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Decisions
By Haolun Wei ‘11

Decisions shape our lives. | believe that everyone has made a decision that changed his or her
life. Have you ever doubted your decision? Throughout my teenage years, | always have the support of
my parents. | decided which middle school | wanted to attend, which high school | wanted to attend,
where | wanted to travel, and almost everything by myself. | had never doubted my decision until mak-
ing the one that changed my life.

Two years ago at this time, | decided to come to an American high school, although | was al-
ready a junior and going to graduate in a couple of months. During my two years in the Chinese high
school, | could do everything well except study; while the sad fact in Chinese high schools is that noth-
ing is important except studying. | admit that | did not work hard at all compared with other students:
when they were still studying after a twelve-hour school day after midnight, | probably was already in
bed for a couple of hours; when they were being tutored after a six-day school week on Sundays, | was
surely shopping with my mom. | wanted to change and hoped | could have a new start. So | decided to
come to America to find a better stage for my life, where they appreciated more than the grade on the

transcript.

Full of excitement and expectation, | ended my Chinese high school and started my first ex-
change year at a rural town in Washington State. Before arriving there, | was still so sure about my de-
cision. However, things did not go as smoothly as | have planned. My first host family had four large
German short-haired pointer dogs, and they scared and bothered me. | stayed in my room all the time
to avoid running into the dogs, much to the disappointment of my host family, who expected me to
enjoy spending time with them. My fear of dogs kept me inside my room, except during meal times.
Instead of getting to know my gracious hosts, | spent my time calling my mom. | realized that pets were

part of the American family, but | could not adjust to them. Although it was normally not allowed in my



program, | asked my coordinator to find me another family. My selfish move upset my host family, my
coordinator, and the agency. As a result, | received a warning letter, a disaster for an exchange student
such as myself, particularly given that the school year had not even started. | became “homeless,”
sanctioned to sleep on the couch in my coordinator’s house to reflect on my behavior for a week. | pre-
pared an apology letter and read it to my host family. | felt awful that | let them down. They forgave
me, and | tried my best to adjust my attitude. | put on my best behavior in dealing with my coordina-
tor’s family. Finally, she recognized my effort and assigned me to another family, the Fullers. | spent the
rest of the year with them, and it was a wonderful and enriching experience with no big dogs.

The Fullers have three cute little kids, two boys and a girl. Being an only child and grandchild in
my family, | never knew what it was like growing up with siblings or cousins. | soon learned that it was
enjoyable. Playing Star Wars with the boys and Barbie dolls with the girl reminded me of my childhood.
My host mom was a great cook. She taught me to bake bread, brownies, cookies and other pastries |
had never done by myself before. My host dad loved the outdoors. He took me to my first camping trip
in the lush forests in Washington. | enjoyed myself despite the rain. Every night after dinner, | spent

time chatting with them. Bonding with them made me consider them my family, as they did me.

In the last weekend of the school year, | accompanied my coordinator to another town where
she was meeting a family who was considering hosting a Chinese girl for the coming school year. |
spoke to the mother, who was eager to hear my experience. | was pleasantly surprised when she decid-
ed to be a host mom after talking with me. On the way back, my coordinator said, “I feel that you are
different from the girl at the beginning of the year. Congratulations, you are growing up.” | knew |
made the right decision again; | picked a way to gain a process of growing up. Decisions do change peo-
ple’s life. Never think about your decisions are right or wrong after making them; they are always the
power of life.

\‘\
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Disney Films

Cause Mmore Harm Than Cood
By: Brooke Ciccocioppo ‘1

Disney movies are probably the most commonly watched films among the youth today. These films have
been inspiring children and their imaginations for decades; however, they appear to have crept into the lives of
not only young children -- but also of teenagers. Not only have these films become a recent interest in the lives
of the older youth, but also they appear to lead to pure obsession among some. An interest is one thing; an ob-
session is another. Some things are necessary to outgrow and having parts of your life consumed by Disney char-
acters is one of those things.

Children are most easily influenced at an early age, which Walt Disney capitalized from and made his
career out of this reality. While creativity and pretending should not be excluded from a young child’s life, Disney
has taken these things too far. So many toys have been made based off of the Disney Princess theme that not
only are children pretending to be Disney Princesses—but also, they end up being treated like one as they grow
older. This cultural phenomenon has helped in producing a generation of spoiled, youngchildren-- children who
may grow up to believe that everything will be handed to them as they witnessed in their faverite’Disney film
when they were younger.

These films have the potential to skew a child’s thoughts of thewaorld, both.good and bad. Although the
child should be taught that these movies are pure fiction, for many, the media has already negatively influenced
the child.

Disney’s portrayal of events can even lead a child to believe something that is campletely inaccurate
such as in the movie Pocahontas. This was a real event of which Disney made into a movie. Children;if they even
realize that there is any truth to the story, will most likely only picture the event as‘it'is portrayed in the film. This
twists the actual history of such a period in time.

All of us, I’'m sure, has known someone who has been very sheltered or over-protected by a parent, of
which Disney movies seem to be encouraging, or at the very least not helping. While | do not believe that young
children should be watching movies that are of more mature ratings, | do believe that Disney movies are not pro-
moting even the slightest taste of reality. With such an influence, children have the potential to develop false
expectations of the real world causing them to be sheltered and later in life, put into shock when they come to
realize that the world is actually nothing like the Disney movies they’ve been watching all their life. Sadly, these
films are helping to stunt the imaginations of many children by presenting the images so well that the child'is left
with no room to imagine anything else.

My point is not to argue that a child should not be a child, or that Disney moyies should be banned;
however, | do believe that children should be more exposed to the world itself and spend less time in front ofithe
television having these images spoon fed to them. Through this, the child can develop his or her own thoughts
and can gain his or her own experiences rather than gaining false expectations through a fictional, but increasing-

ly influential form of entertainment.



Are Children Growing up too Fast?
By Ashley Huber 12

Children are constantly surrounded by images of sex and drugs at a young age. The
inCreased popularity Of reality television also contributes to the idea that sex is encouraged
at a younger age, and it does nhot have any serious repercussions. The media, especCially televi-
sioh and the internet, also allows for all types of information whether it be CorreCt or hot to
be viewed by everyone. It has become aCCeptable to see images that would have been consid-
ered vulgar 30 Years ago to see oh television today, and it seems that teenagers are just follow-
ing their favorite Celebrities’ actions, rather thah truly considering what the consequences
might be.

