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Dear Reader, 

 

Thank you for downloading the ninth annual edition of  Varina High School’s literary 

magazine, The Varina High School Review.  This year’s publication features poems, 

short stories, artwork, photography, and a television screenplay, all created by cur-

rent Varina High School students.  We’re very proud of  this year’s magazine, and 

we’d like to thank all of  the students who made this year’s edition possible by shar-

ing with us their art, photography, and writing. 

 

Additional credit is due to Dawn Schwartz, Dan Stooks, Jessica Goodman, Krysta 

Robinson, and Britt Wiedmeier for their help in assembling student artwork; Chris-

tine Suders, Lesley St. James, and Michael Goodrich-Stewart for their help with stu-

dent literary submissions;  Jonathan Gosney for e-publishing assistance; and finally, 

Heidi Craft for her guidance and support.  We truly hope that you will enjoy this 

year’s magazine! 

 

Yours sincerely, 

 

The editors:  

Erin Little 

Percy Childress 

Kayla Smallwood 

Maha Farooq 
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Offerings to a  God/dess                                                                    

By  Mason  Parker   

 

You leave a shattered possum skull, a heart-shaped rock, and a 

tiny jar full of  whispered 11:11 wishes. On an altar hidden in the 

woods, you pray. You pray for the rains to stop, and for peace to 

find its way into your heart.  

 

You don't know if  they're listening, if  any god who was once wor-

shipped here still listens to the prayers of  the few who come by. 

But you hope.  

 

On your way back home, it starts raining again. It feels like the 

smell of  the forest follows you. 

 

Two days later the city is flooding and the smell of  the forest 

stays on the edges of  the winds.  You think, maybe the rain isn't 

so bad.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A New Day                                            

By Imiir Carrington 

 

It’s the start of  a new day— 

All the gray seems to go away. 

You hear the birds start to chirp; 

Who else might be awake?  

 

The rain from the night before falls from your windowsill— 

Pitter-patter! Pitter-patter! 

The sound of  the sky’s fallen tears. 

I wonder who else might hear? 

 

Descending from a place 

Cozy, 

slumber, 

A smile springs onto my face. 

The gray seems to go away; 

Now it is time to start  

Blending into a new day. 

Makayla Carter 

Makayla Carter 
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Elegy of a Little Girl 

By EmmaLee Johnson 

 

She stood in a courtyard all alone, 

Her name forever and always unknown. 

Hollow cheeks and protruding bones— 

It hurts to imagine her cries and moans. 

Covered in dirt and underweight, 

She couldn’t have been much older than eight. 

I saw a picture of  a little girl. 

 

Brown curls cut away with shears. 

Wide eyes filled up with tears. 

No more bright, pretty dresses, 

Just striped rags, mottled messes. 

Smiles so happy they lit up the room, 

Now replaced with frowns expressing her gloom.  

I saw a picture of  a little girl. 

 

Barbwire fences and Nazis in black— 

Her surroundings screamed, “there’s no turning back.” 

Was she lead to a chamber and promised a shower, 

Or shot by a man who trembled with power? 

To her God, faithful she stayed. 

For her beliefs, her life she payed. 

I saw a picture of  a little girl. 

 

Innocent, quiet, not a nuisance at all— 

What did she do to deserve this cruel law 

That all Jews are inhuman and vile? 

Their solution, placing her body in a pile. 

These people are monsters, a disgrace, pure dirt, 

Yet they proudly wear a swastika on their shirt. 

I saw a picture of  a little girl.  

 

A part of  my heart aches for the dead, 

For World War Two and all the bloodshed. 

It wasn’t just her that was taken so young; 

Millions of  people were killed and hung. 

But I’d like to believe she’s still alive, 

And that everyone she tells her story to will thrive. 

I saw a picture of  a little girl. 

Tanner Reinhart 

Trinity Wright 

Makayla Carter 
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The Creek    

By Gage Austin  

 

The low-rumbling roar of  the creek, 

Sharp chime of  birds in trees, 

The air crisp, 

Bringing about a new life in me. 

Leaves crunching like the soon-fallen snow. 

The world around me seems to glow, 

With shades of  red dancing all around. 

Time seems still everywhere but here. 

I feel this creek is home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 The Sunlight Peeks Though the Mountain Tops 

By  Andrew Burlew 

 

The sunlight peeks through the mountain tops, 

As the birds start to sing and the campfire crackles. 

