
missus. A young lady is bellowing after a fleeing child. Three men are carefully guiding their
horses through the crowd. “Act like you’re supposed to be here and nobody will notice you
ain’t.” Glen had taught them.
A little kid comes running around the corner. A horse squeals. There's confused shouting.
There’s a dull ache at the back of his head. Calliope fell to a stray bullet. All he heard was her
horrid scream before he was tumbling off the saddle. He landed hard on his back, the breath
leaving him. Calliope was huffing and whinnying, and he automatically reached for her. She
stared up at him with wide, terrified eyes. He heard Andres shout for him to get the h- The past.
He waves down a woman rushing past him, “‘scuse me Miss.”
She turns to him, “Mornin’.”
“Do you know where the stables are?”
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The woman points down the street they were on to where he could see a large barn, not
four buildings down the road from where he stood, where horses were being led in and out.
“Oh.” He rubs the back of his neck, “I feel awful dumb now, thank ya.”
She smiles, “Have a good day.”
“You too.” He adjusts his pack and makes his way down the road to the stables. Inside a
man was brushing down a painted mare, stopping to turn when his shadow fell across the barn.
Raising an eyebrow the man turns back to finish brushing the mare, and he takes that as an
invitation to step in.
His head hurts. Inside the stables is warm. The comforting smell of hay and horse and
dust still lingered, even after who knows how long of disuse. Light filtered in from holes in the
roof, landing on old boards and large cobwebs. But it was dry and would have worked as a place
to spend the night, if he hadn’t heard the echoing thud thud thud of boots in the loft.
The past stays in the past.
The space is filled with the quiet sounds of knickering and shuffling from the horses.
Lamps lit the area in a warm yellow glow, softening the shadows in the corners.
The man finishes his job and turns, wiping his hands off on his overalls, “What can I do
for you?”
“I’m lookin’ to buy a horse.”
The man jabs a thumb at the stable in the corner, “Fifteen dollars for that one if you can
get her out of here.”
He leans to look past the man, watches the blue roan stomp her hooves, “Deal.”
They shake on it, he hands over the money, and the man hands over a rope.
“Thank you.” He is left to approach the mustang by himself. She turns to meet his eyes
when he was still a good ways away. Snorting and stomping her hoof at him.
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He smiles, begins making the rope into a lasso, “Hey there.”
Thomas snarls, “I’m the one in charge here, boy. Don’t you forget that.”
The sun has climbed high into the sky by the time he gains the mustang’s trust enough to
ride her, both of them having been worked into a sweat. He whispers praises to her while he pats
down her flank, letting her circle in her stable.
“Well I’ll be-” The stable owner clears his throat, “Here, let me give you this.” Pulls a
saddle and tack off the wall behind him, “For takin’ her off my hands.”
It only takes moments for him to get the tack on her, then she’s prancing in the open
walkway of the stables, inching towards the open doors.
“I assume you’ll be on your way now?” The stable owner asks.
He reaches up to tilt a missing hat, once again running his fingers through his hair,
“Looks like it. Have a nice evenin’.”
He tugs the reins, taps her side with a boot, and she turns smoothly. He starts up a trot to
take them out of the town, waiting until he can no longer see the buildings before he taps his
boots against her sides again. Grinning he leans forward, “Giddy up girl!”
She whinnies, throwing herself into a gallop, and they race the sun across the
countryside. They follow worn dirt paths that take them through groves of trees and past rapid
waters. She works herself until her mouth is frothing, sides heaving, chasing the last rays of the
sun.
“This gang is falling apart around us, James! If we don’t get out soon there ain’t gonna
be any of us left!” He turns to leave but is caught by the arm, jerked back around to meet
desperate eyes. “Is this worth dyin’ for James? Is it really?”
It’s when the sun is no longer in the sky that he slows her back into a trot, murmuring
reassurances to her while he pats her flank. In the distance he can just see the lights of a
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farmstead. The fence comes looming out of the darkness, greeting them with a towering arch that
has a horseshoe nailed to it. Shoe pointing up to catch and hold luck. An old superstition
hovering in the back of his mind.
“You gotta promise me. Promise me that if one of us doesn’t show by the hour, the other
one leaves. No lookin’ back.” Charlie had begged.
“That’s n-” He didn’t want to, but, “Alright, yeah, I promise.”
They follow the dirt path up to the house, where the door swings open to frame the
silhouette of a man, the shape of a rifle resting against his shoulder, both outlined by the light
pouring onto the porch from inside. He can’t see it, but he feels the man scrutinizing him. Knows
he must look a sight, dusty and rumpled. The man asks, voice gravelly, “What can I do for ya?”
He goes to tip his hat, just barely stops himself, “Lookin’ for work, sir. And a place to
stay.”
The man sighs, glances to somewhere in the house, “Go put your horse in the stable, boy.
Then come on inside, we just sat down to eat supper.”
“Thank you, sir.” He turns the mustang, looks up at the night sky as they trot towards the
stable. The stars are as cold and beautiful as ever, never changing. They remind him of the nights
they would all sleep under the stars, embers of a fire dying in the middle of their loose circle, the
murmur of quiet conversation between them.
He gets off the mustang, goes through the motions of taking off her tack and brushing her
down. He can barely concentrate for the pounding of his head.
Their laughter, hooting and hollering, horsing around on the days they had nothing to
do. His first fishing lesson, Thomas taking him and Andres out on the lake just to laugh at their
fumbling for hours. Glen teaching Charlie how to read and write and having to listen to the boy
whine and complain the whole time. The rush of adrenaline after a successful job. Them all
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gathered around a campfire while Andres and Thomas told stories of the first years of the gang,
when it was just them and Glen.
Glen dying and Thomas losing a part of himself along with his closest friend. More and
more dangerous heist with less payout. Andres pulling him on Lady after Calliope fell, only to be
shot off his saddle moments later. Charlie catching him on his way back to camp, shaking some
sense into him. That final heist, the last straw. Charlie not showing up at the train station. The
clock chiming the next hour.
Now it was just him and Thomas left. Thomas, the man he’d called a father, and the man
who destroyed his family. James prays they never met again, all he has left to give the man is a
bullet. Hell, he still missed them, though.
When he is done brushing her down, the mustang lets him pull her so they are standing
forehead to forehead. He sighs, stroking the bridge of her nose. She snorts, eyes staring back at
his.
“This is a new start, girl… For both of us.”
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Emily Lane
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School
Pompeii’s End
I awoke to the sound of birds singing their lovely melodies in the cypress trees outside
my house. Hesitantly, I rose from my bed made of feathers and a woolen blanket to observe the
clouds that were beautifully wisped across the sky like a peacock’s feathers. As I came to my
stone window, I could feel a light, fresh breeze blowing in from the coast that tousled my hair
into tangles and filled the air. I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath to appreciate the
glorious day that the gods were so gracious to bestow upon the city. As I let out a long exhale, I
looked below my window and saw a couple of my closest friends walking along the paved street
in the distance. I shouted to grab their attention. They smiled back and approached my house as
they waved for me to join them on their way to the marketplace. I hastily made my way down the
many steps to meet with them.
First came Marcus, the tall, muscular man with light hair that was straighter than straw.
He came to me with open arms and held me in an embrace so tight it felt as if I hadn’t seen him
in ages, which was probably accurate. He had gone on a long journey to find work in a less
chaotic city and only returned a short time ago. I then turned to Cassia, his female counterpart,
who walked from place to place with dark curly hair and rays of purple flowing from her sheer
linens. I’ve held a close bond to her since I was small, especially considering her father died in
the arms of my own in the Great Revolt of the Jews years ago. In light of the connection we hold,
we’ve weathered many storms together. She gave me her warmest smile and inquired on how I
was faring. I told her that my family had been well in all aspects and that my sister, Aelia, is with
child and will bare it soon. They both joyously exclaimed that they couldn’t wait to meet the
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babe. Marcus went on to offer his services to teach the child that he obviously hoped would be a
boy fighting techniques and how to draw a sword. Cassia interrupted his daydreaming to pipe up
to tell us that we need to make our way to the marketplace before all the fresh fruit is gone. After
agreeing with her, I called for the house servant, Octavia, to tell her of my whereabouts in case
anything were to arise in the household of my concern. Then Marcus, Cassia, and myself headed
for the heart of the crowded streets of Pompeii.
As we drew nearer, I smelled the sweet aroma of succulent fruit that had been freshly
harvested. Upon reaching the streets, there were many local animals, as well as some exotic
species that I’ve never even heard of. The sounds of beasts, carts, and children’s screams of
delight mixed in with the abundance of chatter coming from the vendors trying to make a sale,
whether it was food, pottery, tools, or livestock. The marketplace was an intriguing aspect of life
in my opinion. Many different social classes came together, it wasn’t a common sight outside of
the tall, arches and white columns that surrounded the gathering place.
We strolled down the stone streets, spying for the best fruits available. We soon found, a
man dressed in a toga that was as greener than a fertile field selling woven baskets full of
cherries, figs, and pears. As we approached the stand with our dazzlement, the ground started
shaking and the sound of columns cracking echoed through the streets. The intensity of the
shaking faded in and out as dust clouded around people, making it impossible to see. A lady
shrieked as she pointed to the sky. I quickly turned and saw a fast rising pillar of dark smoke
coming from the nearby mountain while the intensity grew stronger once again. I was frozen in
shock until I suddenly felt a warm hand wrap around my arm-Cassia.
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We started running through the chaos of screams as stones started falling from buildings
and crashing to the ground below. I looked behind to see if Marcus was following, but I couldn’t
see much further than the woman and her small children right behind us. I shouted at Cassia to
tell her that Marcus was lost but horrific screams and loud collisions filled the city. Flaming
rocks flew like phoenixes and demolished everything in sight. As we ran faster through the dust
and ash, I was exhausted and pain pulsed through my body with every beat of my heart. Cassia
turned around while still pulling my arm and shouted that we were almost to the port.
After what seemed like a lifetime, we eventually arrived at the coast and saw boats
flooding with people. I, along with Cassia, and several others boarded a merchant ship that was
in the port as a means to escape. The vessel was quickly overcrowded with an assortment of
people and set out to the sea. While many believed we were saved from the violence of the
destruction, I felt uneasy about the events that had flashed before me. I hadn’t had a chance to
say goodbye to my family, to Marcus, or anyone. Cassia saw my eyes welling up with despair
and tried comforting me and telling me the only thing that matters is that we escaped in one
piece. As the ship gained speed and distance from the shores of the city, I finally started to feel a
bit relieved.
Suddenly, I heard people crying out again, I caught sight of an enormous rock soaring
through the darkened sky. Those aboard either ran for cover, or watched in anticipation as their
hope was lost and destroyed in a loud, fiery smash. As the flaming rock disintegrated the main
sails, other parts of the deck had given in along with the starboard side of the ship. People caught
on fire and let out blood-curdling screams. Shouts of men, screaming and weeping of women and
children rang over the deep rumbling, violent crashes, crumbling buildings, and ash that covered
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the city. The vessel slowly began to sink and fear consumed me like I was struck with one of
Jupiter’s lightning bolts. Amidst my own panic, I witnessed many dropping to their knees in
merciful pleads to the gods, others were jumping overboard to try to escape the raging flames.
The mighty roar of Neptune’s sea colliding with the even louder destructive path of the stones
overtook me and caused me to lose any glimmer of hope of life I once had. I looked to the sky
and saw more fiery boulders racing toward the ship. Cassia and I stood together in a final
embrace, trading sorrowful glances at one another. As our death approached with rapid speed,
we only had each other left and we watched as our last moment met a violent end-CRASH!
Everything went dark and I felt my body fly into the sky. It was a terrifying, yet freeing
sensation, but it only lasted an instant. I was freed only to be captured by the water. How cruel, I
thought to myself. I fly like the most beautiful bird in the sky, but I am cut off from anymore
daydreaming by the cold, harsh waters of this world. Deeper and deeper I sank, just as the ship
did. The muffled screams and dark shadows blurred together as I forever lost my consciousness.
The darkness grew ever darker as I drifted from my own world.
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Jaedyn Johnson
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School
Auschwitz
I lived on the countryside of Poland, where the grass grew green and gorgeous rolling
hills could be seen from anywhere you stood. This place was home, and it was far away from any
sort of violence...or at least I thought.
I housed with my mother and my younger sister, Lea. Father was off fighting the war
against the Nazis, and none of us have heard from him since he’s left, which has been months
now. I knew mother was worried and I could tell she missed him to pieces, as we all did. I
missed the stories he’d tell at the dinner table. He used to tell about the great Winged Hussars
cavalry charging against the Ottoman’s. Now, without father’s heroic stories, we all just sat in
silence at the dinner table, asking every once in a while if someone could pass the bread.
The very next day, I was off riding through mother nature’s lush green fields. I was riding
my father’s horse, a gorgeous black stallion that looked like it walked straight out of a painting. I
promised him I’d take care of his horse until he got home. After a while, dark gray clouds started
to roll in, which I used as a sign that I should return home. As I ventured back, I harkened a loud
scream, that of my sisters. I kicked at my horses sides, signaling him to speed up, and worry
started to settle in as I grew closer to home. I threw myself off of my horse as soon as I got there,
and burst through the front door. My breath was heavy and my cheeks were red from the cold
wind. I stumbled right into a trap.
There we three German soldiers inside, having themselves a feast. They were eating
supper mother had cooked for the three of us, my heart sank to my feet. I despised the Germans,
with every bone in my body. My father was out risking his life trying to prevent these fools from
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invading our country. However, I was afraid that the deed had already been done. Now, they
were at our door, stealing away whatever we had left. One of the men stood up and signaled for
the others to take me outside where they held my mother and Lea. Once they were all finished
with their feast, they had us watch as they burned our house to the ground, and all our memories
and what we had left of happiness went with it. The house had been in the family for generations,
and now it was nothing but a pile of ash.
After getting forced onto a train and having to stand the whole way to our destination, the
train stopped. The doors burst open and the uncomforting sounds of dogs barking and whips
cracking struck fear into my heart. The air smelled of meat, but it wasn’t a pleasing smell. The
Nazis rushed everyone off of the train, splitting up males from females and mothers got to stay
with their young children. I stayed with Lea, we both had no idea where mother was and it was
too crowded to go looking for her. We got shoved into a line of other young women and we were
taken to a place where they shaved our heads bald and stripped us of our clothing, along with our
dignity. I had a number tattooed on my arm, A25060, and I felt that my name was of no
importance anymore. They had turned us into animals, stripped of humanity. They had us stand
in a line and they went through and picked out a few people, including Lea and myself. I didn’t
know what was going to happen to the rest of them, and I didn’t get to stay to find out.
They gave us a bowl, uniform, and wooden shoes and assigned us to a barrack where we
would sleep at night. It was cold in there, and I shared a so called bed with five other people. Lea
and I remained together and we’d sleep practically on each other to try and stay warm. My back
hurt from the wood that we laid on, and you could hear rats running around at night, which kept
me from actually sleeping. Who could sleep in a dreary place such as this? Animals could. The
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German’s had turned us into animals, treated us like animals, and now they expected us to act
and live like one.
We woke up to a loud alarm that sounded throughout the whole camp. Everyone instantly
got up and tidied up the barrack. I knew if even a blanket was unfolded they’d come and whip all
of us, or worse, shoot us. I’ve heard it happen. A loud machine gun and a bunch of women
screaming, and then after a few minutes it’d be quiet. At least they didn’t have to endure this
dreadful place any longer. A second alarm was sounded and everyone ran out for roll call. We
watched a woman get whipped for showing up a second late, whipped until she couldn’t stand
anymore, and heaven forbid if anyone tried to help her up. After roll call, Lea and I were
assigned to our work place.
Whilst we were young, mother taught Lea and me how to sew, and with that, we got to
work as seamstresses. Better than back breaking work outside. We were more likely to survive,
and the work wasn’t as exhausting, although, after eleven hours of moving my arms around
constantly, they felt like they were going to snap off. As seamstresses, we went through all the
clothes that were stolen away from the people at the gates. Clients would come in and try on
some of the clothes, and we had to alter them to the right size. Wearing clothes that were stolen
from innocent people seemed to deter them not, it made my heart ache. These clothes belonged
to good innocent people. People with families, and jobs.
Days rolled into weeks and weeks into months, my ribs stuck out and my limbs were
nothing but sticks. We got fed three times a day but it was a very watery broth, barely enough to
keep someone alive. My sister, however, was hanging on by a thread. She was tiny, and I could
tell that her soul was slowly starting to fade away from her body. I started trying to feed my