A great number of television shows on the air today give the impression that sex is a
good and exciting thing for teenagers, ahd most likely the more favorable CharacCters are the
ones in which have sexual interactions. Although there are some shows that possibly try to
show the more realistiC side of teen preghancy, such as MTV's “Teen Mom” and ABC Family’s
“The Secret Life of the AmeriCan Teenager” these shows may actually end up glamorizing the
lifestyle through the popularity Of television. For example, “Teen [Mom” sometimes airs facts
about teen preghanCy to provide people with information so that they may make smarter deci-
sions about their sex life, but these shows are still made for entertainment purposes ahd may
not give true aCcounts of all of the events. Also, opinions are hot Clearly stated; therefore, it
allows the audience to have a subjective View of it. Ahother reason that teen preghancCy ap-
pears to be glamorized is the fact that a |0t Of the “Teen Moms” constantly grace the cover
Of humerous gossip magazines and become famous beCause of their struggle. According to a
recent study, “The preghahCy rate among 15-t0-19-Year-0lds inCreased 3 percent between 2005
and 2006 - the first jump sinCe 1990” (Stein). Teenhagers today are more Comfortable with the
idea and concCept of sex. This may be a good step for sex educCation, some teenagers either do
hot take into consideration the consequences of sexual relations, or simply do hot know
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them. E¢’s hit show “GKins” presents the topiC Of teen sex, and although there are some real
life consequences the Characters have to deal with, it still does hot seem to Capture the
truth behind the growing problem. As well as sexual relations, “CKins” also deals the drug use
by teens. “GKins,” although it does not Clearly promote drug use, does hot seem to address the
harsh reality of taking drugs. This amplifies the popularity of drug use with teens and, like
teen preghancy, almost seems to enhance the idea of it.

A simple Google searCh of different drug related terms shows a ShoCKingly bipolar set of re-
sults. On one hanhd, drug awareness sites hammer out horrifying statistiCs of drug abuse, while
on the other hand, YouTube and image board sites show light hearted, satiriCal mockeries of
drug abuse. For example, searching the well known The Meth Project’s Campaigh slogan
“Meth — hot even once™ brings up the project’s drug awareness Site that is filled with alarm-
ing statistiCs related to the drug, such as, “77% Of teens who tried meth started at age 15.”
However, more appealingly to the younger generation, there is a selection of mock ‘Meth — hot
even once’ posters, below the anti-Meth website, whiCh portrays Meth abuse as anh extremely
fantasticCal thing that they’re more likely to see in a comedy show on TV thanh in real life. Tt
would be interesting to find out where the majority Of teenhagers get their knowledge oh Meth
— on the officCial anti-Meth website, Oor from satiriCal parodies of anti-Meth posters. (Jnhfortu-
hately, it would hot be surprising if the latter was the more cCommon source of khowledge for
teenagers Of this generation. The problem that this Causes is that teens are more likely hot to
take drugs as seriously as they should, Certainly hot as seriously as they will have as a child,
and this is what Causes the damaging statistiCs Of 15 year olds taking meth.

The multiple media sources from which teenagers learh about sex ahd drugs are hot
always correct ahd could be contributing to the idea that Kids feel the heed to grow up
GQUICKIY. Television shows promote the concept that if people act irresponsibly, they Will be
more accepted, and that is affecting Children at inCreasingly younger ages with every passing
decade. Also, the growing use of drugs and the satire behind them make them appear |ess
harmful thah they actually are. Whether through television or the internet, teenagers today
have access to ah abundance of information about sex and drugs. While this may be helpful in
Certain aspects, it could be a faCtor in why Children today do not fully think about the deci-
sions they’re making, and then they are forced to grow up faster than they should be. Sad
fact in Chinese high schools is that hothing is important except studying.
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Cynica/ Rose

By Zach Snya(er' ‘t

As the streams 0/[ winter @ﬁf J’ﬂé/.'%/ n fﬁmqgﬁ the window, the ﬁfgﬁ school 5@ s hazel eyes were lluminated like rare  gems.
He scanned his reflection in the mivror of the éoyx "restroom in ﬁopey of ﬁeﬁnﬂ content about his appearance for once. Of course he
doesn't; there's a/w&yy mmefﬁinﬂ to feel ufset about, whether it be his dark mm’y/ep/ hair or his broad anatomical features. He met his
own gaze in the mirror on@ to see his own self ﬁﬁmpﬁoinfmem‘, et again.

”7/0/7% Twere ome of z%fwz%ﬂf%’/%:r who Mz/é/c/myﬂ 15 form, then /my&' T eonltf ook /ﬂ/{my dcent’ he fﬁa@ﬁf fo
5im5'66{

Pro/anjirfg his fime in the restroom, he pracmyﬁmfe/ 50 as not to 40 back out into the outside world fo;ﬂ everyone fo see him,
eypecim@ Anton. For years he has harbored a secret crush on this far@n éay with captivating eyes. Tﬁey befriended each other when
he em{que&/ from Germany in fifth jm&[e, and the two had been friends ever since and had ef;/'oyea/ each other’s [resence, 9 his dark,
handsome looks weren a//m’ry enoqgﬁ, his confidence in his yexumﬁ'@ and defined permnaﬁ@ created an image of, ﬁerﬁcﬁon, The éqy,
however, knew this lust far a re/aﬁamﬁiﬁ was one that was meant (m@ to be a dream. In comﬁmiyon, he knew he could never have him,
Tﬁinﬁiry about the German 6@ ¥ perfecz‘ campéxion on@ made him want to hide in the restroom until he jmﬁﬁmfef/ from ﬁgﬁ sehool

Euenfuﬂ@ he is driven out of the restroom @ the banshee scream of the bell, announcing fo the students that it is ﬁmﬁ b
fourth pem’o/ class, With one last ﬁéyﬁemfe attempt he fusses with his ﬂ/mﬂ@ y@/ od hair in ﬁo/m of- Mﬂ@'ry himself feel, [presen %\
he left the restroom he assimilated into the tide of students head ing to their next class, Fléru/n‘/ he éumpj inty an unknown, J}n‘g ]\
ure due to his downcast head. '

" T sorry, I- " his eyes connect with a fair of, f/a.vﬁmj clover green eyes that send a rush of energy fﬁrmyﬁ ﬁzm fi @)
bolt of l {gﬁfnmﬂ

7/}/7//// Im // 4D ros inkey v you becose I wantod 1 o /]m Krow 91, //f‘]mmmfz% g 4 7 your locker” Flnfon rep/ es
coa// ‘T?/ r not only ly embaryassed from running into him, but now he could feel his face Wazzrfg red /jﬁf like am ambulance
light

72 W -beltor e Lt maomes 2y 7@7}7/‘]0;/ éffmﬂﬂ;{/ﬁﬁ% bakesalt," the éoy repﬁe/ ma sarcastic mannerin an

attempt to L‘dfon /mgﬁ and distract him from the fact that his face is now mﬁﬂﬁnj heat
' N (Flnfon answers humorous @, /M/f/t//lﬁ i ook 7 7 your lcker: ﬂf}wz%/}y /M/ﬁﬂl%ﬂé/hfl%}‘///ﬂ‘ﬂ%ﬂé%ﬂ/