The creek water is so flat it’s as if  time is frozen. 

Our taste buds fill with fresh-smoked trout, 

As the warmth of  the fire pushes against our faces. 

Giant cotton balls fill the light-blue sky. 

I take this all in,  

Drifting slowly away into nature. 

Tanner Reinhart 

Lauren Yates 
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In the End 

 By Erin Little  

 

After the end of  time, 

And far before the beginning of  it, 

I have loved you. 

  

When the mirror falls, 

And the hair slips from the tightly wound bun, 

I will still love you. 

  

When the trees snatch birds from the sky, 

And later crash to the ground in despair, 

I will still love you. 

  

When the blossoms leech the impossible blood to the ends of  branches, 

And when those heavy morsels of  flesh fall to the ground to forever rot, 

I will still love you. 

  

When the wind stops pushing, 

And the sea stops rolling, 

And the land tears itself  to shreds, 

I will still love you. 

  

When fish drown in poisoned lakes, 

And birds drop from toxic skies, 

And creatures are swallowed whole by the starving earth, 

I will still love you. 

  

When the raven crows, 

And the crow is silent, 

And the entire world has become deaf to itself,                                                  

I will still love you.  

. 

Elephants 

By Maha Farooq 

 

With an elephant in sight, 

During a storm  

In the tropical savanna, 

She was without care. 

Upon discovery, she was scared, 

But kind all at once. 

Before anyone moved, she was screeching.  

Despite all the work we did we couldn’t help her  

Until her mother returned, 

Against all the dangers around her. 

Out of  nowhere the little one was better,  

With an elephant in sight. 

Joey Worsham 
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This Lonely Mine 

By Markita Shaw  

 

Lost jewels and souls. 

Coal still gathered in barrels. 

Everything still in place, untouched for decades, 

No longer important. 

Bats hang like chandeliers above my head and spiders rest easy in their webs. 

Chatter of  the rats and old squeaky tracks, 

Darkness thick as wool and the air, heavy but cool. 

Hard to catch a breath. 

But someone else is here; 

I feel this presence, but it poses no threat. 

 

Everything left here now wears a coat of  dust. 

Small streams made from gaps in the wall-oozing water. 

Long forgotten, lost souls are still at work, 

Digging up jewels and gathering coal, working as if  they’ve never met death. 

I like it here; it’s peaceful to me, water dripping above my head,  

Gravel crunching below my feet,  

Asound like cracking eggshells echoing through the tunnels. 

Standing at an intersection of  linked tunnels my heart is at ease –  

My mind is racing, 

But my heart has taken the lead. 

I’m meant to be here. 

I can’t leave; and I don’t want to. 

 

     

  

Campfire 

By Erin Little 

   

Some loves are matches; 

Quick to light, quick to burn, quick to die. They do not hesitate to 

singe any fingers that hold them. Too quick, too quick, too quick. 

  

Some loves are wildfires; 

Quick to light, quick to spread, quick to demolish. They consume 

anything and everything in their path. No survivors are allowed, 

no mercy is given, nothing is left unscathed. But they aren’t more 

than a large match, still too quick, too quick, too quick. 

  

A compromise is needed, some kind of  Goldilocks Fire. 

A campfire love; 

The pulsing warmth on clammy fingers, with a ring of  colored 

stones. Glowing ashes dance upwards like fireflies; 

Sweet smoke twirls into the night sky. Silver embers twinkle and 

sing on the floor of  the earth, and that’s the kind of  love I want. 

A campfire love; 

A love that sings, sings, sings.  
  

Edward Powers 

Megan McCauley 
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The Process of Living 
 

By Crystal Richmond 

 

And the saddest part is I don’t remember you. 

I don’t remember your smile, 

Your laugh, 

How you carried yourself. 

Were you boisterous or restrained? 

Was your soul rambunctious or well-behaved? 

I don’t know the answers, and yet you are one of  the biggest singular forces in my life. 

 

I don’t remember your smile. 

What I do remember is futile hospital rooms, 

The pungent smell of  urine, 

Rushed trips out of  town – because who knew how much time we had? 

But this wasn’t you. 

This was you in a cardboard box being maneuvered by life. 

How did we get here? 

We all knew how this would end, but why? 

I didn’t know the answers, and yet you remained calm, you told me it would be alright. 

 

I don’t remember your smile. 

