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Welcome to this 33rd issue of EXPOSURES! This is a collaborative 
project designed in 1988 to challenge Leelanau County students in 
grades 7-12 to express themselves through art and writing. It provides a 
showcase for their work. 

It is a testament to the commitment of our teachers and fine arts 
devotees that we have been able to produce this publication every year, 
during good economic times and bad, and especially with the extra 
challenges associated with the COVID-19 pandemic and closures this 
year and last. 

We are grateful for the continuing support of the administrators and 
boards of education from Glen Lake, Leland, Northport, Suttons Bay, 
St. Mary’s, Pathfinder, and the Leelanau School. We appreciate the help 
of Suttons Bay Public Schools, which serves as project fiduciary.

Ongoing contributions from many generous individuals and Genuine 
Leelanau, Suttons Bay Art Festival, Leland Educational Foundation, 
Suttons Bay-Bingham Fund, the Leelanau Youth Advisory Council of 
the Grand Traverse Regional Community Foundation, and a minigrant 
from the NW MI Arts & Culture Network & Michigan Council for Arts 
& Cultural Affairs are also gratefully acknowledged.

Special thanks go to the Northport Arts Association for its support in 
offering to host the show that presents EXPOSURES to the community, 
and to Morgan Burke-Beyers of Mane Content for organizing the virtual 
show which may be viewed at www.leelanau.com/exposures.

Each year hundreds of poems, stories, photographs, paintings, drawings, 
and sketches are submitted for review. This year, 161 pieces were 
selected to best represent the heartfelt thoughts, dreams and hopes of 
Leelanau County students. 

You can tell from the work inside these pages that our young people 
have a strong bond with the place where they are growing up and 
Leelanau County is a special place to be during a pandemic! We hope 
you enjoy the inside look at Leelanau from our students’ perspectives.

On behalf of all the editors, school coordinators, writers and artists, 
we congratulate the students whose work is included within these 
pages. Enjoy their beautiful art, listen to their voices, applaud their 
imaginations and enjoy EXPOSURES 2021! 
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Amanda Byrnes, Grade 12

I Wish
Emma Guillen, Grade 12

I wish I could show you the stars
Maybe they could tell us the stories
That made them into constellations
Oh, how we would pass the hours

I wish I could show you the flowers
And all the bright colors

With their hundred different ways
To say I love you

I wish I could show you the sea
All the secrets they hold

Wondering what they could be
With their glistening shells

I wish above all else
I could know you still
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Carlos Perez, Grade 10, Road of the Unmasked

Madison Malone, Grade 8, You

Self Aware
Skylar Wiesen, Grade 11

I am in a fight with the person standing across from me.
They are stubborn and short tempered, as am I.
They criticize the littlest of things.
We never seem to come to a compromise.
Argue, argue, argue.
Their presence is unavoidable, there is no escape.
They always tell me what I don’t want to hear,
and I wish I did not know them at all,
Or maybe I wish someone would move this mirror.
Ignorance truly is bliss.
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Nathan Schaub, Grade 8, Sunset

The Glowing Sky
Shane Olmsted, Grade 9

 It was about 10:00 p.m. on the 
Fourth of July, and we were at the shore 
of Lake Ann. A line of fireworks sat in 
front of me. I watched as my uncle and 
dad lit each fuse with the little flame 
produced by their lighters. The fire 
slowly trickled down the fuse and then 
BOOM! The rockets spiraled into the 
night sky and gushed out a palette of 
colors. One side of the sky was filled 
with white sparkles, a deep blue, and 
a blazing red. And the other half was 
glowing with a bright orange, a slimy 
green, and a beaming purple. The sky 
rained all these colors as everyone 
happily stared straight up.

Perfect Morning
Brandon Hobbins, Grade 12

The rising of the sun on a warm spring day can be something that truly takes the breath away. There is nothing 
that can compare with the cool crisp air that pierces one’s lungs on an early morning adventure. Often a day 
beginning before the first rays of the sun are even close to exploding through the horizon. The ever so slight 
dampness can chill the face. On those perfectly still, motionless mornings, that you can hear every bird chirp, 
goose honk, or turkey gobble for what seems like miles, it feels as though God’s true perfection is casting upon 
us. The first signs of day are gray and a period of low light can confuse the human eye, tricking it to think an 
upturned stump or fallen log might be a deer or other form of life. The anticipation for the beauty of a perfect 
day seems to expand the chest. Soaking up each indescribable moment seems to be every person’s hope, but 
one must make the most of what each second presents before them. As the light grows, the gray fades into an 
array of warm colors. A sense of peace may overcome a person as they witness the birth of a new day, one that 
can be shaped into almost whatever the mind can behold. As the day arises the worries of the world seem to 
fade away for a moment in time, being replaced by pure joy, almost in ecstasy. I pity those who have not had 
the opportunity to experience such a perfect, innocent pleasurable moment.
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Spencer Spray, Grade 11

Fruit
Grace Marshall, Grade 11

Fruit
Pink, Green

Appetizing, Mouthwatering, Refreshing
Tasty and also Juicy

Watermelon
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My Town’s Name is Cedar
Julian Arens, Grade 12 
 
My town’s name is Cedar. 
I don’t know the exact population, 
It’s less than more. 
The streets and shops cling to Good Harbor Trail 
and clot at the four-way stop. 
We have a fire station  
for no fires 
and a tennis court  
for no matches, 
that shows in the rubber pavement.  
The few letters we do send go through our post office,  
whose windows are barely framed by scuffed aluminum  
and a wisp of Christmas lights.  
Adjacent and above is Bluemoon Ice Cream,  
their neon sign cracked like dry skin 
stays lit much longer than it has any reason to, 
chocolate in the beige, old summer, 
still open  
with a worked patron or two 
as the snow pats in the winter. 
Peering on that fortunate business  
The building that hosts the yarn shop,  
that was the honey shop, 

that was the clothing shop, 
that was —at one point— a gallery. 
We also have a gas station  
Perfect for the same ten cars  
and two trucks, 
a place where the conversations never change. 
There’s an old train depot next to the tennis courts  
the track used to run over the red bridge, 
It has history. 
The softball diamond by the sun bleached, plastic park 
Is fun at night  
under the angelic glow of the fluorescent  
stadium lights. 
At least to the parents,  
the ones that smell like cheap bitters  
and call me “kid”. 
I used to get my haircut there too 
Shirley was her name, 
my Mom and her talked, 
I just watched her dog, 
It stared at the pink, bedazzled food bowl. 
Now, 
Good Harbor Trail doesn’t end in Cedar  
it goes much farther, 
I still drive it all the time.