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sister a little bit of my broth, she was younger than me, and needed more of the nutrition than I
did.
One morning, we were standing next to each other for roll call. Out of the corner of my
eye, I saw my sister start to sway. I couldn’t say a word or move or I’d get whipped to death. Lea
fell forward, her flesh was paler than snow. I felt tingles of fear race to my fingertips as I quickly
knelt down to help her up. I knew with every bone in my body I should’ve stayed standing, but
without my sister, I had nothing left. A German officer raced over to us yelling, of course I
couldn’t tell what she was saying but by the tone of her voice, I knew she was furious. I
shook
Lea to try and coax her to get up, but I was thrown out of the way. The German Officer
started whipping my sister, and I flinched to the loud cracking sounds the whip made against my
poor sister’s back. I watched in terror, unable to move. Finally, she stopped, and kicked at Lea to
make her get up. She didn’t move, she laid there, helpless.
As my punishment for trying to help my sister up, I had to stand in front of all the people
I spent my nights in the barracks with. I was faced away from them and was due for ten lashes
for breaking formation. With every strike to my back, I felt my life start to fade away, and when
it was done, I couldn’t do anything but lay vulnerable on the ground. The world around me
became nothing but a blur. I felt light drops of rain land on my flesh, and then it began to pour,
ridding of the blood that painted my back. Finally, I urged myself to sit up, my vision still blurry
from the loss of blood I endured. I saw my innocent little sister lying in the mud and I crawled
over to her, pulling her into my lap. Her body was cold and I held her close to my chest, she was
gone.
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I knew I’d never get out of this place, and there was truly only one way out, death.
They’ve already taken every single thing I had away from me, including my hope and my
dignity. What kind of human beings force other human beings to live and act like animals? We
are innocent people, born into this world the same way everyone else is. They tore us from our
families and murdered us off like pests. We will be brought to justice.
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Athazagoraphobia
Another Sunday evening at the coffee shop has arrived. May sat alone waiting for her
coffee to be called out. Five years in this coffee shop and she had never really made a single
friend. Well, at least a friend that she could remember after a day or two. Short Term Memory
Loss can have a substantial and negative impact on a person’s quality of life. The inability to
form any new episodic memories renders a person to live in a perpetual “now” state, where new
events are never encoded for a later moment to recall. “Grande iced vanilla latte with soy milk!”
The barista exclaimed. No one claimed it. She called out once more. Still not a soul claimed the
coffee. The barista called out for a third time. Finally, May jumped up hesitantly. She quickly
went over to the counter and grabbed her coffee.
“I am so sorry. Sometimes Short Term Memory Loss can get to you. Thanks!” May
exclaimed then sat down. A man approached her. But no harm could come from him. He stood
there with a gawky smile on his face, a boyish haircut, mismatching socks, and a sweater.
“Hey! I’m Spencer… Dr. Spencer O’ Connor,” he said as he stuck his hand out for her to
shake. She declined.
‘Great, another doctor wanting to poke and prod. He probably is looking for someone to
do a trial,’ May thought when she realized she had mentioned her memory loss earlier and he
possibly overheard her. “Look, doctor, thanks for the concern. However, I’m not interested in
any trial, or whatever you’re looking for. I’m sure you heard me earlier talking about my Short
Term Memory Loss.” She snapped at him. She had to be defensive. She learned that in the past
with other incidents. Spencer was taken back.
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“Oh no no no. I didn’t mean that at all. I don’t even know why I mentioned that I was a
doctor. I couldn’t help but notice your crazy socks there. Oh and we are pretty much wearing the
same Halloween sweater and it’s the middle of July in Virginia.”
She sighed out of relief, “Oh, that makes more sense. I’m sorry for snapping out you.
Feel free to sit down if you still want to.” He accepted her offer and sat down leaving a little
room between them. “I’m May by the way.”
“It’s nice to meet you, May,” he said with a grin.
“What did you say your name was again? I apologize, it’s really nothing personal,” she
said.
“Spencer O’ Connor.”
“So what’s your story, Spencer?” He was shocked by how bold she was. He liked it.
“Well I’m not just going to open up to you about everything suddenly,” he said. He had a
very difficult and troubled past. He is a profiler. He is very good at what he does. But when he is
the one getting profiled, things change very quick.
“Good choice. I could’ve been a psycho murderer dude or something,” she said. He
chuckled at that.
“Speaking of psycho murderer dude, I work for the FBI. I profile those people actually.”
‘Hopefully he can’t read minds,’ she thought. “Wow, that’s very interesting. So, Spencer
O’ Connor, the profiler, what am I thinking in this very moment?”
“Well I can’t just give away all of my secrets. I will eventually profile you, May… last
name I don’t know,” he said.
“My last name is Jones. And how do you know you’ll see me again?” She asked. ‘Stop
playing hard to get, May. He’s cute, don’t run him off.’
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“Just trust me, you will,” he said while smiling at her. Spencer’s phone rang. “Dr. O’
Connor,” he paused as he listened closely. May studied his face as he was in deep concentration.
“Okay, I’ll be there shortly.” He hung up the phone and replaced it in the back pocket of his
corduroy slacks. “Duty calls. I’m so sorry. A new case just came in and I really better get going.”
May said, “Oh. Well have fun profiling!”
“Oh, I will,” he said while chuckling. “I’m going to Texas for this case and I’m honestly
not sure how long I’ll be gone.”
They said their goodbyes and he left. May sat there for another couple hours alone. She
people watched, wrote some poetry, and even got lost in her own thoughts for a while. “Tall hot
chocolate!” The barista called out. A young girl ran up to the counter to claim her drink. May
watched the little girl’s every move. She missed those days of her youth a lot. She missed the
care free sense of it all. By now, May completely forgot about where Spencer had gone. She kept
racking her brain looking for the answer. She decided to call him once she realized that he gave
her his number.
“Hey, Spencer, it’s me. It’s May. I’m sorry I’ll probably be calling and leaving
voicemails a lot. Well, if I haven’t done that already that is,” her voice began to get a little shaky
too. “Look, I can’t remember why you left. I don’t remember if I said something I shouldn’t
have. But if I did, I am so so sorry. I thought things were going well. Call me when you can.”
She hung up and ended the voicemail. She left several more voicemails for him before giving up
for a while. She couldn’t understand why she felt so connected to him so quickly. She was
exhausted now, mentally and physically. Little did she know, a weird man had been watching
her for hours, even when Spencer was there with May. And now he was ready to go for it. This
odd man, wearing a simple outfit and baseball cap, approached May.
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“Hey! Your friend you were here with earlier wanted me to take you home. I’m good
friends with Spencer, trust me.” May shrugged it off like it was nothing. She accepted his offer,
because she’s ready to go home and relax. She’s ready to go home, take a bubble bath, and enjoy
time with Sprinkles, her cat. The coffee shop is calm now, only a few patrons left including May
and this man. “Come on, follow me. You look exhausted, let’s get you home. You can show me
how to get back to your place,” he demanded. It was tempting, so she went for it. She followed
him out back to where his truck was parked. “Here let me help you. Right this w…” About that
time, he swung a bat at her, leaving her unconscious. He picked her up gently and placed her in
the bed of the truck. He had an unusual grin on his face the entire time. This man wasn’t stupid.
He had a tarp and things to drape over her, just in case if he was pulled over. He had been
planning this out for a while. He did everything perfectly just like he had planned it. He took her
back to his place, specifically the basement. The basement. The horrid basement. Full of terror
and dolls… literally.
Now that they were alone together in the basement, he sat her down in a chair. This man
was completely obsessed with dolls. They hoarded the basement. May was long gone, but she
was dreaming. She dreamt of her and Spencer. She missed him. This man, who is not to be
named, changed May into a dress. A pretty pink and fluffy dress, exactly like one from his
childhood; his very deranged and sickly childhood. May’s eyes fluttered open slowly. Once her
vision was clear, she saw him. He was standing there with a few items: a knife, a hairbrush, and
a doll.
“You look just like her,” he said as he held up the doll. “Except for one thing,” he
continued. She was absolutely terrified for whatever unpredictable thing that was about to
happen. He took the knife to her cheek with just enough pressure to cut through the skin. She felt
the instant sting.
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“Please don’t,” she cried out. He didn’t cut her again, he didn’t need to. He just threw the
knife on the cold basement floor. May just wished there was a way that Spencer could get to her.
‘But how will he ever know that I’m gone? I have to find my phone,’ she thought to herself.
“Just relax,” he said while putting a few bows in her hair. “You’re a doll just like her,” he
explained. He ended on that note and walked back upstairs. He slammed the basement door shut
and locked it tightly. He gave no indication on if or when he would return to her in the basement.
She took a good look around the room. There were dolls everywhere; on shelves, in crates, on
the walls, everywhere. She had decided that she would rather be down here with this man instead
of alone down here. It was so creepy.
‘Maybe my phone is down here somewhere,’ she thought. Although she was tied up to a
chair, she knew she could figure out something. Her eyes searched frantically. There it was. It
was laying near the stairs. Was this a trap or just the first flaw of his plan? She scooted her way
over, as quiet as she possibly could, to attempt to get her phone back. She got so extremely close
and then fell. Things got more intense in the air, she was scared that he would come back any
second now. She wiggled her way over and used face recognition to get into her phone. ‘Wait,
why did I need my phone?’ She thought for a second more. ‘Oh! Spencer!’ Since her hands were
tied, she used her voice as quietly as possible. “Hey, Siri, call Spencer.” It worked. The hard part
was over, or so she thought. Meanwhile Spencer had just touched down back in Virginia when
he received a phone call. It was May. “Hello?”
“Spencer! I’m so sorry if I made you mad but now isn’t the time. Someone has me and
they’re trying to hurt me. Please send help!” She heard the door knob turn. “Hurry, he’s
coming!” She hung up before he could respond. He immediately panicked. Thankfully, he was
still around his coworkers. Spencer checked her location and successfully found where the team
needed to head.
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“We have to go. Now. She’s in trouble!”
“Who is, Spencer? Who was that on the phone?” One of the other agents asked.
“Not now. Let’s go!” He exclaimed.
“Well, well, well. You trying to escape?” The deranged man asked May. She began to
cry. She just wanted to scream and get out of there, but she knew no one would hear her. She just
hoped deep down inside that Spencer was going to be able to find her somehow.
“No it’s not like that I swear. I am so sorry. Please don’t hurt me,” she begged. She began
to hear sirens, but maybe that was all in her head. Her memory was fading out, she couldn’t even
remember how she got to this place. But, she didn’t forget the phone call. This wasn’t in her
head though, because he heard them too. He slightly panicked.
“What did you do? You were my doll!” He yelled at her. The front door was kicked down
and then the basement door was next.
“FBI! Hands in the air!”
May was so relieved that this was almost all over. Of course, the man tried something.
Therefore, he sustained one shot to the leg and then fell down suddenly as he groaned in pain.
Spencer wasn’t the one to shoot, he came in last. He untied her from the chair, and May sat there
completely numb. “Are you okay? Are you hurt?” Spencer asked on the brink of tears.
“I’m fine, my face hurts though,” she said as she gestured to the cut on her cheek.
“Let’s get you outside, there’s an ambulance waiting outside.”
“Wait… Spencer, you’re from the coffee shop?” May asked.
“Yes, May, that was me. You remembered!” He said. He helped her up and aided her
outside to the ambulance that was waiting for her. The EMT thought it was best if they went
ahead and took May to the hospital just in case. They put her in the back.
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“Spencer, will you please come with me? I don’t want to be alone, not now.” She said
with a tired and numb expression on her face.
“Of course, of course. Let me just let my team know,” he said. Soon after that, he hopped
in the back and they went together. From then on, they would go everywhere together for the rest
of forever. The grocery store, the coffee shop, the house, around town, but most importantly,
through life.
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Desierea Herman
Kay Heck -- Sevier County High School
A Mother’s Battle
Many people have someone to look up to, whether it be a family member, friend, or a
celebrity. That someone you might admire would probably be described as having grit. This
means never giving up, no matter the troubles are thrown your way. The person in my life who
has the most grit is my mother. The amount of strength she shows is astonishing, and I aspire to
have that one day. If grit had a “maxed out” bar, she would have already been there. Grit might
not come naturally, it is built and is an outcome from past experiences. At a young age, my mom
experienced an immense amount of substantial obstacles that she persevered through.
My mother was fourteen years old when she found out she was going to be a mother.
Some might expect that her parents would have kicked her out, but they didn’t. My grandparents
supported her through her entire pregnancy. My dad was nineteen years old, had two children,
and had been divorced, so you can see that he did not have time for me. On Monday October 15,
2001, at 8:52 am, my mother gave birth to me. She was filled with exuberance. My father did not
show up when my mom was in labor, but after I came home, he came to see me. As the years
went on, he stopped visiting. Every boyfriend she had since then was verbally and physically
abusive. The one guy that will never leave my memory was my sister’s dad. My mom was
married to him for a little over a year. On more than one occasion, I witnessed the horrible abuse
she endured from him. One of the worst memories I have of him was when they would argue in
the car, and he would be driving while trying to push her out. Another was while my mom was
pregnant with my sister, and he threw her to the ground, and my grandparents came to pick us
up. That day, both my family and his were enraged with each other. After my sister was born, my
mom divorced him, and we moved in with my grandparents in New Market Tennessee. At the
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time, my grandparent’s house was completely full. Living in one double-wide trailer along with
my grandparents, aunt and uncle, and my mom got very hectic and loud at times. Being together
was comforting after everything that had happened.
A year or two after the divorce, she met John who also had two children. He proposed to
my mom after a few years of dating. Our little family of three soon turned into a family of six.
They decided to move to Sevierville, so we could have our own place before the wedding. My
mom finally seemed happy with her life and how it was turning out. She was beginning to have
her own family and someone to help out with the bills. Shortly after they were married, he
started to lie, then began cheating on her. They argued more about the bills and how my mom
couldn’t afford them by herself. Being kids, we knew they were arguing, but the reasons were
hidden from us because we were so little. All my mother wanted was for her children to have a
decent father figure in their lives, so she decided to stay with him until my siblings and I were
grown enough to understand. My mom’s job at Payless Shoe Source in Pigeon Forge had
become twice as hard because of how much extra she had to put in to keep up with the bills and
make sure we had food to eat because of John lying about money. She did all of this while
attending college at ITT Tech. We learned that my biological father passed away when I was
attending Sevierville Middle School in sixth grade; my mom was really upset because he was the
only guy she truly liked but never got to be with him. In that same year while my mom was at
one of her classes, I was tortured mentally, physically, and emotionally. My stepfather raped me.
I did not tell her when it happened because he told me if I did, she would hate me. My mom
found out the end of my seventh grade year. She was broken. At that moment, she was on the
edge of giving up completely. Most mothers want to keep their children safe from all harm, but
there was no way my mother would have known he was going to do this, especially after being
married for six years.
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Most of my mom’s grit comes from this moment in time. As she was picking me up from
my last day of seventh grade, she held herself together. Once we got into the car, she asked me
about the situation. At first, I lied because I was scared that she would despise and blame me.
Eventually, I told her everything that had happened in the past, and she did not say one word.
After we left the school, we went to a barn where he was with one of our close friends. Josh had
no idea what had happened or what was about to happen. My mom told me to stay in the car
when we got there, so I did. I can’t even imagine what was going on in her head that day. She
says she can barely remember clearly because she was so outraged with him. She went inside of
the barn and almost killed him, and if he wouldn’t have gotten away, she might have. Before he
was arrested, he spent all of our money and savings, so we were left with nothing. That day, I
realized how much my mom cared for her children and what she would do for us.
Understandably during this time, my mom became really depressed again. She continues to stand
strong and never give up. She stood by my side when I needed her during court and with the help
of family and friends, she got us back on our feet.
After the three year court process, my mom is able to put this nightmare behind her and
look forward in life. She also realized that my sister and I do not need two parents; we just need
her. Everyone knows my mom plays a better father role than any man she has met. Now, she
works herself to the max to make sure me and my sister have the things we need. Just this
summer, we were kicked out of our house we have been living in for almost nine years, so we
had to find somewhere to stay. Since my mom is by herself, it wasn’t easy looking for something
affordable. Although we found a place that is much smaller than our old house, we have made it
work. Not one moment have I ever been ungrateful for what she has done for me and my sister. I
look up to my mom because she mentally rebuilt herself during the hardest times of her life.
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These times have been hard for me as well. She taught me that no matter how unfortunate life
can be, never give up and always keep a smile on your face.

