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Purple Poem

Purple Poem
Remembrance.
Everytime I smell your lingering scent,

I'm reminded of the past, that I fought so hard to lose.
Rewinding the clock back to the time you made me choose.
Conceal.

Cover up the blemish that I received, from being so foolish, so naive.
Tuck away the power you think you have in my head.

My mind mauling the memories that remain within.
Acceptance.

The pain that once shut me down,
required me to weep,
and made me only hear despair.

Makes me now live, thrive, and breathe fresh air.

The shackles removed free from the soul that once dreamed,

So rare for the reality it once lived, flicked oft of a pedestal it could never
achieve.

Once was loved, now is forgotten,
My devotion to you is forever departed.
~Sarah Roose




“A Beast’s View”

Story and photo by: Sam Svoboda.

And at last are the humans—finally, the humans. In the past, they were an aberration. An approaching storm
that spoke in tongues and whose legs pulled them relentlessly, patiently, thunderingly to their quarry,
sharpened pole in hand. When did it come to be so, that that storm then shook the world and grew to

swallow it whole? All are caught in its tempest. On the fringes alone is their presence but cast as a shadow.

Their fingers which fell with the precision of thunder and with equal force blasted them on high to the sky
far above were the first to herald the threat. Then came their calls, their hoots and hums which at first were
like the birds’ and then grew eerie with complexity. There is no sound more dire, more feared today. One
would sooner invite the maw of the bear around their throat than the snaring or spearing of a chattering,
bumbling, cataclysmic band of leering trappers and tamers. It is the lot of an animal to die. Tis theirs’, too,
yet their efforts have made them so distant from it, and thus so wicked with fear in the face of it. The soli-
tary beast has their meals and nature’s beauty to enjoy, and the beast of a pack avails themselves to their
companyyneeding no more. Yet with wild fantasy the humans aspired to more and found it, until the dream
of convenience, of simplicity, of control and of satedness—all that once was enough was left behind, and
the hole in their hearts was laid bare to the world when they strayed further still, like the Camponotini all
stricken till death, from love, from freedom, from hope in liberation at least from their aspirant kin and the
untruths of they who wish to last forever.

Indeed, even with their great minds—vast enough to dream up whole worlds, whole universes, to weave
grand fictions and peer into themselves and the fleeting edges of the metaphysical, to see truth and drink
deep of story, they cannot but settle for slavery if the cage is abstract enough. There is a unanimous agree-
ment, from the worms on low and the birds on high, that they will spell the end of everything. The Phasmi-
da, hidden by their natural form, surmise thusly: Given enough time, they will wipe us all out and replace us

- with nothing, just by accident.




Soelty I S

i %M@@w/

3 caz S /(NeMIlO/ ! ((///cé/
c// e cary / he tart %{ 77 /)//// /{/c/ (// bble
(/)//// 8 /)/t( f/‘/ 720~ ///(/ff(/l f/ be fs ee,
Neor, ()/)(/ que; dar, (///c/ /)(/es tel, too-

ok is luscious and car: ﬁ;(,’z,z
b gﬂk@sr swrowund libe é//ff(g//(?//m and bees.
>, . o =
o/ //(/y Sl /)(}/((r(,’/(////z y/ms;s*/,
Lok doesrnt go- a/zym% (f/(()ﬁ}fs‘f.
C C C -

Gonk takes fer tome,
Jhe loves to-be seen.
Adored arnd (mf////(z/;

/ :
s ar lree A(%(///(fy/ queer.

T R e =
[ERPE
)




Spongebob Po

By James Kikland

Spongebob squarepants he’s such a scaredy pants
Doodle bop is such a opp with the way he rants
He's trying to get to Bikini bottom but he’s stuck at Rock bottom
Squidward got caught eating all the patties because he’s such a fatty
Patrick is stuck under a rock he thinks mayonnaise is an instrument
Mermaid man and barnacle boy are fighting Man Ray
Spongebob ripped his pants
Larry the lobster he took a gla
he is a imposter for laughing at his buddy
That krab so cheap he’s cruddy
When he gets to the Krusty Krab the patties start flipping
Plankton starts his evil plan but he’s tripping
Patrick and Spongebob are so goofy they’re a bunch of goobers
The bubbles start blowing and the clarinet start flowing
You dont need a liscne to get this burger rolling




“Untitleable”

By Sam Svoboda
There is a funnel. Through it, there are distant things. Eyesight. Sense. Extancy.
Pain.
Neck. Around neck, there is a thing. Something strange. Near, a tall thing, pale, fleshy, odor-
ous. Strange patterns all over. Awful.
It moves. When it is far, neck tugs, neck hurts. Follow. Dulled terror. Breathless, slow.
Self gone.