Kayla Korson, Grade 12, Neutral Barn
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Ella Sheffer, Grade 9, American Flag

Casper Volas, Grade 12, Council of the Glime
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Madelyn Weist, Grade 12 Gnomebody’s Home

Daylen Ray, Grade 12, Sushi Roll

Constructing
Michael Dickinson, Grade 8

Persevere to make that dream possible
Perseverance is like the sweat that sheds from your body
When you work
The bricks from a house that is constructed
Are like the ideas, the dream
You must build up up up
To the sky to make the tallest and most dreamy of dreams
The strongest
But you must cement those bricks together
You paste them together
You must tie those thoughts together
Every time you put a slice of paste down you put a piece of you down
Your soul goes into the paste that ties those ideas together
Constructing the house the dream
Build up 
Building blocks
Stack
Stack up high
Together
Make the dream come true
Build it together with your perseverance and hard work
Your ideas will make that dream possible

8
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The Unfettered Fish
Gus Baldyga, Grade 7

Unfettered, the fish swims,
And flops in the riptide
Till he reaches a dam too large.
And somehow finds his way over the top
Over the bright, gleaming asphalt
And dares to claim this basin as his.

But on the horizon, he sees another dam
He knows that he is held back, but he knows he has to try.
So he swims upstream till he finds his new obstacle.

He finds his way up,
Looking down every so often
Scaring himself more every time.
He keeps on climbing.
And other fish join him, swimming toward him, supporting him.

Troy Collett, Grade 8

The unfettered fish knows there will be more dams,
And he knows he will climb them too,
But for now, he claims this basin his too.

And his mind races, thinking of all the times he has fallen,
His mind says no, but his heart still thinks of climbing.
So he keeps on going.

He climbs and climbs
He’s scared, but he won’t give up.

The unfettered fish knows there will be more dams,
And he knows he will climb them too,
But for now, he claims this basin as his own.
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Corbin Robertson, Grade 8, Fetch

Connor Coohon, Grade 10, Shadow Texture of a Frog

Nevermore
Logan Maleski, Grade 11

Happy ever after in nevermore.
Is to be or not to be.
Just out of curiosity do you wish to be?
Kindled spirits built to see.
Lost in thought in nevermore.
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Ashley Cross, Grade 8, Glen Lake

Adrienne Stallman, Grade 11, Lemon Skies

Shower
Raja Arnold, Grade 8

I scrub my body of hateful words, comments, and gestures you made.
I rinse off the sarcasm, as if it is so thin.

The drain is clogged.
Putting my hair under the running water, washing away all the negative 

thoughts that occur throughout the day.
The drain is clogged.

I lather the cream to shave,
To protect the skin that you once thought was soft and light.

The drain is clogged.
Taking the razor, dragging it across the legs that are my own to remove 

the pointy hairs that wake me in the night.
The drain is clogged.

To stop the water causing me to stand and all the things I wanted to 
wash away.

The things you said.
The things only you wanting me to hear were only too large to go 

down the drain.
I can’t drain you from my life,

But I can always find a new shower.

Garrett Peplinski, Grade 12, Blue Lion
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Opposite: Madelyn Weist, Grade 12, Empty Cup

13

Julian Arens, Grade 12, Daydreaming

Learning to Talk with Our Eyes
Lauren Mansuy, Grade 8

I miss the feeling of touch.
The mindset of having to
Guess people’s facial expressions.
Not knowing if someone is distressed
Or content. Learning how to talk
With our eyes. I wish I
Could embrace my friends when
They do something exciting.
Or just a simple high five,
But now we have to do 
“High bow.” Corona, oh, corona
will you please just end.

Lily Julian, Grade 12
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Winona Raphael, Grade 7, Give Me Liberty or Give Me Cardboard! 

Live to Learn, Learn to Live
Alisha McMillan, Grade 7

It’s funny how strangers turn into friends, 
And how friends turn into strangers, 
Or we think our importance is larger than others’, 
How wealth turns into greed, 
And greed into loss, 
A simple argument into a war, 
Costing lives that were still worth living, 
How hangman teaches you that one wrong word can end a life, 
And the sun won’t always shine. 
“I’m fine.” Another pointless lie. Hope, grasping onto the sweet myths of life. Death, the painful truth of endings. The edge of reality 
hanging from ropes of disbelief. Hold me in the web of lies, to protect the innocence of youth. So together the shattered pieces of my 
past. Sing the songs of freedom. Preach the words you want to listen to. Love the seasonal love. Breathe the sugary mist. Fantasize the 
unbelievable to make them believable. Achieve the goals to extinguish the flames of past regrets. Bleed the golden glory through your 
veins. Slaughter the evilness of the twisted doubts that ponder your brittle ego. Blind our privilege, speak the words that are forbidden. 
Don’t silence for the purpose of a mask mob mind. Climb the mountains of injustice. Suffer to feel. Feel the glares of envy. Clear the 
burdens of misfortune and replace it with a wondrous waterfall of tales of victory. Live to learn, learn to live. Laugh your tunes of joy. 
And end as a beautiful orchestra.
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Melissa Luna, Grade 12, I Can’t Breathe

ABC
Andres Martinez, Grade 11

Black Lives Matter
Crimes done towards black people 
Daily
Events such as murder, torture and violence 
Families stuck with the burden of not having their loved ones 
around anymore 
George Floyd is resting peacefully now as he is in a better place
Help 
Implant 
Justice
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Ciara Glynn, Grade 12, Blustery Day

Untitled
Bridgette Duncan, Grade 10

At the end of each day, when the sun sinks from view, painting the horizon with hues of pink and orange
And the moon rises, chasing the sun in a never ending race across the sky.

When the creatures of day fade with the dying light, and those of the night get ready to play
There is a moment of silence

The calm before the storm
Voices trail off, footsteps fade away

The world lays silent
And then, like the air leaking out of a balloon

The night comes to life
Unlike the day, there is no order,

Creatures of night dance through the world to the beat of their own drum, freed by the shadows to be whatever they wish.
The night is for free spirits where no one will hold you down and the earth is a canvas for any who wish to paint.

But don’t let its beauty fool you,
For though the night frees you, the day keeps you safe.
The shadows hold untold darkness that knows no laws

So remember,
When you dance in the shadows

The price of freedom is high
Are you willing to pay it?
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Alexis Haenlein, Grade 12, Self Portrait

She
Mady Ingwersen, Grade 11

Sadness lingers through her soul 
Under a coat of darkness 
Though she may not let it show  
Believes that she is worthless  
For all the times that she hides 
From the ones who dismiss her 
The harsh tears drown her eyelids  
She’s left with none to kiss her  

Lily Julian, Grade 12

Lonely Clouds
Cece Schaub, Grade 12

Lonely clouds way up in the vast leaden sky,
They watch the busy world below pass by, 
They slowly float along, 
Looking for someplace to belong, 
When they can’t find a home they turn grey, 
And let their emotions show what they have to say, 
Their sad tears fall, 
The world watches them bawl, 
Then the lonely clouds go about their day, 
Hoping everything will be OK.

17



Tamanna Queen, Grade 9, Blackout Poem from “The Hill We Climb” by Amanda Gorman, Leland

18
Tamanna Queen, Grade 9



Julian Arens, Grade 12, What We See

Clarity
Dylan Lopez, Grade 12

All I have is all that I give.
Nothing more, nothing less,
That is the way I want to live.
Through public perception
And my own reflection,
I aim to eradicate any deception.
I am all that I ever was and will be;
My sight is finally following the real me.

My pen is to paper
As is flesh to my bones.
All my skin is laid barren
For the masses to behold—
Nothing covered,
Nothing altered.
No faulty depiction.
Stepping out of my cover,
To rid those thoughts of fiction.
I bathed in fake moonlight,
As it’s all I’ve known.
But the truth detests these sights—
That it was never really home.