*Images used with permission.

50

Dan Branton
Kay Heck -- Sevier County High School

How Grit Saved Steve
Angela Duckworth argues in her book Grit: The Power of Passion and Perseverance that
people can be successful if they are willing to dedicate themselves to achieving success,
regardless of how difficult the path to success may be. Literally, all of his life my grandfather
Steve R. Whaley has faced numerous, serious obstacles. With grit and courage he overcame each
problem to find success. My grandfather’s actions and results affirm Duckworth’s idea of how an
individual can be successful. Many times Steve R. Whaley “snatched victory from the jaws of
defeat” using pure grit.
Is any life event more devastating than the death of one’s mother? On granddaddy’s
sixteenth birthday his beloved mother died of cancer. Granddaddy, adopted at birth, was an only
child, and his mother had fiercely loved him all of his life. Unknown to him, his mother and
father had decided the best thing to do when she died was to send him to Battleground Academy
Boarding School, which is located in Franklin, Tennessee, almost four hours from Gatlinburg,
where Granddaddy and his parents had lived all of his life. He was miserable. He grieved over
his mother, missed his father, and was separated from all of his friends at Gatlinburg- Pittman
High School. Despite his personal sadness, he did not whine to come home, or disrespect his
father’s and now deceased mother’s wishes for him to be in Franklin. He did not complain. He
made new friends, who helped him through his sadness. He buckled down, did his schoolwork
and proved that he could fight through the worst time of his life. He worked so hard to be
successful that his father allowed him to come back home for the rest of high school.
While granddaddy was teaching me how to drive one day in Gatlinburg, he told me the
story of how he developed a drinking problem and how he overcame it. Overcoming the drinking
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problem required extreme grit and determination. Although Granddaddy began drinking in the
seventh grade, his mother and father did not know about the drinking. When he got to high
school, his drinking did become a problem. He drank more and more with his friends after
school, after his football games and over the weekends. He made Cs and Ds on his grade cards
and even the football team lost almost every game. Poor performance continued at East
Tennessee State University. Granddaddy loved to party all night, sleep late, and skip classes.
Also, when drunk, he sometimes got into fights at bars. Because of his bad behavior he got into
trouble and was kicked out of school. Since he was no longer in college, and his father would not
help him get a job, he worked as a cashier in a tiny convenience store. He was fired from that job
because he continued to drink and miss work. The drinking continued and Granddaddy continued
to bounce from job to job and he continued to drink. Somehow in the middle of all of this, he
managed to get a pilot’s license. He flew small airplanes for a Charter business in Florida; the
drinking got worse. Granddaddy was twenty eight and he and a friend, who was also a pilot,
were flying alone. Granddaddy blacked out, and the plane started going down. When he woke
up, his friend was flying the plane. As soon as he could get out of the plane, Granddaddy’s grit
and determination kicked in. He went straight to a rehab center for alcoholics and stayed there
until he was completely sober. When he came home from the rehab center, he immediately
joined Alcoholics Anonymous, and he has been an active member and speaker for Alcoholic
Anonymous for the past forty four years. Granddaddy had the determination to go to rehab and
to stop drinking any alcohol. Deep down he had the grit to do what he knew was right-get
successfully sober.
By the time Granddaddy was thirty three years old he had survived heartbreak from his
mother’s death, stopped all drinking of alcohol, had a wonderful wife and two small children. He
made another difficult decision when he decided to stop smoking. He had begun smoking in high