Grass on the grassland. Lower to green. Mouth opens and closes and head up and relief.
The tight something tugs. There, muted anger and fear, dulled by repetition, dulled through
the funnel, I seethe through. Feet twitch, then stop themselves.

The tall thing stops. Relief. Its appendage to a pole. A lengthy something stays; append-
age leaves. Tall thing goes. But still can’t wander. Moving is pain. Lay my fur on the grass.
With head, look up. White above. Where is the blue? Must. I must see the blue.

Time is going. Still here. The neck thing. The long thing. Anger, flowing, please, family, come.
My feelings cannot leave. My memory disallows it. So, I revolt. I am revolting. I use my teeth.
My unspeaking pleas, hot and sharp.

Teeth touch the thing.

Clenching. Please.

Pain, hardness, jaw weak.

Clenching, please.

Persevere.

photo by:Brent Wohlfield




“Untitleable”
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A Deep Blue Sea }

|

The dark Sea mixes'and mingles with the sand. belorw
Drowning the earth in its ath with algae aglow
My feet in the sand, a sﬁfver washes down me
My, ruind heavy, it breaks the gears of my-thou, hts
My tears bi end into the ocear, a dance of 5/56
"My miinds breaks and bends and finally, comes lose

My inner soul, thick with. ig&ﬁieﬁ}_ dugns cool and calm
My soul ships-into' the Waletstas ﬁ,@? ,}% el dorrt fedlthe-cold-,
By soul carries onward, pﬁ%@%&ﬁﬂﬁ &.waves, 1y body.is pulled
. Jra s hwmﬁmﬂi

Thp %&%’wﬁ}amf in my-haiy, denim jacket soake
“The waves cool hands carry me, 1 drifted as they spoke
.970@ words of comfort and. o{lﬁeace beneath, as my head stips under

: and into the reg(
' 7 look up, mind. calm and content, ar the stars above me
The dark sky, sprinkled with light, the cool tone blueza welcoming sight
7 drift deeper, 1 forget to breathe, and as 1 lay upon the bottom, my soul
hears the breeze | e -
oMy body now vesting, my soul.. swz’mnémﬂ Liigh, my aura of blue reaches
3 tne s '
As 1 look down deep at my old’- seyf below, 1 find a new ) feeling
' ' A warm

A glow

poem Ey madeleien akers
art Ey sycfmey Ec%tg‘;:_" ——




Beach

In the calm breeze fleeting memories of the past
Sifting through the coarse sand I sit and think
Am I truly relaxed?
Surrounded by the sounds of wind and squawks from every which way
Thankfully I didn’t have to pay
The sun, once blazing, has come to a halt in the distance
Beaming over the blue sea is an orange glisten from afar
Tranquility was felt when the warm sun kissed my skin
Sipping a pina colada there was an after taste of coconut
Nevertheless, nothing crossed my mind
In the distance I saw a fin

Could it be a shark or maybe just a tin
Oh well, I'm too calm to care
Blissfully bathing beneath the beating sun
Oh, what a relief after the fun. - By Joshua Slone




Blue\Poen

by McKinzie Lee
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AL AN

INTERTWINED SOULS

Our souls are like candles Your candle gives me a sense of calm
Flames flicker in the soul Your wax is in my palm
My heart flickers for you in a whole As long as your candle burns in my mind

It allows my soul to unwind
Drip my wax in your jar

My heart shine for you like a star Your candle is like a comfort to my soul
My candle flickers for you My candle breathes you in a feel of control
[ can see your image in my flame My soul intertwines with yours

Our hearts feel very divine
The warmth of the candle fills my heart

Your candle smells as sweet as a sweetheart My soul longs for you
Like a candle in a jar
My flame burns brighter for yvou Our souls can take us very far
It lights my heart up like a starry night They can see the burn from afar.
Art by Malia Sanchez