)
%éa/'/'azw/a'iﬂl.'%m@ A F(ﬁﬂem@ fﬁgy were late for class,
As he sat in the ﬁ'eezinﬂ cell of the classroom, '\' i
éa@ heneath the fabric sent a ripp/e of warmth o

to a/ﬂﬁ‘ back towhen he collided with Anton. Teeﬁnj his yfranj
causing the hair on his arms to become'erect. This fﬁmgﬁf created a
five within him to incubate against the frost bitten {
When the waiﬁnj bell pmc/m‘meﬁ/ the end of the
He found a frail white rose with a fiece of folded e :

ding to listen to the teather's for@n /ﬂrgmge of mathematies
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gers fumbled to  get the note ofeen. Once he ﬁm@ opene/ it his eyes locked on the careﬂf@ prinfe;/ words that said " 2y ) yout e me?
ﬁ/fmgmf'ﬂwm’ﬂfmy/f 4

Anyone who has ever had that first innocent love can remember how ouerwﬁeﬂ/niry the emotion can be. The 50y s heart
could not [rrocess this extraterrestrial fee@g ana@foppea/ ﬁmﬁnﬂ for a few moments, Once /arocweﬁ[ his heart {gm’fe&/ thro »fgﬁ his chest
like ﬁ[ynﬂmife; his eyes saw o éﬂ/eipﬂmope of /azz/irtg colors, and his blood éffgan couminﬂ fﬁ;ﬂo@ﬁ his {yyz‘em with a sensational blnze,
This feeﬁnﬂ seemed to awaken his soul fmm a p[eep slumber and made him want to a/ways' shower Mm'e/f in this feeﬁry. He had fa/[en,
aﬁww‘/y signing his heart to Anton, the first frerson fo awaken this emotion; the rose 6ecominj a refresentation of his affection.

Later that evening as he /ﬂy on his bed with the rose laid beside him, the pefaﬁ' ﬁ@jmj themselves as if ﬁ’m@ comforted; he
immwﬁm‘e@ sent his answer: : " Yo" His heart, still on ﬁyﬁ from this immaterial dhg, ﬂom/m@/ with each millisecond as he waited
for Anton’s response. As soon as his ﬂﬁone 693@/ his heart beat so fast it was like ﬁummiryéim/ wings. Anton had reﬁﬁe/ "I /é/
becouwe 7/?%@ V2 ¢ o ?%7//& we can go outsometime.” The éoy 7m‘c£@ made up his mind in saying " Hons ol i weekend?”
He couldn’t believe his romance ﬁfe was moving so 7m’c£@ ﬂﬁﬂm@ cam‘ip[sri@ this morning he was .vfreﬂ'inj aver how much of an eye
sore he was, That is how our romance lves work, isn 't it? Flcfi@ as fﬁo@ﬁ we are animals, the op/aoyife sex J‘ffiw'nﬂ to imﬁreﬂ' each
other to win a mate. " T I can ¥ i weekeatyy 9 thve by /a/wwﬁ( " Anton repﬁea( The éoy, /eyﬁiz‘e the rﬁbcﬁon, texted his new so
called éoyﬁiem/ for the next few hours that n{gﬁf. Beside him the rose seemed to ﬁeeé out of its enclosed, /m‘aﬁ' to find its new freyin
J‘fgﬁf,

The next fow ﬁ/ﬂyj‘ at school were as if Anton never existed, The 6@ ﬂn;a'auy@ waited to see in [rerson the face he had been
ﬁ/r‘mmi@ about each nyﬁf. Pﬂﬁen@ he waited for his virile Prince Cﬁmminj to ride @ on awhite horse but was 2 wasted ef][arr
entire week the on@ communication he had with Anton was L‘ﬁrmgﬁ the ﬂpﬂfﬁeﬁe screen 0][ acell, ﬁﬁone. e didnot m’}ﬁ/ﬂm’fﬂnﬁ'ﬂ’ °\‘
Anton distanced himself from him, et he éﬂnﬁ@ accepfeﬁ/ the excuses fed fﬁrmyﬁ the [precious text messages. Tﬁey were in the sane ‘
school, et the 6[@ felt like Znton was a million miles away, but he didn’t care. He was too innocent and naive to withdraw .w/f ].[r r’
this re/ﬂfiomﬁi/o, not after waiting for this /onﬂ for someone to take an interest. After all, he had a/rem[y become addicted fo,ﬁue s @
son, \

Once again another 'Fm/ay nfqﬁf was Jpem‘ fa/ﬁi;zg to Anton fﬁm@ﬁ the pﬁone, The éqy yeamw/ fo ﬂ'e/ his ".ﬁm)‘a[ to know
what another kirzgy' touch is like, o feel those strong fpair of hands c/mp his own instead of fee/inﬂ the cold eﬂge of the pﬁone, What a
marvelo or he is fﬁoujﬁ. |

'\ Twan Fable /wwyw/ z‘mz/y, it I wented t é/]w/ fnow 9 //wy/f]wx ém@/ﬂﬂﬂ:/é Yoo the sorcerer

Y/ eﬁﬁ”[ [ ﬁf//f% 9 éﬁéﬁ?ﬁaﬁ%ﬁ@? “he asked the éoy. The 503 repﬁeﬁ/ with the bhest wmpﬁmem‘ he could in wining this
foréiﬁ/ﬁén over. F[ﬁ"ea@ &nawiry the answer to his next que.vﬁon, A

" Ape you alble 1 come over i weekema? ” Hofin
sorry, V4 j%wam/mrfﬂ//é/ﬂwwéﬂ/ The 5@ coeived
and more of the intaxication of love if;/'ecfe;[ Once thedaon sonversation with his enchanter he laid bis cell, pﬁone on his

nefqﬁéoﬁrig n{gﬁf stand to notice a subtle differen 7 ose. The pefaﬁ had vich veins of red bpanched fﬁm»yﬁom‘ the white
canvas, a ved cm[y seen in blood,

o the answer to be e for once, Anton on@ ;ﬂepﬁ'e/ with " I n%@

e pricé to his once=vibrant heart to have more of his blood drawn



ears,” W/ﬂf/ij}y on? How comdd e //’M/ﬂﬂ‘/ﬂ/fm 7 my /ﬁ nof wont' t see me? Wt i /ﬁ'//ﬂﬁﬂy.?' " The éoy did not know
whether to blame himself for the state of the m/aﬁom’ﬁip or to realize that he was no /onﬂer ﬁw'nj a dream. Thisisa ﬁerﬂ’cf nijﬁfmme,
" Bt when wil 9. Wm{wﬁﬂﬂ%‘mﬂﬂm? “he fﬁoogﬁf, The c@cé;’iﬁi@ next to the attentive rose on the n@ﬁfj’fﬂmf illuminated the tear
stains on his pa[e face.

