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Artwork: Fantasy - Alice Fan  2

Simile Poem - Davis Alcorn

As profound as a metaphor 
Endless like the night sky
As engaging as a game
As entertaining as a movie
As relaxing as sleeping on nails 
As stressful as knowing nothing
As bemusing as a Rubix cube 
One of in a thousand like its own 
But as full of the fun of all you read.
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Cosmopolitan – Alice Fan
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Defender of friends
A tall person
Victor of video games 
Inventor of board games
Super wise(ish)

Air bender fan
Lover of burritos
Conquerer of fictional realms 
Oppressor of Hummers 
Reader of books
Never mean

– Davis Alcorn
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by the force of the blow. Gabriel then realized that the voice that once haunted him was gone with 
the new fight.
  Gabriel tried to get up before the knight could raise its mace again. He quickly jumped 
up right before the mace was pulled back by the knight. With just as much force as last time, the 
ghost struck, but Gabriel barrel rolled out of its way. Regaining his stamina, Gabriel moved over to 
his father’s chair. The ghostly armor spun around, launching his mace. The mace landed right on 
the chair, breaking it into a million pieces. Without a weapon, Gabriel finally had an upper hand 
against the ghost. But instead he ran out of the hall and into a pantry where he found a secret exit 
of the black castle by the sea. As he frantically ran out back onto a balcony that overlooked the sea, 
he miraculously discovered a small sailboat that could carry him out of the area. But then the ghost 
broke through the glass window that led to the balcony and landed in front of Gabriel. The knightly 
figure pulled his mace back again and started to swing it around. Before the ghost could attack, 
Gabriel stabbed at its chest, denting the armor and knocking the ghost back.
  While the ghost was recovering, Gabriel ran back toward the main door the way he had 
come. He bashed at the door, but the ghostly knight had followed him. The ghost went to strike with 
full power, running like an unstoppable force. Fortunately, Gabriel rolled out of his way at the last 
tedious second while in front of the door. At last, the ghost broke the main door open into a million 
splinters and busted its armor so much that it was gone.
 Gabriel got up off the stone floor and sprinted out of the castle as fast as he could, drop-
ping his shield and sword and running into a nearby forest. As he ran with all the stamina left 
in him, the forest seemed to get narrow and even more narrow. The trees started spinning like a 
paranormal force shaking his brain. Gabriel went in circles, his mind melting at the illusion. He was 
cut in the leg, but he did not know what cut him. He kept running to save himself. Then the running 
stopped when he jumped into a clearing, it was green with grass and there were trees surrounding 
it.
 There it was, the lady in white. Her silk white dress was glowing and she was levitating. Her eyes 
were glowing white, and she floated silently. Gabriel spoke.
 “Who are you?” he calmly asked, despite his being out of breath.
 “The lady in white,” she answered.
 Then a creature, with scaly hands, of unknown origin yanked at Gabriel’s feet, pulling him down 
below the Earth. He tried to free himself, but the force of the creature was too powerful. As Gabriel 
was pulled down into his grave, all he could see was the lady in white, smiling evilly.
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Sent to Fort Knox - Davis Alcorn