52

school. Once he told my grandmother that he had quit smoking, he was dedicated to fighting his
nicotine addiction. In one month he was free of cigarettes, forever. Again, he could celebrate
success.
Many people may disagree with Angela Duckworth when she writes that success can be
achieved through hard work, but my grandfather’s actions support her argument. In the tale of
“The Tortoise and The Hare,” the hare skips along the race track, unwilling to run as fast as he
can. The Tortoise, clearly dedicated to winning the race, plods to victory because he is willing to
work hard and maybe even grasp a little extra grit on the path to success.
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Nathan Coleman
Aaron Bowen -- Morristown East High School
Dull Rainbow
Cecil’s scuffed up, broken shoes gently patted onto the laminated floor as the legallyblind boy tried his hardest to walk straight and adjust his goggles. Those shoes of his— they
didn’t have laces. His mom wouldn’t DARE let him have them, so he’s stuck with these worn
out, no-sole-having slip-ons, stumbling down the hall. He didn’t even recognize this part of the
school, and he soon looked up at the noise of a stampede barrowing his way.
The football team.
There’s no way he’s getting out of the way. He thought for a second, and then tried to run
forward, just to get out of the way. But the shoes caused his poor feet to slip right out from under
him, and he hit the floor. Wheezing the air, he just sort of curled up into a ball as the team turned
and ran down the hall without a second look towards him, huddled against the wall.
A couple of seconds pass, and he hadn’t moved, nor had anyone noticed him on the
ground. The only thing glaring at him was the waning sun through the school windows, if you
could call it that. It all seemed dim. Bleak. The colors were dull and quiet, they always were to
him. It was awkward, really. Everyone spoke about these awesome colors they think of when
they talked about sunsets, it was normal to see that.
Normality was something Cecil had always strived for, and despite all of the boy’s
efforts, he was never able to reach it. His ‘Alien-Eyes’ and the fact his shoes DID have laces, and
then, one day, they were gone (every teacher commented on it, and he wished they didn’t and
that no one even saw him anymore) meant he was definitely not normal.
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“Cecil.” His soliloquy was soon interrupted by a cheerleader, someone much taller and
normal than he ever could hope to be. “Did you know you always talk to yourself when staring
out of a window? And who calls those magnifying lenses on your face ‘Alien-Eyes’ anyways”?
He stuttered a bit on his words as the lady picked up his papers. “Ah… W-Well, I was
just trying to—“
“I don’t want to hear it.” She had a thick accent, one Cecil didn’t know. Something close
to Irish, and yet it wasn’t. He could never explain it, but he liked hearing it. “What happened this
time?” She asked— always in the same way. Was it sarcasm? Or did she truly care for him?
“…I fell.” The blind boy answered bluntly, trying to defuse the situation and the piercing
gaze the taller lady gave to him when she crouched down to his height. “I just slipped— that’s
all. Y-You can go.” He reached out for his papers in the wrong direction, but he soon corrected
that.
“You expect me to believe that?” There was a painful blade right through his chest. She
scoffed a bit— seeing his cringe, the sentence made it seem like she knew she was too hard on
him. “Look, I don’t know how your mom would feel about it, but let’s look to getting you some
new shoes.”
“…I don’t want new shoes.” Cecil replied bluntly. He didn’t want new shoes. He wanted
his old laces back for his plain old shoes. “I like these shoes just the way they are.”
“Just the way they are, Mr. Smarney? You’ve done nothing but slip!” Cecil felt that same
feeling he had always felt. Lost. Not a clue what to do. The look on her face made him know she
thought the exact same way. “Look. You weren’t even heading for the bus stop! You were—” It
clicked. The cheerleader looked down at him and finally put two and two together. “Cecil.”
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He blinked under those big goggles, though the confusion was ended with a quick gasp.
“W-Wait! It’s not what it looks like!” He scrambled up, the shoes making it difficult as he
grabbed onto her arm. “Look, look— I just wanted to see the cars—“
“You can’t just see MOVING cars! What if you were hurt?” She stammered. He knew
she meant well, but that didn’t make it hurt less. The cheerleader sighed as she rubbed her face.
“For the love of Hillary Duff on a stick, what am I going to do with you…?”
He struggled to find the words. “…I’m not your,” he choked— it was completely obvious
he was crying. Why did she have to come by? He just wanted to step out to the road. Where
people drove cars. He wouldn’t get hurt there. He just wanted to see the cars.
“My responsibility or not, that was still a dumb move.” She picked her words wisely,
trying not to get anymore tears from him. “Do you need a ride home?” He peeked up at that, but
tilted his head soon after it.
“What do you mean?” He asked.
She gave him back his binder, but organized, neatly, the way she was. “I mean— I’m
going to take you home, Smarney. You’ve missed your bus.” She motioned towards the road and
the cars. “Where do you live?” Cecil shook his head and looked up at her.
“My mom doesn’t want me to ride with anyone— I’m sure I can catch a bus.” He replied.
There was a knot in his stomach as he told her that, but he only told her what his mother always
told him to say.
“…Your mom’s a lunatic.” She glared at him, but Cecil could tell it wasn’t for him. “Any
normal person would let you do that, you know. Catch a ride home.”
Normal. That word he could never get out of his head. Though, now that she mentioned
it, he DID want to ride with her. That was normal. It’s normal to ride with your friends on your
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way home, right? He nodded a bit, but soon the clack of shoes stepping away from him shattered
his attempt at reasoning.
“See you tomorrow, Cecil.” The kind girl called down from the end of the hall, and Cecil
replied back with a faint, glowing smile. While leaving the school towards the bus stop, he
couldn’t stop thinking about what she said. She said that because she knows what normal is,
right? If she knows he wants a ride, then he was normal! Somewhat! That’s a victory in his
swirly notebook for sure.
At least, that’s how he saw it.
Standing out at the sidewalk, a red car pulled up, and the window was slowly pulled
down. “Okay, Cecil.” It was the cheerleader again. Cecil never could recall her name, but he
knew her voice from anywhere. “Are you ABSOLUTELY sure you can get home?” Cecil
blinked a little bit as he shuffled in place for a moment.
“N-Not really. Uh—“ He had no clue. The buses had stopped running for a while now.
Riding with the girl was a last resort, a final option he didn’t want to pick. The cogs in his head
were turning, but it came to an abrupt halt as she beckoned him again.
“Just hop in.” The girl unlocked the door as Cecil stood there for a little bit. He got into
the back seat and buckled himself up as the cheerleader began driving. Breaking the everlasting
silence, Cecil spoke up, “I can’t thank you enough, ma’am.”
“Don’t mention it.” She responded.
“I-I’m sorry, but you seem so familiar.”
“I should. But you asking means you forgot my name again, didn’t you?”
Cecil nodded shamefully, but she shot a smile from the rear view mirror. “It’s alright.”
She pulled out of the school, the smile soon going back to that resting look she had. “Don’t beat
yourself over it. My name’s Lucia Henson.”
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Lucia Henson. The same 11 grader who was assigned to him when he needed a buddy in
that one class. No one else would really work with him; he honestly preferred to work alone.
Lucia broke that feeling, she made the world seem brighter than it was.
“Oh, right— sorry, Lucia.”
“You didn’t tell me where you lived.” Lucia asked, as she stopped at a gas station.
“Right, right. Uhm— I live in the subdivision near the middle school.”
“The fancy place?” Lucia questioned. Cecil nodded a bit.
She gave an acknowledging look, and nodded slowly. “Alright. Well, I can just drop you
off at the entrance to it.”
There was a slow nod of agreement from behind the window, and his vision soon went
towards the sunset. It was a baffling sight. It seemed so different from inside her car, the bright
green grass, the orange sky, it was beautiful. Cecil stared out the window. His train of thought
crashed when the door was slammed, Lucia adjusting herself in her seat. “Sorry, Cecil. I forgot
to refuel this morning.”
“Oh, don’t worry about it.” He answered, a smile on his face. Lucia started the car and
couldn’t help but smile back at him.
“What’s got you in such a good mood?”
“Ah— nothing, really… The sunset just looks really pretty.”
“It does, doesn’t it? Is that why you were watching it at school?”
There was a slow moment of silence as Cecil just shrugged and said, “Mhm.” The truth
is, he only did it to pass time. Yet, watching the wind blow the bright grass made him almost
want to start crying. He hadn’t experienced this much joy in colors. Life was always more of a
dull rainbow.
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Lucia dropped him off, and waved goodbye to him with a smile on her face. Seeing her
drive away was almost heartbreaking. Though, he continued to stare out towards everything, the
colors still bright. It was breathtaking, the change of perspective she brought. It was just like his
father. He turned his way to the house he was at. It was a beige-grey. Dull. Even the backdrop as
Cecil stared at it seem to go dull. The rainbow of colors he witnessed just gone in an instant, just
like his father. His mother was sleeping on the couch, he could see it from the window. If he
snuck in, she’d snap at him. It’s time for that to change. Turning on his heel, he set off with his
book bag on his back and a glint in his eye. He was off to find what made his vision so prismatic.
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Cassie Seal
Kasey Ferguson -- Hancock County

The Gap
Long ago, after I was born, they took me to the nursery. I stayed there for 3 days, and
while I was there, I met a friend. She was born at the very same time as me, on the same day, we
looked exactly alike and if you can believe it, we had the same initials: C.A.S. Of course, the
same things were filled out on our name bracelets, so no one could tell us apart, and DNA tests
were not available at this time. The parents just decided they would take a wild guess and wait to
see what we looked like when we were older.
A couple years passed, and no one knew anything different. Everyone thought the fit was
perfect, and nothing had been mentioned since the day we left the nursery. There was only one
problem, though; I HAD NO TEETH.
The family I was with was very concerned, so they called and made an appointment. After
thorough examination and access to both families’ histories, they called them both in. Everyone
suddenly knew I belonged to the other one, because they and all of their family had problems
related to that when they were young. Dentures didn’t exist at this time either, so they decided to
put super glue on my gums and attach small chips of porcelain. They seemed so real, I was back
with my family, and everything was normal. I went home with them and to bed that night. I
woke up the next day, and my fake teeth had shifted away from each other, due to the glue not
drying fast enough. We tried everything to fix them, but they were already stuck that way. That
is how I got a gap in my teeth.
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Haley Moore
Heather Blanton -- Chuckey Doak High School

Sink Down
This is it. The edge of the cliff is finally greeting my feet. Patience no longer exists.
Happiness no longer thrives. The thick smog from inside the city has wrapped around my heart
and mind. Over the cliff is the converse. Behind my body lies the dark, loud city. Its poisons
latch onto my skin just by knowing of its existence, cutting deep into my flesh and seeding into
my soul. In front of me, though, is the opposite. There are no clouds of smog or puddles of acid.
The dreary and tired feeling that was attached to my body feels as if it is slowly releasing as I
approach the view ahead of me. My body should no longer ache and burn if I can just persuade
my feet to trust my head and then plunge into the beauty and serenity ahead of me. Only half of
my feet are still reluctantly planted on the cliff, the middle of my foot to my toes hanging over
the edge while my arms reach for even the slightest touch of those fluffy, clean looking clouds. I
cannot reach them without stepping out into the air. One foot obeys and gives in to the
temptations, leaving the safe perch and planting in mid-air.
It was firm and welcoming, a sudden warmth shooting up through my body. All feeling
was released on that entire side of my body. The clouds were soft, twisting around my body on
that one trustful side like a vine. The embrace of the vines left a sense of protection as it crawled
higher, even to the extent of seeping inside of me. The pollution encasing my lungs seemed to
melt away, the air purifying and restoring my insides. Excitement welled up in the side of my
body that was not yet freed of its chains. Bubbling with jealousy, yearning to be pure as well, my
other half joined in with the beauty. While the putrid filth was being cleansed of the rest of my
body, my brain had not noticed that my foot, planted in mid-air, was sinking deeper into those
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clouds. Although it was protective, every fiber became numb. A fluttering feeling was sent to my
heart, tricking my brain into believing in this eerily perfect safety. My heart was in a sense of
drunkenness, innocently dancing with the responsive aura that had easily invaded my vulnerable
body that was no longer as heavily guarded as it was in the city of torment. The aura had infested
my veins, replacing my blood with a liquid form of itself. Within a few quick seconds of lull, the
liquid had finally penetrated the deepest corners of my soul and left them hazily inebriated. The
brain was blocked of all other functions, only able to acknowledge the toxic, intense, and
overwhelming ecstasy.
The cloud dispersed quickly, taking its warmth with it and only leaving behind the many
slits and openings that it used to breach my otherwise guarded inner self. It took everything with
it from the sludge of the city to the last ounce of happiness that was stored up inside. Below me,
my feet were engulfed in a putrid sludge that resembled the city’s toxins. Suddenly, the mirage
was now showing its true identity. My brain was still wrapped in a sense of warmth and
protection, despite my body being swallowed up once again by a familiar, yet different pollution
than before. This pollution acted as quicksand. It had the feeling of a siren, lulling my body into
that mirage to the highest degree whilst my flesh became one with the ground. After a very short
amount of time, my body was no longer distinguishable. Any features that were on my face were
filled with the disgusting, thick mud.
This is it. My lungs have filled with the substance, my brain lured into thinking this was
something special. There is no more. My body is dumbfounded, lacking the ability to see that it
is locked in a ball of darkness versus what it thinks is purity.

62

Poetry
Poetry is when an emotion has found its thought and the thought
has found words.

Robert Frost
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Honorable Mention – Heidie Aguilar
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
What She Wants
Jagged cuts in glue soaked paper
Bright wax colors breaching bold black ink
Restless bottoms unable to stay in tiny plastic chairs
She hums, she swings her feet, and cackles with her classful of companions
She loves animals, she loves helping, she loves science
She wants to be a vet
Frenzied scraping of chairs on tile, feet rushing out the door
Collision of shoulders in crowded halls
She clutches her books closer to her chest
She evades eye contact until she can find her group of friends
She likes learning, she likes working, she likes biology
She wants to be a surgeon
Weaving through circles of chattering students
Hurrying to dissatisfying classes and crowded, lonely lunchrooms
Stressing over due dates, family, relationships, discovering herself
Not daring to hope for an impossible future
She wants to be hopeful, she wants to be motivated, she wants to be accomplished
She wants to survive
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Honorable Mention – Seth Banchetto
Karin Orchard – Daniel Boone High School
I am
I..
Am...
lost.
I can’t find the path to go back home;
Where is she.
It’s dark;
I can’t see where you are.
I’m alone;
Why can’t I feel you here.
I'm cold;
Where is your warmth
I’m scared;
Why won't they listen to me. They took you from me. They told you not to to trust me, not to
listen to me. Because they see how much we love each other, they see how hard we worked to get
things right.
Why…
Why let them win.
Why let them tear us apart because they are jealous.
I..
Am..
Weak..
I’m paralyzed by the words you told me that night.
It’s quiet;
I can’t hear your sweet laugh.
What’s wrong with me;
Why am I who I am. I’m me. I (HATE) me. And why shouldn’t I, because I’ve always let you
down. I used to be the reason you smile, but now,
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Now I’m the reason you cry. Everyone has turned away from me. For something I didn’t do. I
hope you still love me,
I hope that you still care.
Because I love you....
No matter what anyone says…
I love you,
I need you.
I miss you.
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Honorable Mention – Evan Ward
Karin Orchard – Daniel Boone High School

Through the Eyes of a Giant
Stomp, Crash, the giant towers over the masses
The giant’s face is another blank page in the sketchbook of life
The giant’s elephantine stature draws a fallacious sketch on his pages
Attracting a swarm of self-interested friends
These fleeting, falsified friendships become dead leaves of the winter
They ask for his ability and advice in academia
Then toss the giant aside like a four leaf clover that has used its luck
The giant’s sketch pages are burnt and torn
He only blames himself for his fallacious friend’s scorn
Fe, Fi, Fo, Fum, the giant falls
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Honorable Mention – Rylie Rawlings
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
Perfection’s Burdens
I’m staring at this page waiting for the perfect words to come to me
I wait, and I wait, and I wait
Tick-tock, deadlines, tick-tock, perfection
Words, phrases, sentences
Sometimes they roll off the tongue
Other times there’s silence
I try so hard to match my intent
With the noise falling on deaf ears
Tick-tock, expectations, tick-tock, more
The right answer, the right advice, the right reaction
Pondering every outcome of an interaction,
I flounder to press on
Like trying to pour an ocean into a bucket,
I am unfulfilled
Tick-tock, unsatisfied, tick-tock, try harder
I break down my walls of silence
My paradoxes turn into blunt remarks,
Only to be disregarded as blasphemy
Second guessing, overthinking, doing too much
I try, and I try, and I try
Tick-tock, farther, tick-tock, eternity
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Honorable Mention – Launa Shedden
Karin Orchard – Daniel Boone High School