Still I wander into those duplicitous fields,
From time to time, looking to heal.
Yet I’ve grown tired
Of this same old routine!
It’s time I let the real stars
Finally illuminate me.

The Mist Men
Keegan Monroe, Grade 11

We travel in the mist, as we move to our next destination.
The mist is comforting and calm, brushing our faces ever so gently.

We men of the mist are sent to turn corrupt men’s dreams and ambitions to ash and coal.
For each passing day our strife is met with friendly faces and joyous song.

Through the mist we strike from the shadows, clearing this land of evil and greed.
Our homes are warm and peaceful, but we mist men cannot forget our sins.

We mist men are dwindling, with each passing day.
The mist is calm as we march for war.

Another victory.
We mist men return to be met with grief and sorrow.

These losses are small compared to what horrors we return to.
Our homes are coiled in flames and smoke as the mist creeps through our once lively homes.

Overwhelmed with grief, we few mist men remain.
With each passing day, we mist men travel through the mist scouring the land

for the reasons we met our untimely demise.
Always wondering and never ending.

19
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Melanie Graham, Grade 10, Walking Over the Hills

Jenna Beman, Grade 8, Wavy Sand

Rainy Nights
Llesenia Cristanto, Grade 10

As I watch the rain come down 
 I listen to the small droplets fall
 The light breeze on my face
 Watching the leaves fall slowly down to the ground 
Thinking to myself, fall has finally arrived.  

20
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The Elephant
Lizzie Brown, Grade 12

The Elephant is mighty

A two-ton animal 
Its grey leather gleaming in the sun 
Silently, peacefully crushing 

The weight is almost comforting 
I don’t try to get out 
Sometimes, 
It’s too easy 
To surrender 
For I am no mouse
 
I watch life go on 
No one the wiser 
I am under 
No way out 

Every day the same 
Some moments the elephant seems heavier 
Some it’s lighter 
But I can never truly be free 

And maybe I don’t want that 
Freedom. 

For independence would mean something, 
I couldn’t stand by 
Breathless and silenced any longer 

I would be a force 
No longer hindered by a beast 
I would stand up 
For those without a voice 
For those weaker 
For those, like me 
I would be free 

Unfortunately 
I don’t have the 
courage 
bravery 
Freedom 

I will one day 
But right now 
The Elephant presses harder

A Teapot Disaster
Eleanor Valkner, Grade 9

 This is the story of the first, and may I add last, time that 
I will ever set off fireworks at a party. Picture this: I’m a little 
eight-year-old girl. The only little kid at our family gathering, 
down at my great-grandma’s and grandpa’s house on Lime Lake. 
This is a place we use for celebrations with our extended family 
on my grandma’s side.
 It was summertime, and we were all getting together to 
celebrate my great-grandpa’s birthday. I got bored, considering I 
was an eight-year-old with a bunch of, well, not to be rude, but old 
people. The only person relatively close to my age was a 34-year-
old. And of course, this is the night my cousins picked to be super 
late, even though they are usually there before me. But luckily, my 
grandma, being the super cool person she is, brought all of these 
cool fireworks for my cousins and me to use and, since they were 
late, I decided not to wait for them to get started. 
 This was the first time I had ever lit something more dangerous 
than a candle, all by myself. So I was a little iffy about it. But don’t 
worry; I made sure I did it safely, especially because I was in front 
of all of these grownups and didn’t want to be done after my first 
firework. What is the fun in that? 
 They were the kinds of fireworks that only go 10 feet off the 
ground, but they last a pretty long time, giving you a good show 
with all these different colors, sounds, and designs. I had tried the 
little snake or worm things. They were supposed to change color 
after you lit them and then start getting bigger and moving on the 
ground, but they ended up being duds. Or we weren’t doing it 
right, which is probably what was going on, since it was me and 
my grandma trying to figure it out. Neither of us really had any 
experience in the stuff. 
 Then I moved onto the bigger, cooler fireworks. There was this 
really cool pink teapot one that I was dying to light. But, a sensible 
child, I knew that you want to save the best for last. So I started 
off with one that was in a plastic tube, that I figured wouldn’t be 
as cool as the other ones. Then I went on to light a few other small 
ones. Since they were plastic, it is not like I could throw them in 
the fire, so I just left them sitting right next to each other. Finally, 
I couldn’t wait any longer. I decided to light the teapot and see if 
it was just as amazing as I thought it would be. And it was. It had 
all of the cool colors, sounds, and designs I was hoping it would. 
Which made me so happy; it was just what I had been waiting for. 
And, since this was the first time I had ever done anything like this, 
I had no clue you weren’t supposed to just pick up fireworks after 
they went off, because they may not be totally done and you could 
really get hurt. Everyone had been having fun and drinking a little 
bit, and they all started joking around, saying that I should pick it 
up and throw it in the fire once I was done. I thought that sounded 
fun, because who doesn’t like throwing stuff into bonfires? 
 Not realizing they were joking, I actually picked it up. I 
brought it over to them and asked for help putting it in the fire, 
because they had this wire cover over it. When my aunt saw me 
holding it, she got concerned and said I shouldn’t have picked it up. 
I got upset, and everyone started saying how dangerous it was to do 
that, even though they had told me less than 10 minutes before, to 
do just that. I got embarrassed, because I thought they were being 
serious earlier and no one had ever taught me the dangers of it. So I 
ran away crying, and swore I would never shoot fireworks off ever 
again on my own, especially at a party.

21
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Untitled
Casey Roe, Grade 9

We hope for the fluidity of persons 
So that we don’t need surgeons 

To fix the bullet holes 
That have made homes in our souls.

That when war has been invited, 
Some may hope to avert it. 

That guns won’t solve our problems 
But instead our words will. 
And why is it controversial 

That one’s turf show 
Should ruin another’s viability 
But somehow our politicians 

Sit at our dinner tables 
When some can’t afford repast 

The price of 1’s actions 
Affect a million fold more 
So why is it that we bow 

When we’re strong 
But not made to be 

When we can make a difference 
But choose not to 

For the problem is not 1 
It is all 
It is we 

Us
You
Me Xavier Killeen, Grade 11, Apollo’s Gift

Bailey Follis, Grade 12, Sugar Loaf Pool



Sophia McCreedy, Grade 7, By the Sea

Sarah Elwell, Grade 12, Twenty Feet High

Bass Took Me to the Moon
Gabriella Romzek, Grade 9

 The performance during Honor Band was 
like a fight honorably won. The third song was a 
beautiful and mesmerizing Apollo 13 arrangement. 
My embouchure was slightly drained from the first 
two songs. The trumpets commenced the melody 
a little shakily, creating dissonance in the air: the 
particles cringed and squeezed and restrained. At 
last, my fellow tubas, baritones, and trombones 
greeted the trumpets, and the tension was released 
like the grip on a pillow after a wretched nightmare. 
Invisible hands pulled my lips and cheeks into a 
smile, but I had to resist. My breath was consistent 
and held true. With my Bass Family all around me, 
I truly was floating in the lights that were shining 
on my face, to the moon.

