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hen I write exciting adventure stories I get a lot of adrenaline flowing in my veins which causes me to 

write so fast that I barely know w hat I am writing.  Pictures buzz  through my mind and stories evolve.  

Characters come and go.  Spelling ñI donõt care for now.  My mom calls for dinner and I ignore it.  This 

is how I feel when I write.   Since I started writing, my first stories were born during daydreaming.  

They were short and often illustrated by my own drawing.  I remember the one about the  unicorn and the panther 

which I wrote when I was seven.  It made me feel confident and smart.  Now I write stories for fun and they are 

much longer; in fact, they go on forever and ever.  Often, I just abandon one idea and start another or write two 

stori es at once. Sometimes, however, this ends in a disaster and I have to start over.  Then I feel like I wasted my 

precious spare time and donõt ever want to write again .   My 

f avorite themes to write about are personified animals 

in adventurous plots.  I tak e the freedom to bring the main 

characters into tricky situations and have them do 

what I would do to solve the problems.  Usually, more 

characters get involved in the problem solving process 

and a happy end is in sight.  I feel strong and proud in my 

mind to have mastered the situation, but tired and sore in 

my hands from scribbling on a now wrinkled piece of paper.  

It is a good feeling t o have finished but I can always feel 

another story coming.  Sometimes my writing is really 

funny; at least to my mom and me.  We write letters or 

poems to our bilingual friends in Europe using English and 

German words to create silly rhymes which can have several 

meanings.  This is an unusual style of writing, so let me give 

you an example:  The Feuerwehr came running 
auch, with their very langen Schlauch.   Do you get it?  

Since the grammar of one language cannot be correctly 

applied in the other it adds a funny confusion.   I love to 

spend time writing when I am not reading.  Writing makes 

my mind venture into the world of imagination and 

feelings.  I am in control of the flow of events, and the 

outcome of the story tells me about the way I am feeling 

at that moment in time . 

W 
TT hhiiss  
 

~Kyra Fulton  

 

Construction Paper         Silvia Rueda 

 

IImmaaggiinnee  

TT hhiiss  
IImmaaggiinnee  
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Can You Imagine 

A world without a beach 
A fruit tree without a peach 

Food and water becoming rare 
A kite without air 

A sky without stars  
Space without Mars 

A person with no face 
CSI without a case 

A hamburger without a bun 
A baby weighing a ton 
.ƭƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŘ 
A girl named Fred 

Aquatropics without a fish 
Needy people without a wish 

Hair longer than a football field 
A knight without a shield 

A mad pit bull without a collar 
A skinned knee without a faller 

A house without a wall 
Me without a mall! 

 
~Blythe Ferguson 

 

In the World I Dream 

In the world I dream 
Everyone would have an imagination 

And would be able to escape 
Into their dreams 

In the world I dream 
Humans could fly and 

Would slow down to notice 
The beauty around them 

In the world I dream 
What is war? 

What is poverty? 
What is hate? 

In the world I dream 
Everyone can love somebody 

!ƴŘ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ŘƻƴŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ 
In the world I dream 
Nothing is perfect 

.ǳǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 
In the world I dream. 

 
~Austin Landis 

 

 Colored Pencil         Will McCrea  

(sound poem using 26 notesñone for 

each letter of the alphabet)  

~Cooper Devane-Prugh 

It can be  
soft. 
 It can be  
sweet 
It could be  
    disturbing  
       or neat,  

crunchy, bluesy, 
         metal, insane,  
     anything you want. 
Just name the game. 
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Depression 

 

 
I am starting a new day  

I wonder who notices my presence  

I hear chit chat about whatõs going on 

I see the problems on the TV  

I wis h I could help, but I canõt 

I am scared  

 

I pretend to be okay  

I feel trapped in a world very dark  

I touch things and they break in my hands  

I worry about myself  

I cry because everything is going wrong  

I am upset and lonely  

 

I understand my problem  

I say I will get better  

I dream of happiness 

I try my best to return to lifeé and do 

I hope I can stay this way  

I am beautiful and outgoing  

 

 

~Kaylie  Padget 
 

 

 

 

Heartbroken  
Frail   Destroyed  Devastated  Crushed Bleeding Wounded 

Broken Pieces Unfaithful  Overcome by sorrow  Grief  Despair

 Shattered  

Aggrieved  Separated  Ruptured  Split  Cracked  

Dismembered  Pulverized  Mangled Disconsolate  Heart sick  Mournful  

Miserable  Grief stricken  Woebegone Melancholy  Maudlin  Nostalgic  

Lugubrious  Weeping 

~Jamie Dunnell  
 

Second in Time  

 

Beat  

Your heart  

Beat  

The drums  

Beat  

Abuse 

Beat  

Yourself  

    Beat  

 

Be- at  

That one place  

That one  

 

Beat.  

 

 

~Austin Landis 

 

 Watercolor                            B.J. Brown 
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Wood 

 
I am paper  

Pushed with every slight wind gust  

I need a weight to stay put  

I tumble for days  

with no one to pick me up  

I might snag  

I am a dead leaf  

Pushed by constant blowing wind  

I need a tree to hold me until winter  

I may catch on something from the ground  

I might crack  

I am an acorn rolling forever  

I need level ground; I will roll  

Until I find flat earth; I might stop.  

I am a branch  

Ripped off a tree by a strange force  

I need a tree to live  

I will sit until someone pushes me  

I might grow  

I am a tree  

Strongly rooted in the ground  

I need a little water to live  

I will grow until I am cut down  

I might become paper  

 

~Juliana Ca rrillo  

 

 

Cliché 
 

òGone but not forgottenó 

Itõs just some old clich® 

What is it that is gone?  

Surely you can forget  

a pencil when it is gone  

Or a piece of paper  

when it is ripped to shreds  

What I remember  

are the loved ones I knew  

The ones who fought in the war  

Or people who I didnõt know 

Who just served as good citizens  

Who were proud of who they were  

Or I remember the ones  

who didnõt ever get to take  

their first breath  

Because of a miscarriage  

The ones we love  

òGone but not forgottenó 

 

~Brittany Rossie  
 

A Treeõs Loss 

 
A whispering soul rooted  

in the ground  

Pondering  

about his other self  

that he  has never found.  

A leaf fell  

Limbs lost away,  

A piece of me in disarray,  

A hope forgotten  

an ending truth,  

Molding rotten  

Lost youth.  

 

~Elise Falck  
 
 
 
 

 Watercolor                              Montana Sewell  
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