g ﬁa/a// //m,yw// Yomework. /m\@?’ the teacher called on the 6@ who had been a@zﬂy off yef again due to his lack of
J'ﬁeeﬂ. The teacher was J'wiﬁ‘ in cafcﬁiry any wam(e;ﬂinﬂ minds of the students and| pu/ﬁnj them back down to earth where those who were
realistic solved math /.vmé/emx and learned how to solve for the area of some ﬁﬁ')ﬁ"gwﬂ/ xﬁapex The My s slate eyes gave away his wan-
ﬁéw’nj mind to the teacher who scared surge of fear fﬁroogﬁ his system to éeep his nerves alert, Oh, how his own foison tasted s ﬂooﬁ[
the venom of his master po/fuﬁry his mind with false beliefs in love lured his mind 6&10@11&;@ into the dream land. The child was infect-
ed with the disease comp/efe@ at this ﬂoinf, but the next Jf@e 0][ the virus had taken ﬁfﬂce,

The ﬁ/ay went @ with on@ a ﬂ/ance at Anton. The foison assimilated itself into his mind now, éecamiry a part of him,
M/aﬂﬁnj to the new form of blood he éejﬂn to wake up. As the éoy s eyes commected with Anton’s he realized there was J'omefﬁiry un-
derneath those pre@ eyes. Yt is the same exprem'on he has now when he looks in the mivror. 2 once innocent child with now a broken
heart. " 7hen W@ was Anton /é/}y i tome? W@ /j/ﬂ/}f/%é}y the same ruel actions onty me? “the éoy fﬁo@ﬁz‘, T:nmgﬁ was
enmgﬁ; fanfgﬁf 's fext message shall unmask the fruth,

The rose was now a rich red, appearing as i][if were now 4 ﬁw’ry organism with a 6eﬂfinﬂ heart. The ﬁp,v 0][ the luscious red
pefﬂﬁ“ curled J'/iﬂﬁ@ as the top to form ﬁpy, a smirk, The 5@ Flnxiouy@, he waited for Anton’s response to his question: 1 7{/@ the hell’

ﬂmjmﬂw/k@ me?” ’ \
"D eam '//M/’/ﬁé&(m‘/w/ white 7//?%(/0/// Yeart " He reﬁﬁeﬁ[ The 5oy was uffer@ conﬂu’e/ and | ﬁm’om’ now, ﬁij"‘ ’ '

N
turning the color of the ru@ rose, ’ “
" D dtons Famderstndl W@ me]wmé/}y Wity me? ﬂ//ﬁzy//]w/ Yoo e, ﬂ/%ﬂ/w jﬁl/ffﬂ/’/z%/ﬂ%/[/%/j! “the : Jm-a/: ‘

ﬁopinﬂ that not er/e@fﬁinj Anton said was a total le. J )
"9 e 2 ot il 9 b T fornss s curse b someone elie anmd awaken bim /%m i dveams,. Gou see, Imwas i ,/a'w onee n %
someone o larvied's ”yfm//}ﬂfm 4//,%@ o frreworks, bul s ﬁ;f/hﬂﬂfﬂﬂ/éyﬂ/}éﬁm@ T wis unabie. ﬁ/ﬁaﬂffmjfaf/ﬁ'ﬂm the
Ylowss 1o the /‘/&’Mwﬂ &Z/f/é///ﬁww/m}y z%fwmﬁ}y /%//7/, Ll vty gf advenaliy, of vomumce. 5 a /é/yﬂmw aypers-
anee, Jé/m ﬁf //’éfmé’/mfa/ym s you become an ﬂm/yf%’/ Those who are //4’@ Lo survive are burined with the re-
J/Mf/ﬁ Lhe monster omdstzal s pelie s e mdsoul " Anton's story was ouerwﬁe/minﬂ; it was like J'/ﬂ/)/ainj 4

[rerson whi eep. The rose stretched its pefa[v, content with its appetite. The 6@ is awake; awake to'the ;ﬁmﬁ'fy that romance is an
intoxicating drug, creating a sensational feeﬁry, but at the same time rep/acinﬂ | your inner self The 5@ was furious with Znton; he
wished Flnfo?ﬁﬁ/ never awakened him to this rmﬁ@, He W
er, he knows what Anton says is true,
" Your konone w2 I 1m dome 1ith . Youdle e

hed he oou/ﬁfjwf,v/eep his enire fife /efﬁiy theworld [l him @ Howev-

Yenrt: /MW/Z‘J"@ Ltrn, J %’12/"//] wever zk/é}y V74 2 you; which
one; he didn twant to see if Anton mpﬁep[ He wanted revenge ufon
d veturned back into iseacoon. The éay, no ﬂwyer a 6@, had
awakened from his }[m‘fyfﬂ[e world, He has matured i
dormant rose. He picéeﬁ/ it up and cradled it with his he

his fransition camp/efe. His j/owiry eyes were locked upon the
a child: He had no idea what to do with this false trin ket, it
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“Nobodg Can Share You with Me”
BH Sb’bh’\bh HU ‘12

One day when 1 finished my last class and was about to go back home, 1 was waiting in the bus station, Unfortunately,
the bus didn’t come for 2 long time, so 1 started to talk to the quy who was waiting beside me. And 1 heard a very scary stery
from him which made me desist frem eatching the last bus at night.

This is a real story that happened in cur school. 1 remember it was a chilly, fogqy, and gloomy right without a breath
of wind. A man from our school named Billy was waiting for the bus in the bus station; however, he wasn't sure if there vere
busses coming or not because it was already 12:00 p.m. In any case, he didn’t want to walk since his home was on the western
outskirts of the town which was teo far away to walk home. After waiting for 2 while, at the moment that he theught that ne
buses would come and was about to take out his cell phone to ask his mom to pick him up; he saw a bus coming teward him round

the corner. He waved his hands in order to stop the bus and the bus sfoppetl in front of him,

As soon as Killy qot inte the bus, he found the bus frightening and weird owing to the fact that the bus was nearly full
and there was only cne seat available even though this was the last bus. The strangest thing was that the bus was herribly guiet,
3 much SO ﬂ'\at he cou]t’h't even ‘near ﬂne saur\t[ of 2 tough.

Nﬂ\ough he fe]t exrreme'\j ocH, he still took the last seat because he Just wanted to qget home scon. When he sat

Jowh, a lovely looking woman dressed in a ragged old white dress who sat beside him started talking to him in 2 very low and dee




Madam Fl eur’s Finishing School f
By Elizabeth DeKok ‘11

Wack! Wack! Wack!

Cassandra hardly winced as the sharp sting of the rod descend*xpon her body. Physical pain was noth-
ing to her. She had endured much worse in the dangerous woods that he"r-family had lived in for years. Heck, she
had endured worse pain when she fought playfully with her brothers--showdowns that had involved ripping of
hair, biting of flesh, and the occasional broken limb. The rod that stuck her backside could be compared to the
occasional hangnail at best, a paper cut at worst.

The problem was, part of the reason she was being punished was that she was not feeling the physical
pain. Normal human girls were supposed to cringe, shout and sob for forgiveness when the rgd-was'rhérely men-
tioned. They were supposed to shout in agony when their backs were left red with strike:marks. Unfortunately,
the girls who attended Madam Fleur’s Finishing School were not normal human beings.