However, I do remember that when you kissed my cheek I could feel the hairs on your face. 

I remember what you smelled like fresh out of  the shower. 

And though I don’t remember your smile, 

I remember how your smile made me feel: 

Warm. 

 

 

Picture by:  

Picture By  

Edward Powers 

Trinity Wright 
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Neptune, 

        Pages: 7 - 10 

Edward Powers 
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Neptune 

 

By Patricia Wiedner 

 

       A soft hum is always present on the ship NEPTUNE. It always seems to have a way of  reaching every 

corner of  the enormous ship. The artificial lights glare from above as this soft hum constantly reverberates 

through the stark white halls. At the end of  a long hall we hear a loud clattering of  dishes, along with indis-

tinct conversations carrying through a large cafeteria, bleeding into the hallway. At a small table off  to the 

side sits a small woman, no older than 20 years old. Her name is Hazel. 

Hazel sat at the table staring out the window, gazing at the stars and endless darkness. She was so lost 

in thought that she didn't hear the person come up behind her. 

“Excuse me.” 

She jumped in her chair and turned around, only to be greeted by a man similar to her age. She blinked, 

not prepared to interact with anyone just yet. “I uh… yes?” 

He straightened his posture and extended his hand. “My name is Ethan, I see you got accepted into the 

Stardew Academy Space Research Program as well,” he said, motioning towards the insignia of  the academy. 

She looked down at it and scratched her head. “Haha, yeah...” 

He took a seat, looking at her. “So, why are you sitting by yourself? The rest of  the interns are sitting 

next to each other,” he stated, turning his head towards the group of  students laughing and talking to one 

another. 

She turned her back to the window and continued to stare. “I’m not sure, I never got that close to anyone 

during the time we’ve been here...” 

Ethan opened his mouth, wanting to say something but decided that it was best to keep it to himself. A 

few moments of  awkward silence passed before an intercom could be heard, followed by a voice of  a soft 

spoken woman: “If  all students could please report back to the observatory hall.” She and the rest of  the 

students got up and made their way back towards the observatory. As she was about to walk through the 

door, someone bumped into her, causing her to fall to the floor. 

“Out of  the way, idiot!” 

Standing over Hazel was Veronica, one of  the “popular” girls. Hazel looked up at her, not saying a word. 

Veronica scoffed and kept walking, her friends following behind her. Ethan came to Hazel’s side and helped 

her up. 

“Are you okay?” 

She looked at Ethan and smiled softly. “I’m fine, thank you.” 

He extended his hand out towards the hallway, lowering his head slightly. “After you, madam.” 

She rolled her eyes and started to follow the other students, with Ethan right behind her. 

 

*** 

Hazel joined up with the rest of  students, who were in the middle of  listening to a space log. “...Planet 

Nebus is a cold and inhospitable place, incapable of  supporting any sort of  life…” She looked to her right to 

see a massive bright blue planet. It was bigger than any planet she has ever seen in her own solar system. 

“Man, imagine having that thing near home...” Ethan chimed in, breaking Hazel out of  her thoughts. 

“Yeah, it would be weird.” 

Join us as we travel the stars in the lone research ship, NEPTUNE, slowly orbiting the planet of   
Nebus. Our story follows a 20-year-old  research student named Hazel.  What will happen 
when a stray asteroid collides with her ship? 
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Just as the recording was about to continue, the intercom buzzed back on. “Attention students, a stray 

asteroid has broken free from Nebus orbit. Prepare for sudden impact!” The students grabbed onto to some-

thing near them, bracing for impact. A few seconds passed without anything, then a slight tremor shook the 

ship, “Asteroid crisis avoided, proceed with your lessons.” 

The lecture continued. Hazel looked out the window, expecting to see the stray asteroid slowly drift away 

from the ship. Once a couple seconds passed with no asteroid in sight, she turned to Ethan.  “Hey…. did you 

see the asteroid pass by?”  

He looked past her then back to her. “No, why?” 

Hazel looked back outside and back at Ethan. “Never mind…” She turned her attention back to the re-

cording, trying to push her worries out of  her head. 

Once the recording finished, she started to walk back to her sleeping quarters. She thought that she 

heard someone walking behind her, but when she spun around she didn’t see anyone there. Convincing her-

self  it was just her mind playing tricks on her, she faced forward again and continued to walk to her room. 