Burnt in a fire
At the bottom of a ocean
In a box never to be seen 
Away from public eyes 
Behind lock and key
Far away up in the sky 
Finally a copy in only for me
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Her nose plucked out from the rest of her face. Her face looked as if it was melting. The lady slunk 
back into the sea and disappeared. Gabriel ran back into the hall with concern. He looked around 
and yelled.
  “Who are you? And why is my family dead?!” Gabriel yelled in desperation.
  A sharp cry of a horse then shrieked from out front. Gabriel nearly fainted from shock, 
concerned about what could have happened to Ranith. But as he ran for the gates, they shut.
  “Open the door, you demon!” he desperately shouted.
  Gabriel pounded on the large door. He pushed on it and started to throw his entire body 
at it. The gates then busted open, as the horse’s shrieks turned to silence. Gabriel ran down a hill 
to find a horrific sight. There Ranith lay, dead in a pool of blood. His horse and best friend gone, 
Gabriel turned to cry as rage overwhelmed him and the momentary sadness. He stormed into the 
castle like a brave knight.
 “Face me like a man, you devil!” said Gabriel, furious and determined to find the culprit.
  Gabriel stood firm in the hall like a wall, then the ghost came out of the floor. The ghostly 
lady in white appeared, as if from nowhere, from below the blood-stained ground. Her eyes were a 
vibrant white, and she wore a milk white gown. But suddenly her eyes turned dark and began 
dripping blood. Gabriel looked in horror as the ghost turned into a pile of fresh blood right before 
his very eyes. After oozing out blood and becoming porous, the ghost was no more. But just as 
Gabriel had a sigh of relief, a voice sounded with a dark deep tone.
  “I am the darkness that lingers in your soul,” a deep voice from out of nowhere began to 
boom and chant, “I am your death.”
  The chanting stopped as Gabriel ran to the large door. The door shut again with a slam.
  “I am the Ghost of Rawrock Castle,” the voice echoed. “I’ve haunted this place for a 
thousand years.” Gabriel once heard a rumor of a ghost haunting his home, but he never believed 
it...
  “I don’t understand,” Gabriel asked in a state of confusion. “Why are you doing this?”
  “For revenge,” the deep voice said.
  “Against what?” Gabriel asked, still confused.
 All of a sudden, the knight’s armor, shiny and silver with the sun shining off the chest, on a 
stand in the back of the hall came to life. The rusted piece of metal charged at Gabriel with a mace 
and shield. Thinking quickly, Gabriel ran to pick up a shield on a wall next to him. When he turned 
around with the metal shield on his arm, the armor set, now very much alive, was only a few feet 
away with his mace raised. Reacting quickly by raising his shield, Gabriel blocked the attack with 
every ounce of stamina he had; it dented his shield. He was abashed and knocked back to the floor
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Ode to Youtube - Davis Alcorn

Ode to Youtube
All your channels far and 
wide

Ode to Youtube
Comedy and Video Game
Mini Series and Random Facts

Ode to Youtube
News and Celebrity Gossip 
Makeup and Vlogs

Ode to Youtube
Sports and Old TV
Pirated Television and How To

Ode To Youtube 
Education and Profanity 
Reviews and Trailers
Ode To Youtube 
So many choices 
How to decide

Ode to Youtube
When you find something you 
love 
You will watch

Then subscribe with a touch 
Watch each video in a blink 
Next you will do it all again 
The Moral of my ode is this: 
Make what you love
in life important but
when it is a matter of that 
important thing or you, what 
will you choose?
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 The Lady in White 
 a short horror story
By Zack Sommer
 
  Gabriel walked up to the dark castle. He was on a hill that stretched out as a promontory, 
and the castle was at its edge. The old fortress had once been his home, but it now was desolate. 
The crumbling castle that looked out to sea was in ruin; seagulls surrounded it, as the setting sun 
poured its golden sunshine on the ancient relic in the last light of the day. Dusk was almost over and 
night was near, as Gabriel walked up to the old pillars he had once walked around for hours on end. 
They were stone, carved with the ancient coat of arms of his family, but they were now covered with 
seagull waste that had piled up over the many years.
  Gabriel looked up, his dark hair gleaming off the last sunlight. The sun then hid behind 
the clouds and was lost as a gloomy setting had come. Gabriel was dressed in silver armor, only the 
finest in all the land of England, his home. He had rode from the city of London and was here to 
take back what was his. His sword was in its sheathe, as he walked calmly into the castle. His horse 
bumped him.
  “What is it, Ranith?” he said.
  His horse, with a concerned look on his face, quickly bumped him again. Ranith was lent 
to him by a friend, and the two had become best friends, man and horse. That was a while ago 
though, long before Gabriel ever came back to his old home, Castle Rawrock.
 “I’ll only be a minute,” he said, suspecting his horse didn’t want him to leave.
  Gabriel walked into the broken castle. It was abandoned long ago, his home, but he never 
knew why. He walked down a long hall and to a gold-spiraled chair. The chair had been his 
father’s before he was murdered one night under mysterious circumstances. Gabriel looked on to his 
memories, letting his mind fade. He could see himself looking at his father; his father saying that 
he would one day rule this castle as a lord. But that day never came.
  Gabriel started to shed tears that were forming in his eyes. He did not want to know why 
this place was abandoned, neither did he want to know. All he had been told was that there was a 
lady in white who sometimes lingered on the premises. Long ago, his family had been mysteriously 
killed off one by one; the only survivor, Gabriel was the only to escape the castle before it was 
abandoned. And now he had come back in search of answers and to find out who killed them.
  A loud noise then came from out back behind the massive castle. Gabriel wiped away his 
tears and ran past the old columns and onto a balcony looking down upon a blue sea. There, 
floating above the sea, was a lady, in white. She had brown hair and a straight face.
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Send My Poems - Aurora Phlegar