Madam Fleur (her first name was a mystery. to the public)“hkad@gé:ome a national celebrity when her suc-

cessful turn from a “savage” to a normal human was docu a national newspaper. The growling, snarling

and tremendously hairy young women w'h%m SCi hs I e fé[ests_ of Romania had been successfully
converted into a beautiful, proper young la ho fr ) *y Her beauty, class and manners
nt

e kind and‘gracious to every hu-

impressed even the highest people in society. She was"‘alsov,pu
man and animal, and made a promise to help her fellow sa by a school were young girls could be
) Ry \ ,ﬁ ] g,
transformed into normal human belnw )
Of course, all the girls whp attended Madan fleur’s Finishing School knew that the kind appearance of

.Th
ran the school were hard-nose bitches in every sefse 0

ugh.support and kindne
Ug p? 3

Madam Fleur was simply to gain public sup |s themselves knew that she and the female faculty who
e word. In fact, Madam Fleur’s hardness and complete
lack of sympathy or kindness had led to the rumor that heroriginal parents had been wolves.

The girls in the school had to adhere to a strict set o\f’wles to follow, such as only eating with utensils
(slurping or gnawing was punished by three slaps to the face) and the girls must.were proper clothes at all times
(long hair used to cover the body was cut off). Though they could occasionallmite to their families (an odd con-
cept to the girls), the girls were also forbidden to contact their families though smoke signals or howling in the
night, by punishment of fifty whips with the rod (telephones were not common knowledge to the girls or their
families).

It was for this reason that Madam Fleur was whipping Cassandra and her best friend, Tessie, at three in
the morning. Cassandra desperately missed her family after scientists searching the area had forcibly removed
her. She had had no contact with them since her violent removal, an incident that had led one of the researchers
to lose three fingers on his right hand. As her father was an expert at reading smoke signals from hundreds of
miles away, Cassandra had convinced Tessie to sneak out with her. Tessie missed her family as well, and since her
family’s pond was only a few miles away from Cassandra’s cave, the families frequently communicated with each
other. Unfortunately, one of the older girls had snitched on the two girls, and Madam Fleur herself had been

waiting for them when they arrived.
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Alhough Cassandra was barely fazed by the whipping, she felt immensely sorry for Tessie. Tessie’s scale-
like skin was not used to pain the way Cassandra’s was, and with every blow she received, Tessie let out an ago-
nizing wail. Only after red welts had begun to show on Tessie’s skin and Cassandra had screamed for the abuse to
stop did Madam Fleur end it. Madam surveyed her handiwork, and please with what she saw, put away the rod.
She then turned on her hell and sat down behind her desk.

“Sit down, girls.” Madam Fleur barked at the two. Her voice then changed from one of a frightful author-
itarian to a more normal yet stern tone.

“Girls,” she said calmly, “Our job at this school is to provide the fundamental life skills that normal hu-
mans consider to be proper. To accomplish this task, you must cut off all former contact with your savage past.
To make contact, to re-emotionally connect with such creatures would destroy all the work we have accom-
plished so far.”

Madam Fleur got up from her desk and walked the girls over to the door. The trio left her office and be-
gan to walk down the cold, dark hallways lit only by a few flickering candles. Madam Fleur then dropped Cassan-
dra and Tessie off at their dorm room, slamming the door and locking it.

Tessie sank down to the floor and began to cry, tears streaming down her face as the red welts contin-
ued to hurt her body.

“Come here, Tessie.” Cassandra said kindly. Pushing the long, thick and tangled black hair that went be-
yond her waist out of the way, Cassandra sat down next to Tessie and pulled her close. Noticing a particularly
nasty looking welt on Tessie’s arm, Cassandra bent her head down and began to lick the welt, as well at the other
welts on Tessie’s arm. She grimaced at the taste and texture of Tessie’s scales and was forced to stop. Tessie’s
sobbing slowed down, reduced to a multitude of sniffle.

“I hate it here, Cassandra.” Tessie sniffed. “I miss my family, the woods were we lived, my pond. | miss it
all so much. I'just want to go back to the way things were. The faculty won’t let me swim outside anymore. The
hot baths they give me are just dreadful!”

Cassandra wrapped her arms around Tessie in a warm embrace.

“One day,” Cassandra whispered to her, “we will get out of here. | guarantee it, Tessie. I'll get you out of
here and back to your pond and family. You will see them again. | promise.”

Cassandra nuzzled her head against Tessie’s, making Tessie laugh.

“Besides,” added Cassandra, “if we are forced to stay, it’s only two more years. Two years is not so bad if
you make the most of it. We'll rebel against the system. You and | will strive as hard as we can to not become
normal humans. We'll return to our families just the way we left them.”

Tessie cracked a small smile at Cassandra.

“But, Cassandra,” Tessie asked, “wouldn’t it just be easier to become one of the normal humans?”

“Don’t let me ever hear you talking like that ever again.” Cassie said sternly.

“Gracefully, girls! Humans walk gracefully for Gods sake.”
Cassandra softly growled as she and the other girls in her class repeated their walking steps to the
sounds of Mozart and Bach. When she had first arrived at the school, Cassandra could not fathom why so many

humans were fascinated by Mozart and all those other classical composers. Frankly, all the composers had done
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was bang on the piano and screech the violin strings. Unfortunately, Cassandra had mentioned this opinion to
Madam Fleur on the first day of classes, earning her an additional five hours of practice.

As Madam la Douleur, the etiquette teacher, walked over to the record player to change the music, the
door quietly creaked open. Cassandra glanced around to see Tessie hurrying in. Tessie’s clothes were disheveled
and unmatched, and she was out of breath.

“Where were you?” whispered Cassandra

“Hasn’t Tessie been telling you about her marvelous adventures with Andrew, that fish boy down-
stairs?” a snide voice behind her whispered as Tessie turned bright red.

Cassandra turned around to face Andrea, whose long blond hair was as perfectly curled as her lips were
at that moment.

“Oh, yes,” Andrea said as she stretched her brightly colored wings out. “After Madam Fleur hired him,
Tessie has been making several visits to Andrew, especially at night.”

“Shut up, Andrea.” snarled Tessie in a rare moment of defiance, her scales glistening with sweat.

“You dare talk to me like that, Tessie?” whis_;*:Andrea, I'er wings becoming stiff. “In case you have
forgotten, my kind eats.your kind for breakfast.” N v

“Girls! Silence!” ye adam la Douleur as she ﬁdd'with the record player. The old thing had bro-
ken again. R » A —

room. Cassandra turned to look at

{/en | don’t do that any-

in
"

Andrea smiled an evil smile as she glided over to another side |
Tessie, shocked.

“Is it true?” Cassandra asked. “Have you been sneaktﬁ‘ﬁ outat aga
more.” - e 2

“Nothing’s going on between me and Andrew.”:said Tessie ike to talk to each other. We both
have a lot in common sin'ce we both grew up in ponds.jS :

“You know,” said Cassandra, “that if you’re c verelyunished?”