A couple of  seconds passed, and she started hearing footsteps again. She spun around, expecting some-

one to be there this time, but again there was no one. She began to back towards her room, facing down the 

hallway. A couple seconds passed, but still nothing happened. She stopped and took a more defensive posi-

tion. 

“Okay… I know someone’s there…” No response. “Show yourself… this isn’t funny!” Still no re-

sponse. She began to get chills down her back. She swallowed nervously, turned, and faced forward again. At 

that moment, she noticed that the light at the very end of  the hall was flickering. 

She froze in mid-step, staring at a tall figure that seemed to casually step out from under the flickering 

light, moving towards her. As he came closer she could see the smirk that was wrapped around his cigar, 

along with dark cold eyes that flashed blue before settling into pitch blackness. He wasn’t human, that was 

for sure, his skin a dark blue scattered with scars. A loud whistle left his thin lips, and out came more crea-

tures, seeming to fill the hallway.   

Finally he stopped, right in front of  her. He smiled down at her, showing off  his strange mouth; his teeth 

reminded her of  a shark’s, sharp and menacing. He leaned down and the scent of  cigar smoke flooded her 

nose. Frozen in shock, she stared right back at him. The creatures around him began to get restless, but one 

harsh glare over his shoulder and they cowered back silently. 

“I am Captain R’nn.  I apologize for my crew’s behavior; they are restless, and it’s been a while since 

we’ve had any ships as big as this one to plunder.” He had a deep-accented voice; some of  his words seemed 

to be growled, but she got the message. These were pirates, she knew that much. But what she didn’t know 

was if  she would make it out of  this alive. 

As if  reading her mind, he smirked and petted her head softly. “Do not worry, we will not kill you.  In 

fact, we need your help.” 

       Gasping softly, she stepped back, away from his touch. Gathering her courage, she stared back defiantly, 

but before she could open her mouth to respond he snatched her wrist, wrenching her violently down the 

hallway towards a closed door. Above the door a polished sign read “CONTROL ROOM EMPLOYEES ONLY.” He 

nudged her at the door, gesturing towards the keypad. Frowning, she stepped back, looking up at him. “I’m a 

student, not an employee.” Growling, he shook his head and slammed his fist onto the keypad. A soft DING 
came from the door as it opened. Chuckling, he threw her into the room, and his crew followed suit. They 

eyed her curiously, but none of  them dared to touch her for fear of  Captain R’nn’s wrath. Dusting herself  off, 

she made her way to the control panel as R’nn waited impatiently.  

        “I need you to set up the self-destruct sequence.” He nudged her hand towards the panel. Shaking her 

head rapidly she stepped back, and R’nn pushed her back towards the control pane. “Stupid girl! Do as you’re 

told or I’ll kill you and blow this ship up.”  

       She looked up at him, confused, and the tall creature rolled his eyes. “Why would I blow this ship up if   
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I was still on it? Now set the countdown up, and hurry – I don’t feel like dealing with more people than I 

have to.”  Nodding, thinking that at least they would be safe if  they were away from the Captain and his 

strange crew, she typed away on the panel until finally a loud alarm began to sound throughout the ship. 

R’nn’s smirk deepened, and she felt uneasy before she could say anything, however, there was a loud crack! 
–  and the world went black. 
 

*** 

TEN, the monotonous voice announced the countdown over the ship’s loudspeaker. NINE… Ethan looked 

up from his lab station, pulling his earbuds from his ears, waiting. EIGHT… a grunt of  confusion left his lips 

as he waited for the next pronouncement. SEVEN… he looked out the window from the lab and saw his fel-

low colleagues running down the hall. SIX… standing up from his seat he started for the door. FIVE… 

reaching for the door his hand gripped the keypad, punching in the first number. FOUR, cursing softly, he tried 

punching in the same password only for the keypad to beep angrily at him. THREE, frustrated to the point of  

tears, he slammed his fist against the keypad. TWO, falling to his knees, accepting the fact that whatever is 

going to happen, will happen, the voice reached one. ONE… he waited for the pain but it never came; all he 

felt was the ventilation fan blowing softly from the corner of  the room. 