The Waves
Jack Potgieter, Grade 8

The waves, blue, green, and purple,
Continuously crash at my feet.
The quickly darkening sky, barely brightened by the setting sun,
Becomes more beautiful with every passing second.
My mind, tired and beat from the day’s drudgery,
Slowly sinks back into my brain, there being no need for effort, only a blank 

sheet to start again.
The distant, isolated lighthouse brings back memories of new beginnings,
The jumping fish,
The writhing storms,
The sleepless nights,
All woken by the sudden sight of light.
Slowly turning, giving myself a panoramic perspective,
I see the final fragment of this perfect picture.
The gleaming peninsula, shining with greens and browns and painted with an 

orange tinge,
Completes the colorful scheme.
To be here, amongst the crashing crests, the wondrous waves, the endless sky, the 

resolute structure, the protruding peninsula.
Where else can you be so free?
Where else would you want to be?

23



Music
Allie Redmond, Grade 9

When I listen to music, everything is right 

I love everything about it 
The constant bass and words 
That beat in my ears 
The way it fills my soul 
And makes me feel full and complete 

The way it speaks for me 
Understands and relates to me 
Even listens to me when no one else will 
Music helps me go through day after day 
While schools say get better grades
Turn in work on time 
Parents say clean this and that 
Stop being lazy 
And friends say stop being sad 
All you want is attention 
Get over him it’s not that bad 
Music says it’s OK 
It’ll get better 
I know you’re heartbroken and trying your best 

I’m always here 
Music wipes my tears 
And picks me up 
When no one else will 
It’s my happiness 
In a world full of chaos 
Full of lies and disappointment 
Music is the only thing that stays 
My only true happiness 
Music is my only escape

Lucy Desmond, Grade 8, A Vision of the Younger Me

Next page: Skylar Wiesen, Grade 11, Self Portrait
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Spider
Savannah Driver, Grade 8

 I am lying sprawled across the floor of my boring, blue 
bedroom, trying to become one with the cream-colored, slightly 
ripped carpet that had fallen victim to a gluttonous cockatiel. It’s 
day fifty-two, or ninety-seven, of quarantine. I stopped counting 
the days at thirty-four. There are a few perfectly good chairs 
around, but sitting in them every single day, ninety-seven days 
in a row gets very monotonous very quickly. This is the second 
day in a row of lying on the floor, and so far it’s going well. I’m 
wearing the same outfit I’ve been wearing since the first day of 
quarantine: my pajamas. I haven’t brushed my hair in what feels 
like weeks. There’s just no need to. I glance out the window, and 
see that it’s a warm sunny day. It would’ve been a perfect day to 
go out and do something fun, if everything wasn’t closed. I start 
thinking about all the fun things we could’ve done, until my brain 
starts to wander, and I’m remembering something that happened 
way before COVID-19.
 I’m back in Hope Town, Bahamas, where we lived for two 
or three years before moving to Michigan. I’m around five years 
old, and my little sister is too. We’re both standing on a short 
brick wall in front of our short brick house, wearing small blue 
and white backpacks, ready for school. Behind the wall we’re 
standing on, there are tall, scraggly, dark green bushes. Both of us 
are wearing our school uniforms comprised of black shorts and a 
certain shirt. Mine is orange with a green fish on it, and my sister 
is wearing a red one with a white lighthouse.
 Around our house there are a few other houses scattered 
around, along with a few palmettos, but other than that there’s 
mostly grass. The weather is perfect right now; it’s sunny, warm, 
and humid. A few feet away, there’s a hill that leads right to the 
ocean, but it’s covered in small cement hexagons that hurt your 
feet when you walk on them. At the bottom of the hill, there is a 
big cluster of boulders, and built into them is a wide stone staircase 
that leads straight to the ocean. They are covered in slippery 

orange and yellow algae, and weird things called curbs that look 
like a cross between a snail and a roly-poly. Where we live, it’s 
small enough to be able to walk to most places, but if something is 
too far away (like school), we have to drive golf carts. However, 
if we need to go grocery shopping or to some other store, we have 
to use our boat to get to one of the bigger islands.
 As we are about to go to the golf cart and head to school, our 
mom tells us that she forgot something inside, and heads back 
toward the house. “Wait for me on the wall, I’ll be right back!” 
our mom calls back to us. “Also, make sure you watch out for 
banana spiders,” she warns. 
 “Okay,” we both reply.
 We’ve heard this warning a lot before, and we’ve seen many 
spiders, so we don’t take the warning very seriously. We both 
glance at the bushes, and when it doesn’t look like there are any 
webs, we turn back toward the house. 
 A few minutes pass, and (being impatient toddlers) we start 
to fidget and move around. I start spinning around in circles trying 
to see how many I can make before I get too dizzy and fall off the 
wall, while my sister decides to roll around on the ground. After 
she becomes fully covered in grass and dirt, she hops back onto 
the wall with me. At this point, I’ve stopped spinning in circles 
but I’ve become so dizzy that it’s taking all of my concentration 
to stay on the wall. After everything stops spinning, I notice that 
my sister is slowly sinking backwards into the bushes. 
 “What the heck are you doing?” I asked. 
 “What does it look like, dumb dumb?” 
 “It looks like the bushes are slowly eating you,” 
 “NO! I’m falling backwards in slow motion into my bush 
fort, obviously!”
 “Right. How did I not get that?”
 I roll my eyes at her, and sit down on the wall. A few seconds 
later, she emerges from her “bush fort”. As she is emerging, I 
noticed something that’s covering her entire back. I jump up in 
horror as I realize what it is. It’s a giant, fanged, black and yellow, 
eight-legged banana spider. I scream. Even though I know that 
they rarely bite and are rarely fatal, I scream. She looks at me, 
confused. My mom comes running, and when she sees the spider, 
she grabs my backpack and smacks it away as hard as she can. 
It —and the backpack—go flying. She runs over to them to make 
sure that the spider is dead, but when she reaches the backpack, 
she realizes that the spider is missing. She looks around to try 
and find it, but it has completely disappeared. Then, we head to 
school.
 All of a sudden, I’m back in my room, in the middle of a 
pandemic. I start to think again, and I realize that spiders have 
their long, scraggly legs wrapped around the entire world, with 
everyone trapped in their gooey, sticky webs. They outnumber us 
2.8 million to one, and if they really wanted to, they could kill and 
consume the entire human population within a single year. Maybe 
they’re just biding their time, waiting for the perfect moment to 
strike. Maybe spiders were the ones that created the virus, and 
now with everyone stuck inside their houses, they will choose this 
moment to attack. Or maybe I’m just being paranoid.
 That night, as I was lying in bed, I could’ve sworn I heard 
tiny legs scrabbling inside of the walls.

Analynn Hall, Grade 7, A Stroll Under Three Moons
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Hunter Bachi, Grade 7, Hands in Motion

Vision Speaks
Ashley Croff, Grade 9

Drawing is the way I speak, my language
And the way I see, my vision 
It is the way I express myself 
The ability to be able to know where to start a piece 
And where to end is like no other 
This is like a song in a different language 
Most people don’t understand the song 
And it’s 
foreign to others whose talent is a different language 
But for me it’s the final project, the clean and clear view that one 
started in my head 
And is now live on paper for others to see.