Nightingale

I’m floating
The water underneath me swerves side to side
Gently crashing against the side of the wood paneling of the boat
I hear a nightingale crying out as it flies above me
I try to whistle back to it, to join in with its melody
But the bird doesn’t acknowledge my song
I look out into the abyss that lies before me
The fog rolling across the soft waves
I see what looks like a tree branch peeking through the dense air
I search everywhere but the oars must be grazing the dew on some far off ground
I use my hands to paddle towards the birch limb
I strain out to grab it, my arms not quite reaching
I stand out father, farther, farther
The boat tips over
I’m slipping under
The water begins to mingle with the tears that tread down my skin
I can’t seem to move my arms fast enough
My legs start to wear out
The fatigue starts to stretch throughout my body, like sunlight stretching across the grass at dawn
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My eyes remain ajar
Just open enough to see the shape of the nightingale land on the side of my boat
I hear its chirp swim towards me through the water
It’s not enough to save me
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Honorable Mention – Jennie Hickman
Karin Orchard – Daniel Boone High School
Climbing Out
I know that I can break my roof if I want to
Just go to the ceiling and start hammering away
Until daylight shines through the holes in my brain
I know I can go if I want to
Climb through the hole and finally be free
I know what’s out there can’t be that scary
But here I sit pointlessly instead
No hammer to grab or ceiling to rend
What I really want is to be free from my own head
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Honorable Mention – Lillie Harper
Lisa Cox – Daniel Boone High School

why does COLOR still matter?
sometimes i wish that i could change what i look like
just to find someway to make my skin WHITE,
but so many people wanna have dark skin like me, right?
but they wouldn’t want to trade places, when the cards aren’t dealt right.

scared looks fill the crowd because his hood’s up and his head down.
one wrong move, then everyone’s unnerved,
so he turns around, “why are y’all bein’ so loud?”
next thing he hears is “hands up! get down on the ground!”

one shot fired and he’s down on the cold pavement.
he was shot because he “fit the profile”.
his skin grew pale, pulse is weak and thready, all he sees next is that bright light.
this young BLACK boy was shot all because he’s not WHITE.

his parents always taught what’s bad and what’s good
and if he got stopped by a cop, lord, please don’t run!
the second he hit the ground he had lost his childhood!
just because of the big WHITE man with a gun,
“he was in the wrong place at the wrong time”
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he was just taking a walk through the neighborhood.

we all get judged by the COLOR of our faces
looked at like we don’t belong in these places
but in reality we’re in the right place just at the wrong time.
thinking that we’re all bad just because we aren’t WHITE!
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Honorable Mention – Alley Reagan
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
I am blood
I am blood
I wonder how I got on your hands
I hear screaming and ringing
I see mothers crying
I want justice
I am blood

I pretend I am peace
I feel the tears shed for Columbine
I touch every heart with guilt
I worry for our children
I cry that I am spilling
I am blood

I understand when you say we are safe
I say what about Sandy
I dream of safety and false alarms
I hope for the future
I am blood
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Honorable Mention – Chloe Wade
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
I Am Pretty
I am pretty.
Countless times I’ve covered my canvas with the thought of whom I want to be.
The strokes of my brush camouflage the speckles that are ridiculed you see.
My mask fabricates the illusion that I am bewitching among everything, because after all,
I am pretty.

The cavity in my heart yearns for honeyed words to service the damage,
But like the rain, the meekness creeps back in.
I splatter my artistry, singe my scalp, until
I am pretty.

Stringed along like a marionette I smile with an insincere hallmark.
I dance along lines of captivity of what my demons say.
I may never be free but at least,
I am pretty.

Scrubbing off my veil, I am released for now.
Looking up, face to face with someone I’ve met before, she beams at me.
This secret, concealed as long as time, will haunt me forever.
Knowing the scarred surface underneath is what I desire.
As the sky falls into streaks of colour at least they are deceived,
I am pretty.
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Honorable Mention – Brion Guthrie
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
Viridis
Here we are.
A feeble flesh form from the angelic aether.
A quest given grandiose form or,
Merely a goal granted from which to err.

It is from this life,
The wonderful abounding life, we are granted,
We see the light gracing the end of the tunnel.
The verdant aperture forever haunted.

In this light, a sensational summons,
We gaze abreast in this endless hallway.
We see the endless familiar faceless legions,
Together, all running the same way.

And so time passes.

Until, at last, after what seems like running for years,
We realize those around have fallen away.
But it is of no matter,
The glorious green glass is now in our reach, our way.
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Upon first grasp, the shard feels warm;
Then, in rushes a cold isolation.
We becomes I.
The green still holds an inviting sort of inclusion,

I feel a great warmth in the shard,
Yet outside my grasp of its verdance,
I feel a frigid flurry falsifying my flesh.
Life purely in that moment, that eternal evanescence.

In that minute I saw a lifetime,
An embrace under the pines of an island.
The dancing figure of a beautiful bachelor,
Years stretching from 18 & 20 on the horizon.

As this ideal builds,
I see the beautiful faces of 2 children.
A boy and a girl.
All 4 of us living in 1 building.

A happy family.
That’s what I see in the dwindling green light,
My own perfect American Dream.
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That’s also the moment before the rage ignites.

My careless hands release the shard,
And so I can but helplessly watch it shatter on the ground.
In that moment I feel the cruel carnivorous cyclone consume me.
The frigid fragments flay me, mark me, hell bound.

Such cuts befall us all, though.
They are a milestone in this fruitless quest.
No matter the trials,
We can never welcome that green guest.

That fact is what leaves so many hurt.
The very cause for so many souls’ embitterment.
Thus the age old saying:
“Hurt people hurt people”

Still some wear their heart on the sleeve of their shirt.
Some work wearilessly for others’ betterment.
“Chase the light” may be the game we’re all playing,
But that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t help our sisters and brothers.

Even if the quest is futile,
The journey holds meaning.
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Maybe this is all juvenile,
But together we should be building.

This chasing the light is worthless.
I make no retractions.
Envy and our happiness: the same color,
So, I suppose that is the source of all human actions.
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Samuel Thompson
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

The Struggle of No Man
Animals,
They do not hate, they do not give up
They do not complain about what can’t be
Rawr
Maybe stripes, maybe gills
Maybe gallant armor, stronger than sword
Growl
No man could understand
Family,
Offspring, sibling, parent
The cycle continues
Loss, life, yet no tears
Neigh
Hierarchy,
Like the king in gluttony
Like the beggar on death’s door
The wounded cub, and the leader of the pride
Hiss
No man could understand
Maybe in the trees
Maybe under the ground
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The heat of the savannah
The chills of the arctic
Screech
Scuffle,
Hunger, the hunt, too late
Death, seconds away
Death, inches away
Always, the cycle continues
Howl
And yet
Love, stronger than the human heart
No man could understand
Wait...
In the distance
The most dangerous threat
Machine, industry, greed
Always taking
Trees topple, oceans drown
A snap of a twig…
RUN!
BOOM, gunshot
Too late
Silence
No man could ever understand
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Animals,
They do what we cannot
No wires
No comfort
No exceptions
But
Hope, compassion
Sharing the world with those that live with us
Every man could understand,
Someday
Please
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Mallory McClelland
Lisa Cox -- Daniel Boone Highschool

Hypnotic Poison
I close my eyes and breathe deep
The scent of your presence surrounds me
I am thirteen again
and you are still here
Your embrace I've longed for is warm like the sun
I know it’s you because of your perfume
Delightfully sweet and enchanting
You’ve mesmerized me with your beauty once again
The radio is playing Safety Dance and we’re laughing
Thank you,
you taught me everything I know
I didn’t realize how much I had until it was gone
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Colby Seymore
Lisa Cox -- Daniel Boone High School

Deep in the Desert
Deep in the desert
We are all alone
So no one can hear you cough
While the blood spews out
As the sickness takes over
I can’t help but cry
As I watch your eyes glaze over
They shimmer once more
Before going dark like the empty space
I hold you close one last time
As the sun peaks for your last night
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Katelyn Carroll
Lisa Cox -- Daniel Boone High School

The New Girl

Alone.
There she sits alone
No one to talk to,
Laugh with,
Make memories with
She is just alone.
Their ideas of welcoming is through
Laughing,
Teasing,
And humiliation.
Don’t worry
She’ll find her way
They say.
Nobody likes her anyways
Nobody cares
But all eyes watch her
Waiting for the one time
she messes up
Because she’s the new girl.
She’s mean
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She’s a nobody
She’s weird
She’s stupid
People say.
Never to think
the new girl may have feelings too.
In fact she does have feelings
Because that new girl
was me.
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Caleb White
Lisa Cox -- Daniel Boone High School

Candle man

There sits one light in darkness
resting atop a candle man.
He is lonesome in the night
all alone and almost faded.
Shadows rose around him
preparing for their strike.
He is unable to fight
all alone and almost faded.
He remembers a time now past
all others unwilling to try.
Leaving himself with his light
all alone and almost faded.
Shadows begin to cover him
leaving nothing to shine.
He never showed fright
all alone and almost faded.
The shadows retreat back
With the appearance of fire.
It is with many and bright
never alone and never fading.
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All candle men gather around
lighting the flame back to full.
The candle man has a light
never alone and never fading.
All candles begin to glow
as they stay united.
Now there is no more night
all gone and completely faded.
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Savannah Simmons
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

The Edge
I am cheerful and naive,
I wonder if I will reach the precipice,
I hear the birds calling my name in the distance,
I see the fog clearing,
I want to forget everything,
I am cheerful and naive,
I pretend to chuckle and giggle,
I feel set to the side without a second glance,
I touch the tree and trace a broken heart,
I worry this is my fate,
I cry solely to the heavens,
I am cheerful and naive,
I understand the birds’ song,
I say they do not know life,
I dream to sing like the birds,
I try to believe what they sing,
I hope the birds do not grow sad when I leave,
I am cheerful and naive.

89

Marlene Hernandez
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

Sometimes
Sometimes I feel as though the universe was against me
I want to cry, scream, and break things.
I want to cut myself open, break my bones I get so mad.
Sometimes I want to cry, cry so much my face hurts so I focus on something other than my
worries.
However, my eyes sometimes struggle to form tears, sometimes the tears stop despite the
remaining sadness.
Sometimes I want the universe to give me a second, I’ve been so kind to everyone that all that
remains for me is anger, sadness, and fear.
So please just give me a second, to gather myself, to catch my breath from constantly running.
Sometimes I want to be the one someone gives to, but I feel selfish.
Sometimes I feel the universe is selfish because it breaks me without giving back
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Maggie Patterson
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

The Weirdo
I am a musician and a little bit of a weirdo.
I wonder why do people have to lie and be mean for them to feel good.
I hear laughing HAHAHA!
I see pointing fingers,
I want happiness
I am a musician and a little bit of a weirdo.
I pretend to smile and laugh.
I feel like the world is crashing down.
I touch the person I’m next to.
I worry I don´t make people happy
I cry because people lie.
I am a musician and a little bit of a weirdo.
I understand people are selfish.
I say if you put a smile on people might forget.
I dream to be the person that doesn't have to deal with what is around that corner.
I try to pretend like it doesn't affect me.
I hope people see who I really am and hear my words.
I am a musician and a little bit of a weirdo.
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Lily Faidley
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

It’s Relative
Gold. Like a radiant ray of beauty
Opulent. Rich in appearance as well as essence
Warm. With the sweet tenderness of a love once lost
Astounding. Carrying the crunch and crackle of a thousand earthquakes
Flawless. Finding no flaw, yet is made perfect from imperfection
Flaming. Like the fire of the sun and stars surrounding all
Lambent. Softly glowing and gleaming among common things
Extravagant. Empty of anything vile or repulsive
Scintillating. Never dull or without light
Benevolent. Bringing together broken and bitter instances
Amiable. Like a familiar friend from past ages
Beautiful. Unbeknownst, yet fully aware of such entrapping appeal
Yes, it always attracts happiness and closure to all who are witnesses
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Kent Myers
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

The Modern Game
Firm is my resolve
As is my dedication
Unwavering, my courage
Eternal, my respect
I’m ready for adulthood
To join those more wise
They’ll teach me of the dogmas
That grease their social gears
Teach me, teach me, wise ones
I want to play your game
But first, for me to join
I have to know your rules
*Boom*
“Dedication has no place in modern society”
A bitter blast of knowledge
But one I can endure
*Boom*
“Respect has no place in modern society”
Okay, alright, I understand
This new world has new terms
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And with that all I ever had
Was wiped out through and through
For with but two abolished
So were my other views
But now I’m of the novel age
Another color pawn
It’s time to play the modern game
Which we all play the same
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Jacob Craig
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
I am hungry
I am curious and hungry.
I wonder if hotdogs are sandwiches.
I hear the crunch of sandwiches.
I see a sandwich made of gold.
I want a BLT sandwich.
I am curious and hungry.

I pretend I am eating a sandwich.
I feel the cutting of the bread
I touch the sizzling bacon.
I worry that the pan will burn me.
I cry because the pan burned me.
I am curious and hungry.