Poem by Senna Askew
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Golden Key
L O Cke E By Nahla Knight

My golden k

around my

ocket, which I kept slung
, bounced and swayed as

vision, giving me a glimmer
st friend had given the golde
me in the third grade, and she
k bow around it. The golden k
locket saf@a lovely tune wheénever I took it
oom, which I did so I could see
er view. My golden key locket d
t I wear for the day, because it w;
my best, alway:

ool afternoon, I removed my golden
locket for gym. I placed my golden key locket in a
locker, and when I came back, my golden key locket
was gone! I searched everywhere for my golden key
locket, all over the locker room. Its abse ned
all of the hope and joy that it helped bloor™#or the
remainder of the day, I was filled with g eally
didn’t want to believe it, but it was true, gold-
en key locket to hang in my room.

The next school day, all the walls seemed bl
thing was a shade of gray and the win
They did not speak of the beautiful s they only
reflected back at me the depressing gr inside. But
in that reflection, I was able to see... my golden key locket
shining back at me!

. Every-
ot speak.

It was dull, but there, in the pocket of a giﬂwse hair color
was fair. She brought it out and flaunted it. As she twirled it,

I could see that the only thing she sought of it was its shine
and mineral. She walked down the hall, each step showed how
she was brutally cynical. Her straightened, heat damaged hair



Sarah Roose
Ms. Taravella
Creative Writing

8 September, 2025

Purple Poem
Remembrance.
Everytime I smell your lingering scent,
I'm reminded of the past, that I fought so hard to lose.
Rewinding the clock back to the time you made me choose.
Conceal.
Cover up the blemish that I received, from being so 00 Bk 0™ 1d | Ven
Tuck away the power you think you have in my head.
My mind mauling the memories that remain within.
Acceptance.
The pain that once shut me down,
required me to weep,
and madée me only hear despair.
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Thewshackles removed free from the soul.that once dreamed,
SO rare for thee=reality it once lived, flicked off of a pedestal it
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‘ Mr Brown Eyes
/As she stood staring at the tree she began to wonder if any of it was actually worth her efforts. The sun was setting and it
was early enough spring that the snow was still melting, the sun was small but red from the city lights. Her tennis shoes
g more soaked with each passing second and for a moment the world seemed to get smaller. Safer. Although the
rlﬁ was in fact much bigger she began to realize that she could force her reality to be limited. Outside of this moment
there wasfanother, and another of course as there always are. Across the street in the house that was always quiet there
were secret$ waiting and hiding that would never be known to the world. The way the house sat was calm, the perfect
. neighbor who would shovel other people’s snow, who would buy from the lemonade stands children would run. The
a, home was old but nice, the wallpaper was the same as when the home was built in the early 20’s, it was now yellowing
-and peeling with old tape holding it to the wall, not wanting to know what was underneath, they had chosen to leave
thelead paint and dusty wallpaper. The television glowed softly as the sun sets, the sun trying to break into the room
thr‘gu'gh the curtains, the mans wife sitting asleep next to him, he was asleep despite it still being early, both still blissfully
unaware of what was behind their wallpaper. And what exactly was behind the wallpaper? A well-kept secret of long ago.
@E‘I 923 the home was opened up and housed parties and welcomed mystery and dancing. The roar of each thing that
- happened, each person living from moment to moment without worry of the consequences. They felt their anger and if
dhe person went down then they all did. One night the world became smaller in the large ho se, the music was loud as
~ they packed themselves like cattle and danced with one another with what little room there vas to dance, the scent of
the alcoholl’fhjc*k in the house as the blue-eyed girl pushed out of the hous as an attem r_,-  be able to b ea
S _ bein the rqums s'of the house. The walls then were decorated with gilded painting k ‘ f dad
e.n}oy each of their own appearances The windows that lined the home were ope p Pt tc r
- rtains ope 0 aI’lo e world to look in and grow jealous as the party ro D S
' I;;"'I nd an exit, the world as sti dancr «l
for a ¢ r. ce which she tries to refuse at|1d the man’s war
e brow eyed man states, he has a long ":1
1 ¢ no. o th thank you, I need son: ’ g A
} i  man sa andbe [andPShe reractantly
0 'L%Blfows With each step the man seemedinioiéiil more anndyeeras e tead her outside; fefedts agains
the balcony and asks, “so what's your ndnie Mt