Nick Shiner, Grade 10, Art is Not A Crime
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The Key to My Heart
LaTila Shimek, Grade 8

The key to my heart is there
It’s just scarred

It’s old and rusty
It doesn’t fit perfectly
It doesn’t want to fit

It fights back against the keyhole…
So, please

When you use the key, make sure you’re ready
Make sure you’re ready for it to break

Or for it not to work
Maybe it won’t fit

Because maybe you’re not the one
To own the key to my heart

Leila Robertson, Grade 10, Hanahaki
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Dani U’Ren, Grade 10

Dani U’Ren, Grade 10

Fresh Air
Lewis Walter, Grade 8
 I’m sitting in my chair playing a game on my phone. 
The air around me has a sticky and sickening smell that 
makes me want to throw up. I know the air outside is 
clean and feels like cotton candy in my nose. The breeze 
is calm and soft while it flutters through your hair. All I 
want to do is go outside and feel like nothing in the world 
beats this feeling. But I can’t play any games outside, and 
I don’t know what I would do outside.
 As I sit and play video games, I think of it outside. 
Is it worth it? Do I really want to go outside and not play 
video games? My mind is torn. I decide to go outside and 
breathe the clean air. It feels like cotton candy in my nose 
and the breeze flutters my hair. But the best part is when 
I lay on the ground on the soft, feathery grass that tickles 
my neck as I look up at the blue, cloudy sky. I can hear all 
the life singing in the wind, and the wind chimes making 
beautiful music.
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Davin Glidden, Grade 10, The Last Supper

30



3131



Amanda Herman, Grade 12
Feels
Andres Martinez, Grade 11

I woke up this morning feeling some type of way
Happy, energized and excited to be here
For I have just fallen for someone
I’ve got it bad as I am as silent as a caterpillar
But she is as beautiful as a butterfly
I’ve grown up to the feeling of pain
As I am ready for the outcome if all goes wrong

32



33

Charlie Petoskey, Grade 7, Creation Story

Self Conscious
Ethan Vitale, Grade 11

Such a feeling comes through worry and fear.  
Fear of the harsh critiques that fill the air. 
The anxiety begins to appear. 
Is it the outfit, is it the weird hair? 
It feels like the whole world’s gazing at you. 
Like your bad looks shine brighter than the sun.  
You may think that there’s nothing you can do. 
It almost feels like there’s nowhere to run.
But it is all really just in your head. 
You’re a beautiful being, have no fear. 
With confidence, you may no longer dread. 
Now be ashamed of nothing, dry your tears. 
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Lunch Plans
Eliza Aldridge, Grade 7

 Jess laughs. As Sherry watches from across the 
room, Jess twines her hair around her finger and 
flashes a smile that Crest toothpaste would have hired 
in an instant. She seems to be laughing at something 
that Chris said. It’s probably something stupid, thinks 
Sherry. Sherry turns to her friend Carrie and rolls her 
eyes. Carrie jokingly sticks out her tongue in response. 
Sherry and Carrie have been often teased for the rhyming 
names, but they banded together with their mutual hate 
for Jess and her entourage.
 Class lets out, and Sherry glances back at Jess. She’s 
pouting and talking to her friend Mackenzie. Apparently, 
her flirting attempts were useless against Chris and his 
square-shaped head. He plays football and could get hit 
in the head with a steamroller and not even blink. Sherry 
isn’t surprised that he didn’t notice Jess’s smile oozing 
with charm. She scoops up her books and rushes out to the 
hallway to meet up with Carrie.
 “Oh my gosh, did you see Jess in class today? It was 
so disgusting to watch!” Carrie is speaking before Sherry 
can even open her mouth.
 “Like, did she even think he would notice?”
 “I know, right? Anyway, I really have to go. I have 
gym next, and Mrs. McAllister will totally explode if I’m 
late again.”
 Carrie runs off to avoid the wrath of Mrs. McAllister, 
and Sherry quickly walks to her locker. After jiggling the 
handle up and down and banging on the door a few times, 
she gives up and walks away, all the while ranting about 
her broken locker to Carrie via text. It sticks on a weekly 
basis.
 Sherry dashes into math right as the bell rings and 
slips into her seat. Thankfully, Jess isn’t in this class, so 
Sherry doesn’t have to resist the urge to vomit. After a 
frustrating math class, Sherry heads back to her locker to 
see if it has miraculously unstuck. It hasn’t. She sighs, 
and heads towards the bathroom before lunch. Once she’s 
washing her hands at the sink, she’s assaulted by the scent 
of a cloying cloud of Bath and Body Works floral body 
spray. Sherry resists the urge to gag. Jess struts up to the 
mirror and whips out a tube of sparkly silver lip gloss. The 
label says, “Diamond Shimmer.” It looks stupid, thinks 
Sherry. As Jess nonchalantly sidles up to the sink and 
applies the gloss, she turns and looks at Sherry. She feels 
very uncomfortable.
 “So… I really hate to say this. But I need your help. 
So I guess I’ll see you at lunch. And your friend Carrie 
doesn’t need to sit with us. Ta ta!”
 Before Sherry can react to this surprising turn of 
events, Jess has already breezed out of the bathroom. 
Sherry bangs open the door to call to her, but she’s already 
disappeared. Then, Sherry grins. Perhaps this is the chance 
to boost my popularity, she thinks! She wonders what Jess 
could want with her. She pulls out her phone, and begins a 
text.
 So… there’s been a change in lunch plans.

Cathryn Mikowski, Grade 8
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Jack Shiner, Grade 8, Green Thumb

Ski
Sam Vukasovich, Grade 11

I load up my skis and get in the car
Music dances through my ears with gentle grace
The mountains always seem so far
This is my happy place

Snow falls from the cloudy sky
The cold blows against my face
Going so fast I feel I can fly
This is my happy place

A long night careless fun
Clearing my head, getting space
Basking in the midnight sun
This is my happy place

Gusty Adrenaline Rush
Gabriella Romzek, Grade 9

My favorite weather element. It brings my sousaphone and me to a 
possible crash on the earth when it’s near. It swells my lungs with 
a startling chill and rush. All by my lonesome, moseying about in 
my backyard, this friend approaches me occasionally. Standing at 
the top of the pitted hill, the wind allows me to believe that at any 

moment, there is a possibility, ever so slight, to fly.