I understand that I will have to wait for the bacon to cook.
I say that I believe that the bacon will cook.
I dream of eating the BLT sandwich.
I try to resist eating something else.
I hope that the sandwich finishes soon.
I am curious and hungry.
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Irma Baeza
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
Defenders
Sticks in hand, goggles in place,
The draw will take place any minute.
We assume our positions as guardians of the goalie and her realm, the time has come.
With racing heartbeats and shaking hands, we adjust our armour and weapons.
Though anxious, we are battle ready.
The prior months of sacrifice, endurance and training have all led up to this.
Ppppprrrrriiiiiiii.
The war cry is heard throughout the valley and the battle begins.
Everything seems to move at a hundred miles per hour, and yet, this is only the beginning.
In order to survive, one must stay alert.
Head on a swivel and heels off the ground, it is almost as though we are levitating.
A single bullet bounces from soldier to soldier and quickly reaches us.
At once, the single bullet turns into hundreds.
Quickly outnumbered, we call to the rest of our army for succor.
But none comes; the fate of the team depends on us.
Suddenly realizing this, we buckle-down and refocus, there is no room for errors.
Instantly we assemble and create a barrier between the sacred goal and ourselves.
It must be protected at all cost.
The enemy arrives with a strategy, but little do they know we have one also.
We manage to further strengthen the barrier and even block off shots.
Fellow soldiers fall around us, but we must carry on,
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We are fighting for something bigger than ourselves.
We push through and after a few close calls, the bullet is ours.
Losing no time, we reassemble.
The fallen soldiers resurrect and join us in battle once more.
We make our way down the battlefield,
Making sure to pass the bullet and keep the enemy on their toes.
With the restraining line soon approaching, we see one of our own.
The bullet is momentarily dropped, sending everyone into a temporary state of panic.
However, we recover quickly and promptly pass it to our firing squad.
The invisible force field that is the restraining line holds us back from going any further.
Our job is done.
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Ian Grover
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
Bugs
The bugs are everywhere
Scurrying left and right
Up and down along the walls
An ever growing might
An army of tiny soldiers
Marching one by one
To stop fruitless endeavors
To turn them into none
They are getting restless
They’re moving through the walls
Trying to swarm their targets
And to leave only skulls
The bugs are not yet sated
They look for one last feast
Thousand look upon you
And gather at your feet
The endless swarm absorbs you
Blocking out the light
With all hope quickly fading
Deep into the night
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Hunter Harrison
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
Sculptor
Had you asked me a year ago what I would have done to lack mistakes
I probably would have explored a vast sea of ideas on the definition of perfect
Merriam Webster defines perfect as “being entirely without fault or defect”
Then, there was nothing I would not have done to be perfect
But I am slowly learning that I am an artist
With my block of pearly white marble, I hold a chisel
With my chisel, I control how the marble is carved
I am an artist, one who will inevitably make a bad decision, one who will move too fast
Behind Each bad decision, behind every moment I feel confused or distraught there is a learning
experience disguised as an obstacle
I have learned storms do not last forever and at the end of every storm there is a rainbow waiting
to peek through the clouds
I have made peace with my mistakes
For I know before the hands of time deprive me of the ability to sculpt any longer
I will have carved myself into the masterpiece I so longed to become
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Chloe Owenby
Kay Heck -- Sevier County High School
The Eye Behind It All
Focus, flash, snap, focus, flash, snap,
The incredible ability to capture one moment in time
One powerful moment full of indescribable joy
The next showing the development of intense pain

Focus, flash, snap, focus, flash, snap,
The shutter sound grabs individual’s attention
Delete, edit, repeat, delete, edit, repeat
Some include fake smiles others fantastic instants
Captivating such grand emotion with one simple click

Focus, flash, snap, focus, flash, snap
The image is our livelihood and passion
Delete, edit, repeat, delete, edit, repeat
Hours upon hours slaving over expensive equipment
Always working to make a masterpiece from a black screen

Focus, flash, snap, focus, flash, snap
Passion is our key to a successful workday
Delete, edit, repeat, delete, edit, repeat
Frustrations occur often when credit is not received
We love every aspect of what we do to capture one spectacular memory
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Anna Cole
Kay Heck -- Sevier County High School

The I.D.
Illness has always been my true enemy
She finally caught up to me
I could no longer escape her
She made me wheelchair bound
unable to live my life independently
She rushed me to the hospital
without time to prepare
All senses were removed
error, freedom, and dignity consumed my life
stripped of everything I cared about.
She attracted the man Depression
they thrived together
They fed off of each other
Together they covered me in darkness
they fell into a destructive love
Combined they left me in the dark
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Ashley Smith
Danita Dodson -- Hancock County High School

Behind A Door
She smiles, she laughs
With the flip of her hair
Long, Golden, Admirable
A perfect life
It seems

He drives her home
That’s what he thinks
The house out front
Strong, Warm, Tidy
A stable life
It seems

She turns, she waves
She waits, he leaves
Taillights vanish
She turns to go inside

But, wait
The doorknob remains untouched
The steps she never climbs

102

Instead, her steps continue on
What secret has she to hide?

She turns, down an alley
Emerging from the other side
The houses, they’ve changed
Dark, Cramped, Unkept

Her smile, now gone
The laugh, inevident
Another house appears
The last, the least
From within
One light

She makes her way across the lawn
Rocky, lifeless, full of debris
Each step creaks beneath her feet
She turns once more and sighs
The memory of perfection
Still alive
She reaches for the knob
The door, it opens
She steps inside
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Then behind a door
Her true life
Broken, battered
She hides
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Trevor Hall
Kay Heck -- Sevier County High School

No Relief
Thump...thump...thump
Deep sighs and pounding chest
Breathing as if he were dead
Lungs on fire, and sharp pains
Waiting till the sting fades
Thump...thump...thump
Airways closing their gates for new air
Constantly demanding for air, but rejection is the answer
The constant fear of suffocating
No relief
Thump...thump...thump
Breathing is harder
Quality of life is diminishing
With no air left, the mind drifts
Waiting for relief
Thump....thump....
No relief
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Ashlyn Crawford
Kasey Ferguson -- Hancock County

The Rain in the Wind
The tears fall, the rain blows
with the wind, she remembers
that all she has left, is a little
girl, who will soon be gone too
The tears fall, as her love slips
away, her little girl now gone
too, blown away like the rain
in the wind
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Ansley Atchley
Kay Heck -- Sevier County High School

Plastic
Cold
Shiny
Hard
Tap Tap
On the glass
Is anyone home?
I see the eyes
I see the mouth
I see the nose
Tap Tap
Is anyone home?

I hear the voice
I hear the laugh
I hear the cry
Tap Tap
Is anyone home?

I feel the flesh
I feel the touch
I feel the absence
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Tap Tap
Is anyone home?

I smell the hair
I smell the perfume
I smell the breathe
Tap Tap
Is anyone home?

I long for connection
I long for understanding
I long for love
Tap Tap
No one is home.
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Emily Lane
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School

We Care
Without hesitance
The words “We care”
Carry throughout
But these words
Are just that
The actions of these people
Often prove otherwise
As the seas fill with waste
And we turn our heads
As the lush, fertile land is destroyed
By deforestation and wildfires
We stand on the outskirts and watch
Animals may manage to survive
But only to taste the toxins of our “care”
Only to suffocate from our air
Only to fear the poachers that lay their traps
We know of the terrible things that happen
Truly we feel sympathy, but only for a moment
In truth we care, just not enough
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Katie Lemus
Kay Heck -- Sevier County High School

Near When in Fear
You were there,
For whenever I needed you.
You were near
For when I was engulfed in frantic fear.
You were always there,
Until you weren’t.

I became dependent on you.
That was my mistake,
Not yours.
For you weren’t near,
When I needed you the most.

Yet, you not being here,
Became my salvation.
I needed myself,
Not you.
So I don’t need you near.
And that is sincere.
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Jaedyn Johnson
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School
Man of War
I watched out the window
As he walked away
His head was high
And he held his pride
With a bag slung over his shoulder
And a long journey aside
I didn’t know where he was going
Or if he’d return, anyway
And my heart wondered
Oh, why this day?
But this man
Was on his way
To fight a long war
And it made his heart sore
That he probably wouldn’t see his family anymore
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Shelby Carmichael
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

On Fire
Death has finally caught up.
The world is on fire.
No more running.
Isn’t it stunning?
Like eyes glinting in the sun.
The world is on fire.
Pious people pray for protection.
But God cannot save a planet of pure pollution.
The world is on fire.
The forest is dying.
Our leaders are lying.
“Don’t worry,” they say
“We’ll be okay”
But leaders are liars.
The world is on fire.
We are beyond retribution.
Thank you for your contribution.
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Gracie Anderson
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School

Starry Night
they sit alone in the big, empty house
the wooden floors creak gently
midnight creeps upon them so unexpectedly
the stars were falling in love, swooning
and swirling like the milky way
it calms them, it soothes them
dark blue paint begins to chip and fade away
just like their sanity
the moon fought battles with the everlasting darkness
as the only hope of light dances upon their skin
the stars spinning around
just like their minds
in the middle of the dark night
for soon, the sun will rise again
the blinding light
burning and ruining
they will wait patiently for the cool darkness to comfort them again
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Hannah Murdock
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

The Quiet Loudness
I am quiet most of the time,
my words just in my throat.
Not knowing how to express myself,
not knowing what is pleasing.
I am quiet most of the time,
with my mind just thinking.
No words escaping.
No feelings leaving.
I am quiet most of the time,
yet inside I am raging.
My mind so loud,
my mind not sleeping.
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Elijah Bradley
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
Moon Lit Sky
the stars of the night
shining brightly in the sky
beam down upon me

their presence is felt
throughout the world’s sleeping life
until the sunrise

the sun fills the sky
a bright new day starts again
the cycle repeats

this world is never
ending, it is infinite
like the breath of life

or perhaps it is
just hopeful ideas only
thought of by bright fools
but still I can’t help
believing this bright fool’s lie
the end is never
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Czarina Palcone
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

Wait
Wait
Wake up, dread and excitement fill the air
Get, up, get dressed, get out,
Early, late, run inside
Please Wait
Grab a seat, look around for those known
Pay attention, listen, take notes
Pass, fail, hear the bell
Can’t Wait
Awake, sleepless nights and mornings to make the parents happy
Study, stress, stay awake stay awake
Sacrifice, suffer, make the A
Can’t Wait
Make a memory, friends to hold close
Smile, laugh, joke around
Happy, sad, have a good time
Can’t Wait
Stand up, scream and holler for the win
Hands up, dress up, cheer on
Support, abandon, all for the team
Can’t Wait

116

Cry, hollowness is all that fills the being
Tears, red, dry throat
It’s ok, it’s alright, is the mantra
Can’t Wait
Open up, project for all to hear
Play, sing, act
Watch, ignore, take the stage
Can’t Wait
Let loose, dance and sing without a care in the world
Loud bass, catchy tune, feel the vibe
Fast, slow, enjoy the moment
Can’t Wait
Balled up fist, asking how and why
Made mistakes, tired, hopeless
Make it, fake it, this is adapting
Can’t Wait
Wake up, dread and excitement fill the being
Byes, diploma, walk across, grow up
It’s been an adventure, not ready to leave
Please Wait
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Connor Bedillion
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

Piercing Gaze
I am omniscient and pansophical.
I wonder of nothing.
I hear the crying of the universe.
I see the death of all things, past and future.
I want a purpose.
I am omniscient and pansophical.

I pretend to be mortal.
I feel the gaze of the stars.
I touch the cold nothingness.
I worry I will never find hope.
I am omniscient and pansophical.

I understand that time will be my end.
I say the end should not be dreaded.
I dream of my creation.
I try to know you.
I hope you know me.
I am omniscient and pansophical.
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Caleb Mason
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

Expectations
I am smart and responsible.
I wonder when it will end.
I hear what they say about me.
I want to make them proud.
I am smart and responsible.
I pretend that I have control.
I feel disappointment is around every corner.
I touch, I touch this pencil in which I am bound to.
I worry that I’ll fail.
I cry over fears of what’s to come.
I am smart and responsible.
I understand that
I say I’ll make it.
I dream of rising above those before me.
I try to be greater.
I hope people will one day look up to me.
I am smart and responsible.
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Cassidy Glenn
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School
I Am Poem
I am kind and empathetic.
I wonder what each new day brings.
I hear birds chirping.
I see bright days ahead.
I want to be the best I can be.
I am kind and empathetic.

I pretend to know what I’m doing.
I feel the sunshine on my skin.
I touch the sky.
I worry about the things I cannot control.
I cry while watching sad movies.
I am kind and empathetic.