“| asked you to drop it!” exclaimed Tessie. She dra a strange look.

“What’s wrong?” asked Cassandra.
“Your hair...” answered Tessie.
“What about my hair?” a puzzled Cas
Before Cassandra could respond to this, theld®or burst open, causing the entire room to jump. Madam
Fleur, holding a new record, crossed the room to where Madam la D..Jleur was still trying to fix the record play-
er. o

“The batteries are dead, you idiot.” growled Madam Fleur, pushing Madam la Douleur out of the way
and inserting the batteries. The record player started up again, and Madam Fleur put in the new record. The girls
rearranged themselves in their positions.

“l don’t see why my hair should be of any concern to you.” whispered Cassandra to Tessie. “I just want-
ed a change, that’s all.”

“Written your family lately?” Tessie asked suddenly. “You used to write them every week when you fi-
nally learned how to write.”

“I've been busy.” Cassandra whispered back. “What’s with the interrogation?”

“Now, girls!” Madam Fleur’s voiced boomed across the room. “If the forces of Mozart and Bach can not

Ill

motivate you to walk with the slightest hint of grace, maybe Tchaikovsky wil
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“What’s that? An iliness?” asked Tessie. Some of the girls giggled.

Madam Fleur glared at her and turned to the record player. The needle dropped onto the record, and
the music began.

Almost instantaneously, Cassandra felt something different when she began to move to the sounds com-
ing from the record player. At first moving as she had been instructed to so many times before, Cassandra began
to feel something stirring inside of her. It began to swell, and suddenly Cassandra felt that her feet were not mov-
ing as instructed, but instead moving to the music. She closed her eyes, and her body began to turn and spin in
time to the music, allowing it to flow within her as others had never before. She thought the feeling would never
end. That was, until she trampled right into a small body.

As they fell, Cassandra and the small body cried out. Cassandra felt her ankle twist in an odd direction,
and a painful sensation shot through her leg. The small body hit the floor with a loud smack as her head hit the
floor. Cassandra looked down to see little five-year-old Amy below her, tears streaming down her face and

clutching her head in pain as sh led in pain. Cassandra realized she was sitting right on top of Amy’s tail.

“Sorry, Amy.” Cassan has she clutched her ankle in pain, trying not to cry out every time a shock
TEA
of pain ran up her leg.

This is wrong, thought Cassandra, paimishouldn’t bother me

Cassandra looked over to see Td’l, gging her and offering her words of com-

fort. Cassandra realized ‘Hﬂ'dnt even occurl

Cassandra Iooked up from the ﬂoor pa : gathering & the'face of Madam Fleur.
Madam Fleurhad'the oddest look on her face, a : drz ' ad never s face before. Though
her eyeﬁh)o(wed the mallte and evil that they [ W

Cassandra smiled as she walkg . She passed a mirror, and
she could not help butfaemi ' ant. a ade of light blue muslin, which
last year, was pulled up and

d s’ .
curled into ringlets. As she®Vallfed th&cu ced up and down, and the bottom of her dress swished around
her legs. .

J

Forcing herself away from the mirror, Cassandra continued the walk to Madam Fleur’s office. It had
been a long time since Cassandra had been ¢ I for punishment. Though she had first seen the office as a
chamber of terror, she now saw the office asmnd fantasy, where she could talk for hours with
Madam Fleur about the most random of topics, from the political climate to the latest fashion trends.

As she approached the door to the office, it opened unexpectedly. Tessie walked out clutching an uno-
pened letter in her hands, eyes red but with a determined look upon her face. Cassandra politely nodded to her
former roommate, barely noticing the fresh red welts that appeared on Tessie’s scaly arms.

Though the door was still open, Cassandra knocked on the frame to alert Madam Fleur to her presence;
after all, it was the polite thing to do.

“Oh, Cassandra. Please do come in.” said Madam Fleur as she put her rod back in its case.

Cassandra entered the room and did her customary curtsy. As she sat down in her customary chair she



asked Madam Fleur, “What was Miss. Tessie doing in here just now?”

“Oh, nothing unusual,” answered Madam Fleur, waving her hand in a nonchalant way, “The girl was dis-
covered making plans with Andrew to escape again.”

Madam Fleur sat down behind her desk and began to adjust some papers.

“That poor girl,” said Madam Fleur, “she never really adjusted to this place. | had such high hopes for
her when she first arrived, but alas, it was not to be.”

Madam Fleur put on her reading glasses and began to scrutinize one of the papers.

“Of course,” she said as her eyes glanced over the paper, “Miss Tessie won’t have to plan any more es-
capes. I'm allowing her to go home, due to the circumstances.”

“What circumstances?” asked Eassandra.

“Her father ha?d " answered Madam Fleur bluntly, “though the poor girl does not know it yet, at
least not until she reads that letter. | make it a priority t&xamlne all of the students mail before it is read.”

“How tragic.” said Cassandra in an unconcernettc.e “ w_LII have to give her my sympathies. Now why
did you call me down here?” ' ="

Madam Fleur leaned forward on her desk, clasp épand surveying Cassandra with
interest. Q.'H '
”Cassanglra," she said, “When you first arrived here, | al T ofeyou Vere so

determined to hold onto your: . Now look at you. You : stunp on. You have

let go of your past convi at completes the tran

Uman. YOl‘J can now
begin your new life a
Cassandra s :
“Thank you, Mz %
“As you know, 1 ours will next Friday night.” said
Madam Fleur as she wrof . : - . : sandra.”

Cassandra rose from her cha i : room, her happiness made her

As Cassandra contin ass through the walled gar-
dens. When she entered the 2, she was S ‘ one of the benches, reading
her letter with a stoic look . % : [ [ d snapped up. She rose

“I hear sympathies are eyes admiring the fresh flowers that
had been planted. “I apologize for your

Tessie simply stared at Cassandra for a moment, as though truly taking her in for the first time. She then
turned around and began to walk away, when suddenly she stopped, and turned to face Cassandra.

“Do you remember,” Tessie said quietly, “when we were younger, and we would run through the woods
playing hide-and-seek?”

Cassandra said nothing and continued to gaze at the flowers; after all, she was not supposed to talk of
her savage past.

“We were running through the wood,” continued Tessie, “and you came across an injured bird.”

Cassandra continued to ignore her.

“You loved eating birds, and this would have been an easy catch,” said Tessie, “ but instead, you made a
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splint for its broken wing. You told me it would be cruel to kill it unless it had a fair chance of getting away.”

Tessie then walked over to where Cassandra was kneeling and stood right over her.

“So tell me, what happened to you, Cassandra? Did Madam Fleur brainwash you like the others, or were
you secretly always the bitch you have become?”

Cassandra said nothing as Tessie stalked away from her. She didn’t need to listen to her. Tessie had
failed, she hadn’t. She was a human now.

Nothing else mattered.