-,

¢” and the man seems to only grow more annoyed by her questioning
“Heking, Mr. Alastor Heking” he said calmly through his frustrated glare, “I suppose I sh{)uld’&sk for you.r name as well
Charlotte” “Oh, yeah it’s.... How did you already know my' name?” she asked, takrng a step b‘a¢k' “dontworry. yrourself
with that dear! You just have a reputation, is all” he replied with-an eerie smile I'Vvhat kind of reputatron? Actua,ﬂy, I'd
care;what do you do for work Mr. Hekmg?”-she asks pro'htely, ‘I work as an accountant® oﬂice job??“correct!” She ShlftS
uncomfortably and takesasip of the drink she had, curious as to where the alcohol comes fron]l because of probation,
and looks out onto the water and decides that answers ,her own questron' “How high upare we?” she asks, instead of an
answer from the man she feels a significant shove'on her back and she screams. The water below cold as it pushes the air
out of her'lungs and surrouinds her, before'she sinks slightly; the wager’ was shallow and calm, causing the sand below to
cut and scrape her knees and any part of her-thathit the gtound.below the water, but she was alive, with a pained sob she
forces herself out of the water, trying t6 approach the shoré, but he was.lthere, waiting; watching, and holding something.
And with a blink of an eye, she was gone. And the man hid her behind the wallpa'f)er But what if that wasn’t the end of
her story? What if she had-a second chance? What if fate hadn’t intended- this? The stin Was setting and she woke up once

more but it wasn’t her body; she stood in a field, awake, and the world was louder, angrier, more aggressive, the buildings
in the world that she would have recognized have began to crumbleand fall, a hght blue mask that nurses would wear
sits beneath her foot ealmly, a reminder of our past however, she stood blissfully unaware of the;meaninglof it and made
a decision: to do anything and.everything there was to do with this second chance. And she did. She won awards, she
played music and sports, she treated it as a second chance and claimed to'be her own daughter.'In domg this she'was able
to obtain her past fortune anmnue to live fast and every momeiit to it’s fullest, allowing one day to move to the next

and she finally laid eyes upon ouse, the building that wasjthe last one she had been in before, she had beén walking
the beach, the water below where she had once met her.doom, finally acknowledging her past for what it was instead oft
moving from one second to the next in a race of denial. She laid eyes on the tree in front of.the house and as she stood
staring at the tree she began to wonder if any of it was actually worth her efforts. The sun'was setting and it was early
enough spring that the snow was still melting, the sun was small but red from the'eity lights. She finally decided, that it
was okay, because ghe found another way, and she was no longer afraid of men in'suits with brown eyes

story and photography by Amelia Rubley



writing by Sophia Bohr
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wer, lower, low
eye is one of fear
ome, so | shall go
hout an eye so

But thrashlng,’ eeth d.oth beg for fetters shred
And beasties flutter in their wild will,
And thy stiff postures seem so limited.

But where to go? The painted path is all
My eye can see. This seeking leaves the heart
Without a guarantee; | fear the fall.
And more, to fear it rips my pride apart.

But pride is, too, a tool of fog and fear,
So choose with patience and with eyes




A World Painted in Blue

By: McKinzie Lee

As the sﬁy turned blue, 1 saw the clouds move.
Sadness goes outside seeing the snowjfaﬁe?faﬂ’fmm the s/éy.
She notices the snowy round while ooléing down.

Blue as the m’gﬁt got cold, blue as the calm bathtub that
overflowed.

The blue ocean souncﬁng smooth, @ory came ﬁ)oﬁing for the
crew.

In the calmin fuf[ cfay, a ﬁesﬁ start Eegins.

Deqp into the ocean, (gss is where it Begcm, the Detroit Lions
aﬁwa,ys win.

As every ﬁospitaf stays open, the sadness qf patients start to
0 away fmm eaming cotton cmw(y.

The blue Eiﬂtton went qﬁ sucfdén[y, inte[ﬁ’gence came to be
smitten with a mitten.