I understand everyone is unique.
I say what others need to hear.
I dream of traveling the world.
I try to treat people with kindness.
I hope to make a difference in the world.
I am kind and empathetic.
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Chaily Sutton
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

Mars
Mars wants only the finest one,
Venus wishes with her whole chest
That she just had a chance
To show that she could be
Everything to him.
He wants the prettiest,
The nicest, the sweetest.
She does not meet these
Standards in his eyes,
He considers her not worth his time.
She is not the prettiest,
The nicest, the sweetest.
Venus longs for him,
Mars longs for anyone else.
She drowns in an ocean of her tears,
Caused by Mars,
Who would not give her a chance.
She is not the prettiest,
The nicest, the sweetest.
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Ashley Ogle
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

Silent Mite
I am quiet and complaisant
I wonder why baby flamingos aren’t pink
I hear the free fish blub
I see the castle’s surreal splendor
I want to find something to say
I am quiet and complaisant
I pretend to be like my siblings: bold, outspoken, intelligent!
I feel like a broken music box
I touch the freshly fallen flakes of snow
I worry about the meek, malleable mouse
I cry while peering at the twinkling midnight sky
I am quiet and complaisant
I understand that I know nothing at all
I say that I am boring
I dream while I am snoring
I try to reach for the stars
I hope that one day
I am loud and obstinate
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Aliah Ibarra
Kristi Atchley – Sevier County High School

Harriet
Harriet
Courageous, strong, brave, empowered
Wife of Nelson Davis, mother of one
Who loved the idea of freedom and equality
Who hated slavery, loved saving others, and loved standing up for what she believed in
Who feared nothing and strived to push forward
Who escaped slavery and accomplished saving hundreds in eleven years
Who wanted to live freely and wanted to have a family and wanted to live in a world of equality
Born in Maryland and lived in Auburn, New York
Tubman
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Scripts
Art, freedom and creativity will change society faster than politics.
Victor Pinchuk
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Honorable Mention – Alexander Hatton
Andrea Ferraro – Cherokee High School
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Jennie Hickman
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School

Summer Camp
[HIKING TRAIL OFF OF CAMP - MORNING]
[Scene I]
JESSIE and AARON, the camp counselors, stand on a hiking trail with their group of kids;
MICHAEL, DANIELLE, and JAKE. AARON looks antsy and ready to get the hike over with.
JESSIE
And now we’re at the end of our hike! At the end of the trail you can see this bush actually
smells like fruit loops. Come smell!
(The kids gather around the bush and take a big whiff. Their faces turn sour.)
JAKE
That doesn’t smell like fruit loops!
DANIELLE
Yeah, which one of you farted?
MICHAEL
Not me!
(JESSIE leans in and smells the bush herself.)
JESSIE
Okay guys, this is the right bush. It should smell like fruit loops. But it doesn’t…
AARON
I wanna turn around now, you know I haven’t been feeling well. That smell makes me want to
puke.
JAKE
I bet you’re the one who farted then!
DANIELLE
Can we just get out of here already?
AARON
Great idea Danielle, let’s get out of here.
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(The five of them start walking back but MICHAEL lingers, looking around the bush. He gasps
looking behind it. There were two feet sticking out from behind the bush, blue and pale.)
MICHAEL
(whispering, panicked)
What- that’s- a dead BODY!? Or… these are just... legs. Oh my gosh these are legs! Someone
DIED here!
(MICHAEL’s eyes get wide as he starts pacing)
Do I need to get out of here? Whoever did this could still be in the woods!
(MICHAEL peeks around the bush again. Flies swarm the blue legs.)
These… look like they’ve been here for a while.
(MICHAEL paces some more before he picks up a stick)
It wouldn’t hurt to just… Poke.
(Wincing, MICHAEL starts getting the stick closer and closer to the legs. He throws the
stick full force, and it bounces off.)
AHHHHHHHHH!!!

(MICHAEL runs away from the bush shrieking a high pitch scream.)
[Scene II]
[CAMP COMMON AREA]
(MICHAEL, looking traumatized, returns with his group, who are sitting on the floor of the
common area.)

JAKE
Hey Michael, where were you?
MICHAEL
Shut up Jake. I was nowhere.
DANIELLE
Yeah, shut up! … What are we yelling about?
MICHAEL
Stuff that doesn’t concern any of you. So stop talking to me.
JAKE
Well Michael’s hiding something, I can tell. He’s being all defensive or whatever. He acted like
this at my birthday party last year when he dropped my hamster! I was asking “What happened
to my hamster?” and he was all like “Shut up!”
DANIELLE
Oh my god was your hamster okay?
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JAKE
...It actually died. After three years going strong, too.
MICHAEL
That is irrelevant! And I didn’t kill him, he jumped out of the cage! I swear! So shut it already.
JAKE
SEE! He’s all like “Shut up!”

DANIELLE
(DANIELLE sighs)
Michael, why don’t you just tell us what’s wrong? We are your FRIENDS, you can talk to us!
I’m sure it’s not as bad as… you know, dropping a hamster.
(JAKE nods in agreement.)
MICHAEL
(Sniffling)
Oh yeah? Well friends don’t bring up the stuff you’re bringing up right now!
JAKE
Is it something serious?
MICHAEL
OBVIOUSLY! I mean, no. Whatever…
(DANIELLE and JAKE look at each other curiously. )
MICHAEL
I saw something in the woods. When we were hiking.
JAKE
What do you mean by something?
MICHAEL
It was… a pair of legs.
DANIELLE
So you saw someone walking? Where?
MICHAEL
No, the legs weren’t even like… They weren’t attached to a body!
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JAKE
You’ve got to be kidding me! That’s the dumbest lie I’ve ever heard. Other than you saying you
didn’t drop Hammy!
DANIELLE
I believe you, Michael! My grandpa has talked about weird people in these woods, they own a
lot of land bordering the camp. They’re called the, uhh… The Windsors!
JAKE
This sounds like baloney to me. What’s so weird about those people? How do you know that
they have anything to do with this?
DANIELLE
They own a bunch of land around the campsite, but they’re too broke to afford it anymore.
Grandpa says they’re into sketchy business. I think his sons stole a bunch of pumpkins from my
neighbors farm last Halloween, then they sold them. My grandpa rambled on to me about this
before I came here, he really didn’t want me going near their property.
JAKE
Well I doubt they would kill someone, that’s a stretch. Theft and murder are two different things.
Your grandpa sounds looney! All of this seems to be some… practical joke. And it isn’t even
funny.
MICHAEL
Well Jake, you know what really isn’t funny? THE LEGS I FOUND IN THE WOODS! But
guess what, it’s true! I had to SEE IT! All blue and dead and stuff. Someone died out there!
Danielle seems to be the only one who can make sense about any of this.
JAKE
Okay, then show me. Show me what’s really out there.
MICHAEL
Fine! But we have to sneak out before they come to wake us up in the morning.
DANIELLE
I’m coming too. Where did you see the legs?
MICHAEL
They were behind the bush we saw at the end of the hike. You can meet us there at 5 AM.
(JESSIE and AARON, the two camp counselors, enter the common area)
JESSIE
Okay kiddos you guys need to go back to your cabins, it’s getting late. Tomorrow we’re doing
our big water balloon tournament! Are ya’ll excited?
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JAKE
Wait a minute, It’s eight thirty, we usually go to bed at nine!
AARON
Well, we’re ready to get in bed. Very tired.
(AARON stretches his arms out and gives a big fake yawn)
JAKE
That’s awfully early for some grown ups.
JESSIE
Get in your cabins.
[Scene III]
(MICHAEL and JAKE walk down the trail, holding flashlights. They speak in hushed tones as
they walk.)
MICHAEL
I don’t think this is a very good idea. I take back what I said. Let’s turn around!
JAKE
Well, how do I know you’re not lying? I need to see this for myself.
MICHAEL
What if we get in trouble?
JAKE
It’s 5 AM, nobody will see us.
(In the distance an unknown man- AARON- is seen behind the bush. The boys freeze up and
immediately turn their flashlights off while getting close to the ground. The man starts dragging
something away. After he exits, they crouch in silence for a moment, looking at each other.)
MICHAEL
I’m not ready to die.
JAKE
Oh my god. He didn’t even see us.
MICHAEL
You don’t know if he saw us! I bet he’s the one that did it, and he’s coming for us next!
JAKE
Not if we catch him and report him to the police! We have to know who it is! Come on, let’s
follow him.
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(The two continuously bicker over each other until DANIELLE enters the scene, standing there
watching them bicker.)
MICHAEL
I’m not doing that! Are you kidding? He’ll kill us for sure or kidnap us and make us his slaves or
something. This is crazy!
JAKE
Well if we don’t go now, he’ll get away! You’re such a wimp, Michael.
(DANIELLE clears her throat and the two jumped back, spooked by her.)
MICHAEL
Why would you scare us like that? Oh my god!
DANIELLE
What are you two bickering about, did something happen?
(JAKE and MICHAEL start talking over each other, trying to explain what they saw.)
DANIELLE
Guys, one at a time, quietly!
JAKE
Some guy was out here and he was dragging the legs away!
DANIELLE
Oh my god, well are we gonna follow him?
JAKE
Michael doesn’t want to.
DANIELLE
Well we don’t have time to waste! Michael, just stay here. Wait for us.
(DANIELLE grabs MICHAEL’s flashlight)
JAKE
Come on Danielle, let’s go this way
(MICHAEL stands frowning, staring off into space for a moment. He sits down with his legs
pulled close to his chest.)
MICHAEL
They took both the flashlights.
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(Scene changes to DANIELLE and JAKE as they tip-toe quickly through the forest. They are
whispering to each other.)
DANIELLE
So what did he look like?
JAKE
I don’t know, he was tall. He was wearing black so I couldn’t really tell much else.
DANIELLE
Are we going the right way?
JAKE
I think so. He can’t be too quick carrying that heavy bag.
DANIELLE
Did you see them?
JAKE
What?
DANIELLE
You know… the legs.
JAKE
Shhh!
(JAKE crouches quickly behind a conveniently placed bush, pulling DANIELLE down with him.
She falls into a sit as JAKE crouches next to her, finger over his mouth. They are both wideeyed. In the distance, AARON enters the scene, carrying a bag over his back. He stops for a
minute, setting the bag down and wiping his sweat. He pulls out a phone.)
AARON
Do you have the truck? … What do you mean, you brought the bug? I filled my gas tank for this!
… You can see me? I can’t see you, turn your headlights on! … Why not?… Oh, yeah.
(AARON drags the bag off stage while DANIELLE and JAKE look confused)
JESSIE
(off stage) Aaron, do you need help with that thing?
(DANIELLE and JAKE look at each other horrified)
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[Scene IV]
[CAMP COMMON ROOM]
MICHAEL
And then JESSIE came with the car?
JAKE
Yup.
MICHAEL
Well now we know who it is, we need to call the police. The police station is so close by
anyways, they’ll be all over this.

DANIELLE
Well we can’t exactly ask them to use the phone and have them standing there, listening to us
report their crime. We’ll have to find a way to go in the camp office without them knowing.
MICHAEL
Like during the water balloon competition.
DANIELLE
Yes! I can distract them while Jake gets the key, and you guys can call the police!
JAKE
But won’t they notice we’re gone? They’ll come looking for us. One of us needs to stay inside
today, like we’re sick.
(Both look at MICHAEL)
MICHAEL
But I’m not good at lying! They’ll know I’m faking.
JAKE
Yeah right, you have asthma and scoliosis, it works out perfectly.
MICHAEL
(Sighs)
Okay, I’ll do it.
DANIELLE
So here’s the plan: During the competition, I’ll distract them while Jake gets the key off of the
keyholder. Then Jake, you bring the key to Michael and get back quick before they see you’re
gone. We’ll make sure they don’t go to their office while you, Michael, are calling the police.
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[Scene V]
(JAKE wakes up to notice that Michael is gone. He looks around frantically, before AARON
walks into the cabin.)
JAKE
Hey, do you know where Michael is? I can’t really find him.
AARON
I don’t know what you’re talking about.
JAKE
What do you mean by that? Michael, my bunkmate. He’s not here.
AARON
Oh… that kid… he’s sick.
(Jake nods, knowing the plan must have went through, before pausing, confused)
JAKE
Well, where did he go?
AARON
Home. Anyway, water balloons are soon. Head on out there, most of the other kids are already.
(AARON exits the cabin, leaving JAKE confused, looking worried. He follows soon after.)
JESSIE
So guys, we’ve spent all morning filling these water balloons for you all, there should be enough
for everyone to throw. But no throwing at me and Aaron. At each other! If you get hit two times,
you’re out.
AARON
Yeah, and whoever gets the most people out wins a free camp t-shirt! You can throw as many
balloons as you want.
JESSIE
Actually keep it at a minimum of ten ‘cause we don’t really have that many. And don’t hit each
other in the face. And you all will get t-shirts at the end.
AARON
Yeah, don’t hit anyone above the shoulders.
(JESSIE glares at AARON)
JESSIE
I just said- ok whatever. Is everyone here?
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AARON
Uh, not Michael, he told me he was sick.
(Aaron winks, while Jessie glares back at him.)
JESSIE
Let’s begin then!
AARON
I’m gonna get you! (Runs off stage)
(AARON smiles and runs off stage with the kids. JESSIE stands observing while DANIELLE
and JAKE look at each other. JAKE walks up to DANIELLE)
JAKE
There’s something very wrong. Aaron told me Michael went home for being sick. But he
wouldn’t just leave without telling us like that. Something is wrong Danielle, I think they took
him. It’s not right.
DANIELLE
Jake, I knew it! I heard Aaron and Jesse outside our cabin last night by their cars, they were
loading something up. What if it’s Michael?
JAKE
I’m gonna have to go into the office and call the police immediately. Go distract Jessie, I’ll get
the keys.
(Danielle nods before nervously walking over to Jessie.)
DANIELLE
Hey Jessie, I uh, need to talk to you about something.
JESSIE
Yeah, what’s up?
DANIELLE
Well, the other day I was uh… taking a walk and um.
(JAKE sneaks behind JESSIE)
I heard someone in the woods, calling my name. And so, you know, I followed.
(JAKE is looking at her keys hanging off her pants, carefully trying to sift through
them. Jessie looks at her, confused.)
And I walked for a while, with someone calling my name. And then all of a sudden…
(JESSIE starts to turn her head back to look at JAKE, but before she does-)
SOMEONE SHOOK ME LIKE THIS! (Shakes JESSIE intensely while JAKE snatches the key.
JESSIE’s face remains confused)
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JESSIE
Excuse me?
DANIELLE
Yeah, someone came and tried to scare me. It was uh… Spooky. I just thought I should tell you
so you don’t get… Shook? Cause there’s like a prankster or something in the woods.
JAKE
Hey Jessie can I go to the bathroom?
JESSIE
(Without even glancing at JAKE, she shoos him with her hand. JAKE walks away grinning.)
Sure.
So you’re telling me someone in the woods called your name, shook you, and you didn’t even
see who it was?
DANIELLE
I’m getting to that part. They ran away! But I followed!
(JESSIE sighs)
DANIELLE
And I followed him forever until he turned around and… Shook me again?
JESSIE
Listen Danielle, I know you’re a good kid and all, but this is ridiculous. I don’t think you saw
anyone in the woods.
DANIELLE
I think I did! It was dark but I saw at least half of them.
(JESSIE and DANIELLE stare at each other for a moment)
JESSIE
What do you mean by that?
DANIELLE
You know, cause I didn’t see their face. But I saw them.
JAKE
I’m back! Let’s go play water balloons DANIELLE, how ‘bout it?
DANIELLE
Sure!
(DANIELLE and JAKE exit)
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[Scene VI]
(AARON sits down next to JESSIE, soaking wet from the balloons.)
AARON
Hehe that is so fun! I’m definitely out though.
JESSIE
Aaron, there's something wrong. I can feel it. The kids know something. I- I think we messed up.
AARON
Yeah, you mess up a lot. What did I do again?
JESSIE
You’re sloppy, Aaron! I don’t know how I could trust you to help me with this… And leaving…
it… on camp grounds? You said it would be somewhere- where nobody could find it. The kids
know that trail!
AARON
Well I originally put it somewhere else! As a whole! (Whispering) It’s like the legs just walked
right off or something. Or somebody else put them there.
JESSIE
It was probably an animal. You just shouldn’t have put them anywhere near here in the first
place! God!
(Two police officers start walking up behind JESSIE, AARON facing her.)
JESSIE
AARON, YOU’RE SO DUMB I COULD KILL YOU!
(Officers clear throat)
OFFICER 1
Are you two the camp counselors, Jessie Smith and Aaron Watts?
JESSIE
...Yes.
(Officers start cuffing them both)
OFFICER 2
You’re under arrest.
JESSIE
Tell me what exactly I did wrong!