Into a blank space in time, where no one could see how bad they rhyme 

Their cheesy traits that fill the room with laughter; my cheeks blush pink after 

Thinking about this aftermath always makes me think too rash 

I turn my head down and run in a flash 

I crumple my paper in a ball

The trash man is the one I will call

‘Dispose of it quick’ is what I will say 

The trash man nods his head okay 

The poem goes in his pocket

It bounces up and down like a rocket

When the ride is over, it’s dumped in the dumpster 

Surrounded by run-ons, misspellings, and mistakes

The dumpster is as large as a lake

So my poems will be impossible to find 

And no one will be able to say ‘it’s good’ just to be kind 

If someone does find it, I’ll snatch it up quick

I’ll burn it with a match and a wick 

I’ll watch the paper catch fire, turning into ashes

The ashes will stain the sky looking like stars 

But really you read my poems every time you look to the sky 

The words are stuck in the sky, lost in space and time
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There – Anonymous

There’s something hiding behind the stars
It creeps through the shadows at night
It’s not hidden by the moon or the sun
But it reaches its pinnacle, its height
There’s a darkness over beyond the hills
Unknown to the human eye
It’s reeling, irritating, and doubtfully compelling
Hiding like a creature sly
There’s a silhouette prowling out of sight
It’s revealing its greatest masterpiece yet
Deviating from its natural lengths
Unsure if it poses an artless threat
There’s thunder roaring in the sky
Lightning as its sidekick
Another one who gazes up at its beauty
Is bound to know what lies within it.



Emotion - Tobi Bankole

Everyone wants to have it, to hold it near
It is the most precious thing a human holds dear
But most never look closely
For they are content with the idea of her
And have no reason to seek her out 
Those who look only see a flash of her shiny skirts
Or a single leap in her dance of pure emotion 
But her dance has more meaning, more feeling than that
Every twirl, every twist is a whirlwind of color and passion
Every kick is as bright as a ray of pure sun
Most are satisfied with a glimpse of the exuberant dance
But others fantasize about seeing more than that 
And who can blame them?
She is the most beautiful thing
But she is otherworldly, too 
She can twist one’s mind;
She can make them think that up is down and right is wrong
She is a gift, but she is also a poison 
If the line is crossed with reckless abandon
Or blurred with tears of desperation
Her smile will turn as cold as diamonds
Her eyes will freeze over, and the colors turn cold 
She becomes hard and unforgiving
Life is spent a cross between sleep and wake
Never quite knowing if experiences are real or imagined
For everything is too vivid, too bright

Many try to capture the delicate reds and shiny skirts
But forget about the cold blues and frozen smiles
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It smelled of firewood and hazelnut
On a night of midnight blueness
And a dark shadow around the fire
Moving like a creature clueless
Heaven’s angels started to wail
I could hear them crying
What happened next I can’t forget
I clearly remember I was rising
But it wasn’t the sky I was rising to
It wasn’t the skyscrapers up above
Nor even the clouds was I rising through
It was a creature connected through touch
Then he dropped me and hard I fell
Into the tallest hottest fire
Confined, restrained, like a prison cell
But somehow I was saved by him
And rose up from the ashes
Five times it had happened
But I was tired from the lashes
The whips of the flame, burning bright
And finally I held no longer
I let myself burn, turn to dust
And when I lost it, I was much stronger.
– Anonymous
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Colors in the Sun – Tobi Bankole

Life seems to shrivel
Under the withering gaze of the hot sun
Children play quietly inside
Looking longingly out their windows at the cul-de-sacs
Where they spent many days riding their bicycles
Shrieking in delight once they heard 
the tell-tale jingling of the ice cream truck
 
And adults are resigned to bring their wicker furniture inside
And sip their cocktails and martinis in their air-conditioned houses
Laughing about the heat and how glad they are to be inside
But secretly wishing they were back in the “unbearable heat”
 
Where they could keep an eye on their children
While grilling “summer foods” on grills that don’t get much use
 
But not everything shrivels in the sun
The colors are still out and remain unchanged
If anything, they are brighter and more vivid
 