Brooke Duffiney, Grade 11, Tired and Masked

35



36

Sarah House, Grade 9, Tuesday Afternoon

Leland Leiter, Grade 11, My Creative Materials
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Henry Stanton, Grade 12, Endevegual

Alexis Haenlein, Grade 12, Bluebird

Earl Shemwell, Grade 12

Lock Down
Leo Lombardi, Grade 9

Messy hair, Messy room, Messy thoughts
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HOPE
Leo Lombardi, Grade 9

Numbers rise, but sun does too



Little Devil, Forgive Me
Eliana Reid, Grade 10

I have walked this path before, high above the fog,
 I was just passing through before,
 But now I see it’s where I belong.
The City of Outcasts, a place for people like me.
 A dear friend said I would be safe here,
 And that they’d be sure to visit me.
That’s what they’d said, but now they are gone.
 Gone forever, 
 While that little devil lives on.
Disgusting, hateful little brat- Oh! I hated him so!
 He may not walk with me today, 
 But he’s with me everywhere I go.
Alongside me, no. Never again.
 But still I carry his words with me,
 And I’ll never forget.
He hated all unlike him, all things different or new.
 This was directed at me, mostly,
 But my late cherished one too.
He was revolted by what I was, and always told me such. 
 I am so close to being human, 
 But I was never close enough.
He was a troubled child, that I could see.
 He had many problems,
 And he told them all to me.
But after he was satisfied, I was “it” again.
 Because something that is “not quite”
 Can never be called “him”.
And as this happened again and again, I quickly came to know,
 No matter how he sought my counsel,
 He still would hate me so.
It was clear he thought I could not feel, so maybe that was why
 He at last fell silent
 When he finally made me cry.
I couldn’t take it anymore! Enough was enough!
 So it was after this day,
 That he kept his mouth shut.
And that’s how it was between me and him, for however long.
 For if the other did not exist,
 Nothing was wrong.
That is until one day he spoke to me again.
 I expected a rush of pent up malice,
 But he did the unfathomable instead.
He apologized, so sincerely. Verbosely, too.
 I think I just blinked.
 What was I to do?
Much later, I can surely say, 
 Through his incredible words,
 I learned to forgive that day.
The fog is below, city ahead,
 So very close,
 So many things left unsaid.
I thought you unchangeable, and for that I am sorry.
 I was so very wrong.
 Oh Little Devil, please forgive me. Laura Christianson, Grade 10, Attention Seeker

Kaelyn Dunham, Grade 11, Freckled
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Davin Glidden, Grade 10, Censored

An Angry Girl’s Point of View of a Sexist World
Audrey Mason, Grade 7

Take back your love, take back your bribes
I don’t want them, they were never mine
Because my ideas are for myself
My body, my mind
Not for your shameless words to find.
The way you talked and walked
Without any grace or patience
Too little, give me more, give me less
You believe you’re better, superior
You can’t stand to have a lady talk back to you
A woman, inferior.
You assume I can’t do anything as conscientiously as a man.
And you talk bad about me,
I know it, this was all your unconscious plan.
I’m holding on, holding out,
Ready for you to fall
Because when you do, I won’t be there at all.
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BW

Jacqueline Hearne, Grade 8, Balance

Anders Mckillip, Grade 8 Maggie Ursu, Grade 8, The Sitting Man
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Dean Hulett, Grade 8, Sergeant Pepper

Hate and Separation
Nate Devol, Grade 12

Hate and separation
Two things that should not come from a nation
Equality for all of god’s creations 
A cry the people call out in frustration 
Little kids that are tired of the separation
We already fought to end segregation
It feels we are right back to the confirmation
When Martin said “I have a dream” in front of the nation
He laid the foundation
It is our time to make that dream to come to fruition
The seed he planted in a new generation
Now is the time for love and unification 

Alex Loeffler, Grade 12, Mandala

Ashley Croff, Grade 9, Bitten
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Skylar Wiesen, Grade 11, Portrait 2

Maycee Duncan, Grade 10, Looking Up

Zoom
Ella Sommerfield, Grade 12

Everyday, I open my screen.
Everyday, I connect with my peers
Through the internet.
I can see them.
I can hear them.
And yet it doesn’t feel the same.
The sound is fuzzy,
The video is blurry,
The connection wanes.
My head is pounding,
The light burns my eyes.
I take my meds,
I go to bed,
And start it all again.

Night Sky
Jenaya Thoreson, Grade 11

barefoot on a cold sidewalk
a bright moon lighting up the sky
her hair turns silver and eyes into starlight 

laying across an old picnic table 
with nothing but frosty breath between her and the stars 
she pulls her sweatshirt closer, letting out a sigh of wonder 

tracing constellations with a finger 
humming to a faint, familiar melody 
chasing the fading trail of a meteor, 
breath catching and excitement 

losing her self in the night sky 
like opening a door to a magic shop 
with the stars watching over, 
she isn’t afraid of the dark

42



43

Corner Store Chicken
Ingrid Paciorka, Grade 7

 My mom always had staff meetings on Mondays. My brother 
and I would have to stay late after school. We were given money 
to go get a snack at the shop on the corner down the street of our 
small town. My brother showed me a secret route that his friends 
showed him. We would sing tunes from the school play and we 
would make jokes as we walked to the store. 
 When we walked inside the cashier greeted my brother by 
his first name, that being said the old man seemed to be on a first 
name basis with everyone. 
 I was always too afraid to talk to the white haired man at the 
cash register, so I opted to look at what was on the list given to 
me and my brother by our mother to avoid eye contact. Inside the 
shop there was a deli. It sold a multitude of items; I always got 
soup. It would warm my body on the cold fall days.
 Although I got the same thing almost every time, my brother 
got the same thing every time without fail. A bag of chicken and 
a soda. Words can’t do justice for how much my brother loves 
chicken. He would eat chicken for every meal if he could. It 
amazed me how he got the same thing every time and never got 
sick of chicken. It came in a bright orange bag, the words on it 
saying “Hot-N-Handy.”
 When we got back to the school to eat the food, we had to 
have the lady at the front office open the doors for us. I remember 
peeping my head into the gym to see the middle school boys 
practice for basketball. I would see some of my friends sitting 
on the bleachers,  I would wave and they would wave back, but 
eventually I had to walk back to my mom’s classroom. When we 
would get to the room we would sit at the chairs in the corner of 

the room, and open the plastic grocery bag. I would be quick to 
grab my food but my brother would open the bag at a snail-like 
pace. He treated the bag as if it were a porcelain doll. When we 
were in the store he would always ask me, “Are you sure that’s all 
you want?” I would always answer the same, “Yes.” I remember 
the exact look he would give me when I would say that. It was a 
knowing look, “I’m not sharing my chicken with you.”  He said 
that every time. But when we got back to the school, and were 
back in our mom’s classroom, and sat  in those chairs in the corner 
of the room, I would ask the same thing, “Can I have a piece of 
chicken?” 
 And every time, he would give me a piece.

Madeline Petoskey, Grade 8, My Mind of Fears

Joshua Somero, Grade 10, The Skeleton King
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Jacqueline Hearne, Grade 8

Amanda Byrnes, Grade 12

Paige Flores, Grade 9
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Riley Truog, Grade 10

Izabella Craker, Grade 9, Three Eyes

Oliver Memberto, Grade 10, Demon Within

Gone
Mariah Rioux, Grade 11

The man sat alone at the table,
His aching shoulders slouched with grief.
Staring down at his food,
caught in a daze
locked on the thought of her.
It made him so sick,
To be left with nothing
but the image of her,
stuck on repeat
in his head.

He threw the plate.
It shattered against the wall.
Tearing the wallpaper,
which she used to love.
Did she love him?
Could she not handle his love?
She left so suddenly.
Like the warmth of summer,
but more like a butterfly
migrating to somewhere warmer, 
somewhere safer.
To another man’s arms.