Dm’nléing water ﬁeﬁos us survive, Juring mic[m’gﬁt we aﬁwa,ys
thrive.

As sour the ice can be, gui(t can be decieved.
Mariah the Scientist sang her songs; the crowd went wild to
not stay calm.

Smu;fs stick togetﬁer, a[ways By choice, tﬁey are [ike famify
with joyce.

As ca[ming as the night sounds, Elsa made the ice melt.
In the chilliest times, the ncwy-ﬁfue hues, call within natures
time.

a‘;§ ..:‘ e g if'f»-w—“‘f

Art: Izzy Mangold
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she was brutally cynical. Her straightened, heat damaged hair



‘Musicians
Musicians are handsome.

They’re humorous. they’re
cool.

They’ll write you a song...
four songs, five songs.

They play their instrument
for you; they’ll play it all the
time.

They crave your love, your
praise.

They crave your electric
soul.

You’ll never truly let them
bask in your light; you know
they’ll only try to steal it.
Capture it. Make a lyric of
it.

They’ll write you a song.

Don’t listen to it.

by Layla Johnson (oth Grade)



Perfect Blue

Blue is my name.

It’s on every paper my pencil has ever touched.

Every picture I've colored and signed, too proud to leave blank.
Every silly story I've written yet was never to publish.

It's been my name the moment my parents signed the certificate.

I hate it.

And God only knows how “perfect” came to be
I must hide well if that’s everyone’s perception of me.

I've heard blue is one to be honored:

Blue is the brightness in a summer sky; Blue is the planet of life.
Blue is the violet that stands as its own from the roses that are red.
Blue might be tears, but it is certainly not its only tribute.

That seems to be all I've ever heard.
But I just can't see it.

Blue is a beautiful color but gets uglier the deeper it goes.
Blue holds a negative reception for its effect,
and it’s not hard to see why.

Blue is the color of a monster that rears its ugly head
A force that simply waits to destroy you,
even on your happiest days.

Blue is the color that affects everyone else

Mixing with colors they know they don't belong in
Dragging each color down a hue

Making everything worse.

Blue is the color that floods the brain as someone lies in bed,
forever trying to find reasons to even bother moving the blankets,
to open the fridge and find their meal,

to dress up and fake another smile.

Blue is the color that takes someone life

The emptiness that leads to ‘what’s the point?’

To a final decision that if their life were to end, no more trying to balance
on a thin line,

for once everything can finally be fine.

So, what honor does blue deserve?

Blue wishes it had half the joy yellow is able to give,

so effortlessly bringing a reason for someone to live.
Blue wishes it had half the intelligence purple exceeds,
patience and wisdom everyone can perceive.

Blue is nothing like orange, adventurous and bold,

and certainly nothing like pink, heart of nothing but warmth and gold.
Blue could never compare to green, a color of the plant that brings you
luck,

or the love that red looks in roses you can easily pluck.

So, I ask again-
What is so honorable, so inspiring about blue?

In a world of its many variants, differing from hue,
sadness is the only “perfect” about blue.

art by nadya krawchenko
story by somya curry
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Purple - 0 song

Soft and low, it lasts so long. %
[t colors the sky when day is gone
And shines softly when it glows

It talks with stars when its dark
- A gentle sound calm and bright
~ Like flowers blooming after rain,
iy i ;L.‘:i.' he P aiq _ :
(72T Eall covers theworld in a very quiet light,
o And ghineS in purple and bright.
Purplefs calm and deep,
A colorte,help you get to sleep

It coverstheworld in a purple night

' EEE - And makes the night feel so light
Ty e ok is oh so bright.
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Feathers and flight making the air feel light.

Like fur to a dog it keeps the bird warm,

And gives it the opportunity to soar.

The feeling of fluttering through the strong storms,
And a chance to escape with my wings.

Stay low they said, because danger is feared,

But the luck of the feathers will keep me soaring.

The sounds of the wind in my ears like freedom roaring.
The chance to escape with my new found flight,

Once again the feathers keep me light.

Overwhelmed with the thrill of the flight,

Flew so close to the sun it consumed my sight.

The wax melting and feathers descend.

It never mattered that he was falling to his death and dying,
Because at least he once got to experience flying.
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