She didn’t recognize herself when she looked in the mirror. This could not have been her face. Her face
was pale with powder, her lips painted red, and the tops of her eyelids pink. What had happened to the hard-
ened, tan face that had greeted her when she had looked into Tessie’s pond?

Cassandra quickly shook the thou hts out of her head. A girl must never think about her savage past.
She looked beautiful, and she would haVei

Cassandra rose fro ~_4 er dre ‘ ‘ ‘_mc'>_othing out the wrinkles that had
gown. Giving herself one last lo san € ',g_ he room and began to wa‘Nn the stairs to the ban-
quet hall were her com . ”

get used to looking beautiful. -
“Cassandra! It’s time to go.” sa oice of Madam Fleur from the other sidﬁ‘ her door.

eared in her pale pink

She could he: ghing, clinkin s of champagne together in
multiple toasts. They were g f 0 adam Fleur’s .Iatest triumph. She approached the
large double doors that would ope J haII p ng as she stood |r. towared
over her, Iookin‘:-ho’u' h he r at inute. At that sh t I|ke she was going
to vomit.

“Are you ready?

“Not really.” ans

“Too bad.” said pen the doors.

The hall was horrik s Cassandra and M adam F ‘ tered the hall, stopping at the top of the

stairs that led to the danc am Fle sto bac and whi Spe me e announcer, leaving

Cassandra alone a op ' \ 1 S ight of her. The silence
seemed to go forever, when s o) 0 S oise.

“Ladies and Gentle present adam Fleur’s latest triumph.
Turned from wild savage inte the beauti ady, | give you Ma onselle Cassandral!”

Cassandra began her descent o stairs, and the crowd broke into momentous applause. Sudden-
ly, she was no longer nervous. Waiter: ve her champagne; men flirted with hér and women made conversation
with her.

“Now, miss,” said Sir Walter, whose acquaintance she had just made, “did you have a horrible upbring-
ing as a child, out there in the woods?”

“Oh, it must have been just awful.” said Sir Walter’s wife, Kristina. “You were lucky though. You weren’t
born with any disfigurements out in the wild. One of the faculty was telling me they had a girl with scales instead
of skin!”

The group that had formed around her laughed. Cassandra smiled but said nothing as she quietly sipped
her champagne.

“Unfortunately,” said Sir Walter, “not all savages can be rehabilitated. There was a group of them in



Transylvania that tried to revolt against us when we tried to take over the woods where they lived. Refused point
blank to assimilate into the correct culture. Well, we took care of them. It was quite an accomplishment. Didn’t
lose a single one of my men when we obliterated them.”

The others in the group heartily congratulated Sir Walter, giving a toast in his honor. Cassandra, howev-
er, felt an odd sensation in her stomach. They talked about murder so lightly. That was normal, right?

Cassandra shook the thoughts out of her head when she heard the orchestra start up the music. Tchai-
kovsky; her favorite. The same music that had played the day she first danced.

Sir Walter offered her his hand, and she gladly accepted it. As he led her on to the dance floor, unwel-
come thoughts began to enter her head. Her playing with her brothers so forcefully; she and Tessie playing hide-
and-seek; her being violently taken away from her family; her first time being whipped with the rod; Tessie’s face
after she had learned her father had died. A

Tessie would be with her family now; she would be all right.

Suddenly, the music began to swell, and Cassandra let all the thoughts fly out her head. Proper ladies
weren’t to think about such sad things. They were supposed to be quiet, happy, and polite.

Sir Walter began to twirl her around the floor, and Cassandra let go of every last feeling of sadness. Her
transformation was complete. She was perfect.

She was human.
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In My Atmosphere

By Hannah Banks 612

She sits on the brown leather chair; knees tucked close to her chin, and jaw set pensively to one side. |
stares at the open window and watches the baby leaves shake in the breeze.
Yyokwal [ o] s. Shecannotkelpdhiit think thitghe witl fever amdulpt to anything more than &
ocrered esaeagant withthedesparate desireto excgpethe body inwhich sheistrgaped
Y o[ r shemsmapsh She pulls herself out of the sunken chair and walks towards the bedroom.&She breathes in
furthest room down the hallway. At first, with her eyes set downcast, she sees his grey Chacks, right toe rippec
His strong, bare calf covered next at the knee with his thick, dark green Bermuda shorts. His buttoned up shirt
chest and torso reveals a thirshihit€hiedingers next at his perfectly carved neck; muscles guireeying slightly witk
movement of his jaw, which cracks his gum slowly.

She hears his voice before she sees the small green drops of sound slide over hisatolidrisHis bright gre
voice, and it pulled at her heart to see such succinct beauty. She is inadequate, yet he shilisffieys a hand and s
force, to his side. He talks, and she sees his words. The beautiful voice illuminates the daigtbedroom where or
can graze the floor and her feet, which dangle alone over the side of the bed. She watches dim work, his happ
loud hand movements tear at her chest and puts a sad smile upon her face.

She can only watch for a few more seconds and forces herself to cut away.

Youwr Ul tr [ nr Bhequestigns hinyir sileage, and fig tuons 0 ke?. Fhe glow in his eyes he
dimmed as he rests a cold, light hand on her cheek.

Ye Ur o NHenepliesguietly. Bife shakesher head and stands up, running herSimgers through her
sighs and looks at the small divot in the bed where she sat. His steps echo coolly as he exits the room.

YULNWS@®N sNGs PoNB nrrsnérfs roérn. Ye pwrUf nr

She rolls her back to the wall, and can still hear his green trail down the hall. She peeks her head arour
sees the vibrant footsteps on the hardwood floor.

Without warning, the doorbell breaks her moment, and the steps vanish. She can no longer see his bre
the air run out of her lungs. Bracing herself, she paces herself down the hall and clutches the door handle.

YaNgLr, ewlOuwr,P swts JoN 1wt ¢r JoON mMfsodrNss ¢
She nods as the man strides into the house. She sees behind the man in the business suit$he one she had be
green eyes pitiful and his buttoned up shirt now tight against his body, his Chucks only a retgmder of what she
He does not say a word but rather slides by her as she presses herself to the edge of the door before closing i

YdlisocER[, P swts JoN ruwr ¢t JoN mfsodérNss sfof,

Each takes a seat at the table; the man in the business suit remains standing for the duration. She feel
face, scanning it for any sign of emotion, regret. She does not let it show. He signs the pagdiswith a shaky ha
back to the man in the business suit. She takes them carefully and scans the papers; theintiom is so quiet she
hearing his heavy heartbeat. One glance up at his face and she knows; there is no green sound, there is only :
hands, and his neck hangs his head.