Big Bad
Josie Stillwell, Grade 8

Sometimes I feel like the three little pigs
Especially this year

I was the first pig when COVID came
My house of sticks, my beliefs and norms

Crumbled under me as Big Bad
Blew me away

As I started to rebuild my home
The second pig I came across:

A problem in my social life
Once again I would have to find new materials

New beliefs, new norms, new ideas
Big Bad was at it again

Now I am the third little pig
A secure home, a secure foundation

But who is to say that there
Is no fourth or fifth pig?

Who is to say the wolf will give up?

Who is to say that the baby
Listening to the pigs and building with alphabet blocks

Won’t knock one of the bottom pieces out?
Who is to say he wouldn’t cry

Wouldn’t ask his mother in tears for help?
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Slumber
Lars Lake, Grade 7

I lay beneath the silky sheets of my full bed 
Awake, half awake 
Bothered by the business of modern society 
The modern chimney 
Quaking above my head in the harsh winter gusts 
Keeps me awake and aware 
I hear the growling of modern automobiles outside my window 
I longingly stare toward the pale walls 
No longer pale 
As the glowing of the wall has been disenchanted by twilight 
The only luminance in the room coming from the monitor of the modern computer blinking 
Telling me it is asleep, yet always awake 
Always there and always aware 
Always aware and always present 
Always performing a strenuous task 
At least for a human 
For it, the task is a mirror calculation among millions 
The shades over my window ruffled 
As to hide the tinfoil 
The shade darkened by the tinfoil 
As to keep out the light that threatens to creep inward and disturb my weak slumber 
The room murky with the keeping of the luminescence of the exterior 
I lay in the murk 
Nothing but the bustling of modern society to sing me to sleep

Mackenzie Proudfoot, Grade 10
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At the Dining Room Table
Julian Arens, Grade 12 
 
2003 
Concord, New Hampshire  
In the back of an ambulance  
I watched my father pass from this world to another. 
He left me, us 
with no words in our mouths. 
No goodbyes  
or sorrys  
or maybes. 
He always played the organ at church 
and smiled. 
At the dining room table he asked about the school  
and the football team. 
We didn’t have all the answers  
but we had most of them. 
I could walk to the 24-hour convenience store from my house  
and I’d buy his bubblegum for him  
He liked to chew it on the bus. 

Ellie Herman, Grade 11, Olsen Farm

Brooke Duffiney, Grade 11, Man of Many Faces



48

Skylar Wiesen, Grade 11, Myself in Still Life

Tarah Connell, Grade 12

Prometheus
Madison Malone, Grade 8

I take out a bottle of ink and some watercolor. 
The brush clinks against the edge of the glass as it turns 
the water red with pigment. 
I lay the bristles onto the 
paper, it seeps in and starts to take form. 
My brain starts to wonder what this little blob will hold. 
A small blob, sitting, like Prometheus’ mold, waiting for life to 
be breathed into it somehow. 
A small blob of some potential, like me. 
It sits and waits for someone to come and help mold it into its final form. 
The small blob looks back at me, I look at it. 
A big face surfacing to eye level, equipped with the powerful molding tool. 
I touch the brush to the tiny little blob, and begin its life. 
 
The blob is not one now, but more. 
It doesn’t have time to think whether it is happy or sad, angry or calm. 
It only has time to change, time to mold in time to dry. 
Its life is busy now, a flurry of plans and arrangements. 
Colors and people. 
It needed help molding, not to be left alone with someone strange. 
It was left with fire, left with resources.
 It couldn’t hold in the fire, it burned the forest. 
It couldn’t manage its resources, so it gave them all away. 
It wondered why it ended up like that, it wondered why 
it was made that way and it wondered how it could change again.
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Riley Truog, Grade 10, Koi Pond

Jacob Pleva, Grade 12, Buffalo Creek Ranch

The Ascent
Dylan Cundiff, Grade 9

My body trembled and struggled as my family and I neared the top of Gothic Mountain. To the left and right of me were sudden drop 
offs, with nothing but hard, sharp rock to greet you on your way down. Falling would mean instant death. Behind and below me lay 
a vast evergreen forest full of life and peace. In contrast to the lifeless area where we were, it was paradise. The wind whistled in my 
face, trying to shake my hold to the rough boulders surrounding me. The sun glared in my eyes, as if hoping to get me to give up as I 
maneuvered around a snow bank. And yet I knew we were almost there, the peak just within our reach. It beckoned to my family and 
me, urging us all to continue. As I kept climbing, a rock came undone and tumbled down before breaking into a million pieces at the 
bottom. My determination did the exact opposite. It climbed up and up until I was there; I had made it to the top.
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Laura Christianson, Grade 10, Women in the Water

Tamanna Queen, Grade 9, Summer Color

Balance
Hazel Heilman, Grade 10

Our relationship was like walking on a tightrope.
Say something bad, tilt to the right.
Do something wrong, lean to the left.
But maybe instead of me it was you, wobbly and full of uncertainty,
Sending us falling into our cracked dreams of a future together.

When the Rain Came
Hazel Heilman, Grade 10

She lay down in the rain
Letting worries drip down her body,
Soon joining the stream of flowing water
Running though the cracks in the pavement
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Tamanna Queen, Grade 9, Summer Color

Dylan Lopez, Grade 12

Jack Shiner, Grade 8

Wyatt Sahs, Grade 12, Blind Contour

December Men
Lucy Desmond, Grade 8

December men are cold
December men have a smile
As warm as coal

December men are cold
With hats that keep their
Round head warm

December men are cold
With arms as thin as sticks 
And a nose as orange as a carrot

December men are cold
With a button down shirt
As white as snow

December men are cold
With gloves on those thin arms
To keep the hands warm

December men are cold
With a scarf around
Their nonexistent necks



Wild Calm
Kendra Couturier, Grade 9

a beautiful and astonishing contradiction.
a bold one too

the song of a sky speckled with faraway stars,
the song of snow—
delicate
and soft
yet intense
and icy.
it is the echoes of laughter,
the silent squeals of delight that fill us.
the crash of a wave breaking stillness.

quiet but fierce,
this is the wildest calm.
nature’s unending song.

Anissa Wille, Grade 10

Isabella Rice, Grade 11

52



53

Win or Lose
Tyler Brown, Grade 9

 It was a win or lose situation. My team could either end up on top or be at the bottom. It wasn’t a great night for me. Last inning, 
down by one. Score one, go into overtime. Score two, we win. But what I didn’t know was that we were down by one. I thought the 
game was tied. I am up to bat. I got the hit, ran one person in to home and I was safe at first. At least, I thought. I thought we had won 
the game right there and then. 
 I made the worst decision I could make at the time. Celebrating early. The ump called me out. I thought it was a stupid call because 
I did everything I was supposed to do at the base. When coming into first you go through the base and round off toward the right. I did 
that but then celebrated right after. The ump was not having it that night. I tried arguing with him but he wouldn’t change his decision. I 
was called out. 
 So we were tied going into overtime. I am catcher, so I had to get there and still play the game even with this humongous mess-up 
weighing on my shoulders. I thought my team would hate me after that, but they didn’t. They actually stayed by my side to fight through 
the game. They kept their heads up, which helped me keep my head up, and win in overtime. I celebrated too early which almost cost 
me this game. If I celebrated too early in life, it wouldn’t be just a game, it would be the rest of my life.