The grass as green as envy embodied
The sky clearer bluer and clearer than sea pulp
Even the sidewalk becomes a blinding white
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Modern Prison – Stead Schinkel

Today I will slave.
Tomorrow I shall crave.
And the great powers of the 
world know why.
They push us in line.
Take away what is mine.
They suffocate the truth 
and create their little lie.
They think they can teach me.
Without letting me see free.
But I can ponder how I feel 
about this prison.
If I’m going to plod.
To feel like a god.
I need to break out 
of this prized system.
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Fear Poem          - Zack Sommer
 
I am the very thing that 
races your heart.
Every time you scream 
I become tart.
Everything around 
you stops and stares.
Something or 
someone becomes 
your scare.
I am the element 
eating your soul.
Your least favorite
food in an extra 
large bowl.
Peace for you will 
not last.
When you know that 
I have been cast.
When you spin around 
you want to run.
And I will make sure 
that all will have fun. 

Times Chimes   –   Stead Schinkel

Its music has the perfection of rhyme.
Its can wake us up with its bitter sweet chime.
Its ticks and tocks Rocks through the silent night.
And through the day it will continue to fight.
And from its twisted arms it likes to talk.
And from this we can thank our friend the clock.
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Society’s Identity - Anonymous

Society has taught itself to be perfect 
but really, who is it?
the perfect man, handsome and kind 
the perfect woman, healthy and fit

but society is made of you and of me 
if we think each other perfect,
how can that be?
everyone must then be worth it

but society tells us everyone’s not
so secretly, you think I’m weird 
society’s war that I fought
I was all alone which I know I feared

but society didn’t surrender 
so I joined forces with you 
and it was in that September 
that I became someone new

someone who had too many problems 
and not a single solution
then everything became solemn
a raging war, a revolution

and everything should have been right 
because now we were on the same side 
a knife in my back in just one night 
and then I ran to hide

but behind the bushes, there was another 
another and thousands more
in my war surrounding society
one secret was the core.

Oh Let the Soil Be Rich and Black – Stead Schinkel

Oh let the soil be rich and black
Let nature come forth and do its magic to get our pay
And fill the farmers gold to the top of the sack
 
Let the old men revel in the wearing out of their back
With the sun sweating its life giving ray
Oh let the soil be rich and black
 
Work needs its recovery nap in the old family shack
This way of life is so beautiful what can one say
And fill the farmers gold to the top of the sack
 
We stop to look at the cloud to see if the rain will attack
It’s sweet juice lets the crops dance and play
Oh let the soil be rich and black
 
The hungry mouths starving and forced to hold back
The live stock waiting for it mouthful of hay
And fill the farmers gold to the top of the sack
 
But we work and strive to find a way
To grow and cherish every day
Oh let the soil be rich and black
And fill the farmers gold to the top of the sack 
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The Interim – Anonymous

I can’t sleep anymore.
The quilt is smoke so I cannot breathe.

I cannot cry. Shouting’s no release,
no ripping. And the silence stings. 

How long till waiting is everything?
How long till there is nothing left?
To wait for a long time is to fear:

I fear the tracks in the snow.
I fear the space 

a ring once circled. 

I can’t even sleep anymore.
My dreams are climbing out 

of waiting and falling back in.
Under my eyes is 

blue like a bruise.
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The Girl Who Was Afraid – Claiborne Creasy
 
 She lived in fear every day.
 It seemed she was afraid of her own shadow.
 She lived in a shell as if she was a turtle.
 This is the girl who was afraid.
 
 At times, her voice failed her.
 It would quake and shake at the sight of others.
 Soon embarrassment followed afterward.
 This is the girl who was afraid.
 
 Heights, bikes, cars, boats, planes, blood, all frightened her.
 As well as the fear of failing.
 The world as a whole seemed to work up her nerves.
 This is the girl who was afraid.
 
 She could barely do anything herself.
 It seemed to people that she would never leave the nest.
 What could she do exactly?
 This is the girl who was afraid.
 
 Time was flying by.
 As well as her life.
 Would she ever take a chance?
 This is the girl who was afraid.
 
 Now years have gone by.
 People have moved on.
 So has she, in fact.
 That girl who was afraid.
 
 She walks with her head held high.
 Along with a confident stride.
 She is taking on the world herself this time.
 I give you, the girl who is no longer afraid.