3N 1§ NES ¢1]r @bs owyrns, YdeEN trf sfBN? tN
SNBE mrffrr 1¢) seofnnNes, YBr[ wsN pLrsNs [N
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Lettuce

By Leslie S. March
To the Juniors in the 2011 Creative Writing Class

After so lavishing so much-attention on the plants,
| was elated when | saw the
Romaine and'Red Leaf lettuce growing.
It flourished, enticing in the rain.
| plucked and carried succulent leaves inside.
They tasted of rain and grit.
After washing them several times, | learned that they
still tasted of the earth with a
bitterness | will not soon forget..
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Li f e

By Brooke Ciccocioppo

We are placed on this earth to follow a path

We have points to reach and goals to achieve.

We receive an education which many further pursue,
While our time on earth continues to diminish.

We search for a lifelong career, a means
of income, and then a home.
We work harder and harder for bigger and better possessions:
A promotion, new house, new car, new ook,
We buy more and more things,
Which all appear to lead back to the root of all evil: money.
Then the sequence begins again.

The need for success, for happiness, cultivates inside us,
But do we ever truly find it?
We work and we work and may achieve many goals,
But are we happy?

Have we begun to reach the downward spiral that appears to be life?
We have money in the bank,
But exhaustion and misery on the brain.

The simple things in life continue to pass us by,
As we continue to try and thrive.
We achieve a form of success,
One which may thrust upon us a feeling of content;
But are we happy?

Near the end of our downward spiral that has been life,
We look out the hospital window;
Down on a scene where the grass is green,

the air is hot
a gentle breeze passes through the trees,
And we think,
Al this I dve missed.

All the days I recall,
| looked out from my office stall,
While | yearned to feel the warm summer breeze,
| stayed in to try and please.

We enter on this insane path,
And continue in search of our other half.

All for what?
In the end it all leads to death.
But are we happy?
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Spanish Poem
By Paul Wal ker 0611

Si el amor existiera,
Mi mundo pararia.
Si estuvieras el sol,
Yo estaria la luna.
Si tu Corazon dijera, si,
Me perseguirias.
Sin embergo,

TU no.
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Dead Air

By: Paul Walker
XA| XBXKrXag Mt toswt | ~} zt ©AE up
Death may be near

The mosquitoes plague my hut

Swatmas@rush
The water is warm on my fair skin

It evaporates in the hot sun leaving only a faint reminder Seeped in my brain

Death is near

The plants are beginning to look like green blurs
Fortunately, | can still feel their waxy texture
The rain barricades me inside

It sounds distant

Death is neal’
The fire in my throat needs to be

Extinguished by the cool falls
Death is neal

My eyes burn tryin(J to dlStlﬂgUlSh gO'Od from evil

Death is near

The chill of the night coats my finger tips in ice

The ice cuts my skin and courses through my veins
My blood becomes thick

My beat slows

cwt }pex | tE£A j¥Xxrzt} £

Death is here.
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Eliotyssey

By Richard Rauenzahn, Faculty

“Cum minibus nati sumus
Videte; revertunt cum illis nos ferunt”
Yes, let us go and make our visit—I hear
this t.s. knows something about boredom—
blasted by
catastrophe—

the crisis of g[l]ory
between the head
and the heart (lloriquer)
between the intellect
and the emotion(se lamenter)
between the real
and the phantasmagoric(queror)

lies

how [dis]integration works

in the room where women sit under hats in the room where women sit under
hats

chatting of magical jellicle cats chatting of magical jellicle cats
he can biopsee
the validity
of our ominous aridity of monotonous repetition—
that purposeless circle
it’s so eliotic
so idiotic
the empty whirl
Yes—by all means—Ilet us go and make our visit—

Oed’ und leer das meer
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Untitled
By Alex Remmel ‘12

How many | ost | ives must

From the depths of despair that is war?
And how many people will take on the task,
Of re-stitching G-d’s quilt that we tore?

Rising high from the soundness of safety we soar,
Far away from the youth of our years;
Into welcoming skies that forgive or soul’s core,
And dismiss us of all of life’s fears

To live a good life is to master an art,
The art of enjoying each day;
As we live to the powerful beat of our heart,
The one thing that
will not go away.

In life, we set goals that support and destroy,
Even hearts that beat strong still get sore;
Yet, still, the worst loss that a man can employ,
Is the ultimate failure called war.

It is true that we fight our own battles within,
Living lives plagued with loss and regret;
Yet war has allowed for a far greater sin,
Not just death, but the chance to forget.

To forget our most beautiful rights on this earth,
Through continuous slaughter and hurt;
Has for centuries taught of how much war’s not worth,
While the helpless still sleep in the dirt.

While we may not be caught in the crossfire of guns,
We will always be victims of war;
For even those waiting for loved ones at home,
Must live life as one arduous chore.

Since the first breath of man, we have sought to find peace,
From the battles that quickly began;
And until we end strife on the lands that we lease,
Can we truly know beast from man.
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Tire Swing
By Carly Scher ‘12
Lonely swing- tire and string,
Allow little children to feel as though they have wings.
With fresh green grass beneath their seat,
They dangle their legs and touch with their feet.

While foot prints are left, leaving their traces,

A smile with laughter appears on their faces.
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Famous in a Small Town

By Alexandria Zwanziger ‘11

Passion from out in the backwoods
The lines on your hands my map
We run toward forever together
My eyes are like muddied water
Your hands send shadows across my skin
Dreams coexist like the sun and moon

While the wind blows the secrets away
Peace
Your hands glide over my skin
My mind slips away
Our love is a sin
Yet here | lay

One or the other

The water muddy yellow with the sun's rays
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The warmth of the sun sits heating my body
| won't speak the truth; | will just watch it go down stream
The ripples encircle the disruption, like my mind circles each thought
My feelings are unreadable, my heart beats but does not feel
Safety or risk, love or passion
| close my eyes to feel the movement of the wind
my eyes shine from the reflection on the water, but it is not me | see

| see who | should be, not who | am

Spring

The rain spills from the sky like a waterfall
The ground pelted by each drop

The water yields life to nature, but not to me
My heart is in two, but | am only one
My mind spews the thought to run
My mind erased with the truth gliding off my tongue

Yet the truth is laced with the lies | have sun
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By: Qi o0Caged Yang 612

Alone holding anpaiper umbrella,

| wander along a long In the mournful melody of the rain,
Solitary lane in the rain, _, Her color has faded,

Hoping to encounter - Her fragrance has disappeared,

A girl like a bouquet of lilacs _ Vanished into the void,;

Gnawed by anxiety and resentment. Even her glance like a sigh,

Melancholy like lilacs.

A girl

The color of lilacs, Alone holding anpaiper umbrella,
The fragrance of lilacs, | wander along a long

The worries of lilacs, Solitary lane in the rain,

Feeling melancholy in the rain, Hoping to pass

Plaintive and hesitating. A girl like a bouquet of lilacs

Gnawed by anxiety and resentment.

Silently she comes closer,
Closer,giving me

A glance like a sigh;

Then she floats past

Like a dream,

Dreary and blank like a dream.

Like a lilac

Floating past in a dream,

the girl floats past me;

Silently she goes further and further,

To the crumbling wall,

Out of the lane in the rain.
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