Women Have Claws
Lucy Desmond, Grade 8

Women have claws,
They are loved
They have claws to protect themselves.

Women are strong,
Women are loved,
Women have claws,
And women do not need men to support them
And finance their life.

Women are strong,
No matter who says
They are not,
Women go together to protect themselves,
From people who see them as sexual objects.

Women are strong,
Women are loved,
Women have claws,
And women have scars,
Hidden or not,
Emotional, mental, or physical
All women have at least one.

All women are tired,
All women are tired by these men,
Who say women are less,
Women are weak,
But they are wrong,
Women are strong,
Women are loved,
And women have claws.

Luis Roman, Grade 10, Claws and Paws

Wyatt Sahs, Grade 12m Bluebird
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Eve Couturier, Grade 8, Lantern

Lillian Brown, Grade 11

Running
Karisue Taghon, Grade 9

 It’s scorching hot; the sun is beating down my already 
perspiring face. The humid air fills my nostrils. Little 
beads of sweat rest on my arms, and my hand is basically 
a pool of sweat. I stretch and stretch while butterflies 
fill my stomach. My hands are shaking and my legs are 
screaming. I am as nervous as an elephant in a room full 
of mice. Runners on your mark, an older woman with a 
croaky voice announces. I brush my baby hairs out of my 
face, and slowly get down into my blocks. I stretch my 
tight calves one last time for good measure. My sweaty 
hands whine, my skinny legs cry, and my slow breath sings 
fearfully. Once again the croaky voice is heard, “Get set.” 
I raise my hips and take a deep breath, inhaling that hot, 
humid air. I try to calm myself. I tell myself that I can do 
this, and that it’s going to be fun. The gun is shot and all of 
a sudden I am standing upright, and I am running.



Izzi Feringa, Grade 10

Eyan Flees, Grade 12, My Impala
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All that Exists in a Smile
Eliza Aldridge, Grade 7

 I’ve always liked to sit and think about things. Plain, ordinary things that most people don’t think about twice, like chairs, clocks, 
teeth, or those unsettling little garden gnomes. I usually think about it so much that the thing begins to scare me, or I get an obsession 
with it. I made myself scared of coleslaw once. I like to pretend that didn’t happen.
 “Quit being irrational,” my father says. My sister says I’m being weird. Granddad says to snap out of it. Mom just sighs. My 
teachers like to tell me to quit woolgathering in a snippy, annoyed tone. I nod in a perfect child type of way. I swear to be normal, and 
pay attention, and stop having any type of personality or character.
 Today I’m thinking about smiles. Other than history and what my sister was thinking when she painted the cat, smiles might be the 
universe’s biggest mystery. There are kind smiles, weak smiles, tired smiles, mean smiles, fake smiles, cocky smiles, pitying smiles, 
condescending smiles, placating smiles, shy smiles, sappy smiles, and sad smiles. There are a million types of smiles and they all mean 
something. You can misread a smile and ruin a relationship with anybody. You can stress and worry over a single curve of a mouth. It’s 
easy to miss a smile, catch one that isn’t intended for you, communicate with anyone, and gain or lose everything. All because of a teeny, 
tiny movement of facial muscles.
 Huh. I don’t know if I’m scared or fascinated by this topic. I think that smiles can vary so much that you can be intrigued and 
frightened at the same time. Maybe I should let this topic go before I become scared of people kindly exchanging pleasantries and smiles.

The First
Audrey Mason, Grade 7

To be the first leaf turned to brown
The shame of the first to the night

To retreat to dark waters and to drown.

Like a child at school, a game, the first to be out
The first to say goodbye to the light

To be the first leaf turned brown.

There must always be a first, no need to pout
The first to be scorched by firelight

To retreat to dark waters and to drown.

The first to fall on the backside unable to hold the crown
We never know who, for us, be it might

To be the first leaf turned to brown

To take the worst possible route
To take in your joyful life

To retreat to dark waters and to drown.

The first to give out the voice of the shout
To be the first to let down your kite
To be the first leaf turned to brown

To retreat to dark waters and to drown.

Sarah Elwell, Grade 12, Self Portrait
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Jenna Cadieux, Grade 8

Michael Dickinson, Grade 8

August Schaub, Grade 11

Jenaya Thoreson, Grade 11, Sweet Night
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Ellie Herman, Grade 11, Purple Skies,
Fabric Paint on Silk 

Ruby Logue, Grade 12, Warm Love, Batik

Ella Sommerfield, Grade 12, Birthday Celebration

ABC: Society
Lexi Petoskey, Grade 11

Animosity develops within society.
Beneath the layers, show their standards.
Caution the young, for their perception may change.
Doing everything they can to be “perfect”.
Exacting every aspect of themselves.
For another changed personality, 
Grows within society.
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Growing Old
Audrey Vang, Grade 12

I knew i was young
when i would wake up my mom at 7am on christmas morning

I knew i was young 
when the days didn’t feel like days, more like forever lasting happiness 

I knew i was young
when i would wonder when i can eat ice cream for the second time that day

And then i knew when i had 
grown up 

When i no longer asked if we can have a playdate
I knew i had grown up 

 when i fell asleep on the couch and woke up still in the living room 
I knew i had grown up 

when going to sleep was more of an escape than resting for the morning
And i know i wish i could tell
younger me to not go too fast

Growing up comes when it comes
Don’t ruin childhood because you feel the need to move past it,

Growing up doesn’t feel the way we thought,
I know younger me and grown me wouldn’t know how to talk to each other, 

Younger me would be disappointed in the older me,
For how much we’ve lost and given up on,

For the fact we have became the person we said we would never become 
However grown up me wouldn’t feel upset about                                       

the precious little child, 
Because,

I envy you    

Valerie Glidden, Grade 7, Zip It, Now You See Me
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Spencer Spray, Grade 11, Duality of Man

Stepping Stones
Harper Flees, Grade 8

Sometimes, when the powder-blue sky has subsided,
I sit here scripting all the satisfying subjects I’ve sighted.
Some are stumbling down sidewalks, or sobbing over salaries.
Some are swimming near sailboats and spectacular submarines.
But in the small sum of time I’ve spent here through the seasons, 
I still seem to enjoy allowing the breeze in. 
Seeping through the windows, thyme and rosemary, 
Is the sweet scent of spring sedating my sanctuary. 
I set myself objectives, and so slowly scramble to meet them, 
So I’m asked how I succeed, but they don’t seem to understand… 
Since I simply continue on through the world, 
Stopping to analyze myself would cause my whole soul to swirl. 

It’s true that I tend to move slowly through struggles, 
But moving too swiftly will cause them to double. 
My sister said something when I was still a child, 
And it may have helped shape my straightforward lifestyle.
She said, 
“Life is a series of stepping stones, sweetheart,” 
“To stroll through without scars is a fictional art.” 
“Severe situations will certainly show themselves,” 
“With solutions that aren’t in the books on the shelves.”
“So, step to the other side, slowly and surely,” 
“And make it through issues, safely and securely.“


	Exposures front cover 2021
	Exposures back cover 2021