142

OFFICER 1
Anything you say can and will be held against you in the court of law. Let’s make this easy,
okay?
(JESSIE struggles but the cops take her and AARON away. Another officer approaches,
MICHAEL with him. DANIELLE and JAKE run to him and hug him.)
DANIELLE
Michael, where were you?
MICHAEL
They stole me from the cabin and locked me in their car! They chloroformed me and everything
but I SURVIVED!
(DANIELLE and JAKE stand, stunned, before hugging MICHAEL again.)
DANIELLE
Well, we caught them guys. Who knows what else they could have done to people, but we
exposed them.
JAKE
I can’t wait to tell everyone about this when I get back to school.
DANIELLE
I don’t think our parents are gonna think this is avery cool story though, Jake. How do we even
explain this?
MICHAEL
We’ll tell them we delivered justice.

143

Gracie Anderson
Karin Orchard -- Daniel Boone High School

Reflection
Setting: The creepy, abandoned house a few streets down from Braeden’s house. This takes place
during the fall of 2012 in Bayfield, Wisconsin.

Characters

BRAEDEN CROMWELL, 17 years old, is a very unique kid. He is a social outcast and he
usually hangs out alone outside of school. His favorite hangout spot is at the old, abandoned
house a few streets down from his own house, where he lives with his family. He is an old soul
and prefers to be learning or thinking about everything from the past.

JOHN LENNON, 40 years old. He is deceased. He is one of the ghosts that will communicate
with Matt in the story. He is a very free-spirited guy and has a love for music. He was from
Liverpool.

JOHN F. KENNEDY, 46 years old. He is deceased. He is one of the ghosts that will
communicate with Matt in the story. He is a calm and kind-hearted man.

MIKE JOHNSON, a 40 year old male cop. He is very loud and demanding.

KAREN DAVIS, a 26 year old female cop. She is calmer than her counterpart and is levelheaded.
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Act I, Scene I
It is after school on a Fall evening of 2012. BRAEDEN is on his way to the abandoned house on
Bloods Point Road-- his favorite hangout spot.

BRAEDEN
(Opens the door to the abandoned house and walks in as he would in his own house.)

Home sweet home!

(He laughs at his own terrible joke. Throws his backpack to the side and sits down on the floor.
A few moments later he notices a slightly cracked and dirty mirror.)

Hmm, this is weird. I’ve never noticed this before.

(Blows the dust off of the mirror and runs his hand over it. Soon after, a strange swooshing noise
begins to sound. BRAEDEN steps back a little, a frightened look upon his face.)

JOHN L.
(In British accent. John is standing “in the mirror.” On stage, he will be standing behind/on the
other side of the mirror.)

‘Ello? Anybody here?

BRAEDEN
Woah.. no way. This is NOT real. You’re John Lennon, you’re dead!

(Completely shocked)

JOHN L.
Well, you’ve lost your mind! I’m here, aren’t I?
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BRAEDEN
(Beginning to panic a little, he throws his hands in the air)

This can’t be right. You were shot by a crazed fan in 1980! I must be dreaming.

JOHN L.
Nope. I mean yes, that’s what happened. But this isn’t a dream. This is reality, kid. Look, I don’t
really have much time to explain it.
BRAEDEN
Please don’t go yet.

JOHN L.
Not so fast, kid. I was informed that there is going to be another shooting at Bayfield High
School tomorrow sometime.

BRAEDEN
Wait, WHAT? That’s where I go to school! A-are you sure? There is NO way.

JOHN L.
(Shrugs his shoulders)

There IS a way, kid. And if you don’t stop it from happening, you’re gonna end up dead along
with everyone else.

BRAEDEN
There is a way that I can help? Can you tell me how?

JOHN L.
Nope, I’m afraid that you’ll have to figure that out on your own.
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BRAEDEN
Are you kidding?

JOHN L.
No, for once, I’m not.

BRAEDEN
(A little upset and frustrated)

Fine then. But can I ask you a question?

JOHN L.
Shoot your shot.

(Chuckles a little at his very poorly timed joke)

BRAEDEN
Was it your fault the Beatles broke up?
JOHN L.
Oh buzz off, kid!

(Fades away/exits stage)
JOHN F. KENNEDY
So, now that you understand this is real, I also wanted to talk to you.
(Crosses his arms)

BRAEDEN
(Mumbles under his breath, but loud enough to hear it)

Oh, great. Now I’ve gotta talk to this man too.
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(Speaks up this time)

Yes? Are you here to tell me I’m going to die too?

JOHN F. KENNEDY
(In a very serious tone)

No, that’s not our point here. We are trying to let you know that there is a HUGE problem here.
Innocent people are still dying from careless acts of violence and we need your help. I have been
gone for quite some time now, but I miss it. I miss the simplicity of it all. Well, of course, before
I was shot and killed.

BRAEDEN
But sir, I’m just sixteen. How do you expect me to help out? I can’t go up against whoever the
hell is going to try and shoot up my school tomorrow.

JOHN F. KENNEDY
Hey, watch the language! I’m not just anyone, you know. Just remember, with the right mindset,
you can change the world. And don’t forget that there was a shooting just last week, and you
have to do something for the good.

(Fades away/exits stage)

BRAEDEN
(Pauses and reflects for a few moments. He then becomes frustrated and punches the mirror and
screams out)
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This is all a dream! I swear to God this can’t be real!

(Paces around the room trying to catch his breath)

But if it is, IF this is real, I have to do something. This can’t keep happening, or I’ll be next!
Maybe I should just tell the cops.

(Pulls out his cell phone and dials 911.)

Hello? Yes. My emergency is… well… there is going to be a shooting tomorrow at Bayfield
High and I needed to let you know.

(Completely unaware of how unstable he sounds. He doesn’t realize that he sounds like he is
threatening anyone or anything. After he waits a second while the dispatch is responding, he
abruptly hangs up the phone and throws it on the ground.)

(Shortly after, MIKE and KAREN begin beating on the door.)

MIKE
Bayfield police! Open up!

BRAEDEN
(Begins to freak out, backs away from the door.)

KAREN
If you don’t open up, we’re coming in!

(A few moments later, they beat down the door and raid the abandoned house. Both officers
have their guns out and aimed at BRAEDEN.)
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MIKE
(In a very serious and demanding tone)

Hands in the air where we can see them.

BRAEDEN
W-what’s going on here?!
(Very startled)

MIKE
We got a tip that you have been making threats or somethin’. You crazy, kid?
(Both officers still remain tense. They both are still aiming at BRAEDEN.)

KAREN
Do you have any weapons on you?

BRAEDEN
No? Why would I have any weapons on me?

KAREN
Tell us the truth, kid!

(Grows impatient, increases how loud he is yelling now.)

KAREN
(Leans over slightly to talk to MIKE more directly. Gets quieter, but still loud enough for the
audience to hear.)

Should we be a little easier on the kid?
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MIKE
I’ve had enough! We’re takin’ em’ down to the station.

(MIKE grabs BRAEDEN and begins to walk him off stage with his hands behind his back.)

BRAEDEN
Hey! I didn’t do anything wrong here! I was only trying to help save everyone!

(Tries to get out of MIKE’s grip)

(AMANDA follows the two and they exit stage.)

Act I, Scene II
BRAEDEN and MIKE are in the interrogation room. He is questioning him under the
assumption that he is threatening to shoot up Bayfield High.

BRAEDEN
(MIKE sits BRAEDEN down in the chair.)

MIKE
We don’t take these threats lightly around here. We have you threatening Bayfield. You’re done,
buddy. It’s over.

BRAEDEN
No! It’s not like that, I swear!

MIKE
(Slaps the table violently)

Well explain yourself then!
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BRAEDEN
I was talking to the dead.

(Acts like that is completely normal. This angers MIKE even more.)

MIKE
I don’t have time to deal with your little, childish pranks, kid! This isn’t a joke!

KAREN
(Walks into the interrogation room.)

Mike, what are you doing to the poor kid?

MIKE
Amanda, this isn’t time for you to treat him like a little kid. He is nearly an adult and he
threatened to shoot up Bayfield High. Do you WANT another incident like last week?

KAREN
No, obviously not.

MIKE
Okay, well let’s figure this out.

BRAEDEN
I swear to God I am not lying to you, okay? I talked to John Lennon and John F. Kennedy, and
well… I guess they can see into the future. But they said plain and clear that there would be a
shooting tomorrow, just please believe me.

KAREN
Mike, let’s talk outside for a second.
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MIKE
Okay.

(MIKE and KAREN walk outside of the room. BRAEDEN can’t hear them talking.)

KAREN
Okay, so what if this boy isn’t actually crazy?

MIKE
What do you mean?

KAREN
I mean, I believe in ghosts. Maybe he’s telling the truth.

MIKE
No. Just no. Karen, you’re really letting all of this get to you.

KAREN
Well, just forget it! I guess we’ll hold him until tomorrow and see what happens.

MIKE
Well, yeah, that is the sensible option, you know.

(KAREN and MIKE walk back into the interrogation room to speak with BRAEDEN.)

BRAEDEN
(In a sassy and fed up tone)

Have you realized I’m innocent yet?
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MIKE
Actually no. We have every reason in the world to believe it was you. And enough with the
attitude. So, with that being said, since you’ve threatened-

BRAEDEN
(Cuts MIKE off)

I didn’t threaten anyone!

MIKE
I said no more attitude!

BRAEDEN
Whatever.

MIKE
Well, come on. Let’s get you into a cell for the night.

BRAEDEN
(Doesn’t respond to him, he is upset.)

MIKE
(Forces BRAEDEN to rise from his seat. He leads BRAEDEN off stage and KAREN follows.)

Act I, Scene III
It is the next day now. BRAEDEN has spent the night in a jail cell (where scene takes place).
MIKE and KAREN are guarding the block that BRAEDEN is in.

MIKE
(Walks down getting closer to BRAEDEN’s cell, and KAREN is walking beside him.)
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I wonder how the kid is doing.
KAREN
Well, Mike, probably not too good considering that he has been traumatized from staying in jail
all night!
MIKE
Don’t even start with this again, Karen.

(Both officers approach BRAEDEN.)

Well, no shooting, huh?

(Looks down and checks his watch.)

And school has been in for three hours now. I guess you were lying all along kid.

KAREN
(A few moments later, KAREN gets a phone call.)

Hello? Wait, what? At Bayfield? We’re on our way!

MIKE
What’s going on?

KAREN
Shooting at Bayfield. We have to go NOW!

BRAEDEN
I told you so!
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MIKE
Not now, kid!
(MIKE and AMANDA run off in a hurry.)

KAREN
(While running off, but still on stage)

I guess this means ghosts are real?

MIKE
Not now, Karen!
END OF PLAY
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