Standing up slowly, wiping the tears from his face, he looked around. He was still alive! He couldn’t be-

lieve it! Looking around warily he started for the door once again. With a huff  of  determination, he punched 

in the code and the door opened with a soft DING. Chuckling in relief, he set out down the hall. Looking into 

the windows as he passed, he found that there was no one around. Frowning to himself, he made his way to-

wards the observatory; there were always people in there no matter what time of  day. As he made his way 

towards the observatory he noticed that there were still no crew members or students in the hallways. Did 

they really all leave that quickly? 

He heard a loud thud over to his right, which made him freeze in mid-step. He turned on his heel and 

jogged towards the noise. Stopping in front of  a door another thud was heard. Placing his ear against the 

door, he waited for another noise. Shuffling accompanied with a grunt caused him to reel back just as the 

door slid open. Looking up at the figure that loomed in the doorway his blood ran cold.  Stepping back away 

from the doorframe he was snatched by the collar of  his uniform and dragged into the closet, thrown inside 

with many other members of  the ship. The creature snarled and made it clear that they were not to move 

from this closet or they’d be exterminated where they stood. 

Captain R’nn had ordered his crew to place Hazel in their ship while he and the rest of  his crew stalked 

around the larger ship, stealing valuables, going through each of  the rooms grabbing everything and any-

thing they could get their hands on. 

“I expect everyone to come back with arms full, and if  I see anything less… well then, just don’t come 

back.” 

He snarled as he eyed his crew members scrambling back and forth. Walking through the ship, he came 

along the Captain’s personal room. He slammed his fist against the keypad and the door opened with a soft 

whoosh. Stepping into the room he smirked as his eyes caught the soft gleam of  an expensive-looking watch, 

along with other interesting-looking trinkets. He pocketed the watch, ignoring the other knick-knacks that 

adorned the shelves and bookcases. Finally he stopped in front of  a picture frame of  a man along with a 

woman beaming down at a small bundle. Upon closer inspection his nose  wrinkled at the baby wrapped up 

by the man and woman’s arms. Slamming the photo face down he stalked out of  the room.   

        He stopped as he saw one of  his own crew members throw a boy into a small closet. “I believe I told 

you all survivors should be put aboard my ship, Edg.” The captain snarled at the smaller creature. Stalking 

closer to the fear-stricken beast he snatched him by the collar, dragging him down the hall towards the oth-

ers. They all stopped and stood at attention in preparation for what was to happen next. “What happens to 

those who do not follow the rules boys?” All members at once, in perfect synch, gave the reply: DEATH. 
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Pulling out his gun, he aimed it towards the creature and shot him where he stood. After all that was said 

and done the crew got back to work without a second glance. Wiping the blue blood off  his face he set off  

down the hall, humming a dark tune as he went. 

The room was dimly lit and filled with small foreign objects, and odd paintings adorned the walls. Placed 

on the bed Hazel sat, beginning to awaken. The bed she lay upon was enormous and unexpectedly soft. The 

familiar smell of  cigar smoke and the faint smell of  a laundry detergent clung to the blankets.  Shuffling 

around the bed she looked around the room, spotting unfamiliar trinkets. She sat up slowly, mindful of  the 

dull ache in the back of  her head, scanning the rows of  shelves and books around the room, when she spot-

ted the large door. She scrambled over to the door, tripping over her own feet; her dainty hand tugged hard 

on the door, trying to get it to open, only to find it locked. Huffing in frustration she banged on the door again 

and again. 

After what felt like hours of  banging and screaming at the door, it suddenly opened with a harsh 

whoosh. Stepping back away from the door the tall figure of  the infamous Captain stared down at her, an evil 

glint in his eye. “You keep that banging up I’ll chop your arms off.” He threatened with a sly smirk. Growling, 

she straightened her posture, puffing out her chest in an effort to make it seem like she wasn’t scared out of  

her mind. 

“Then I’ll just kick the door.” She retorted. Chuckling softly, he shook his head, walking past her to sit 

upon the bed. He opened his strange mouth to speak when a loud bang interrupted him, and the ship 

swayed, causing both of  them to fall onto the ground. Growling, R’nn stood up and stalked out of  the room, 

leaving the door wide open. Timidly Hazel stuck her head out of  the doorway and looked down the hall. The 

pirates ran around in chaos, wielding weapons and odd looking tools.  She snuck out down the hall, and the 

pirates seemed too occupied to notice her sneaking away. She soon found herself  in front of  a huge window, 

looking out onto the galaxy. 

She could see her ship, Neptune, idling nearby, shooting at the larger ship that she was currently in. Its 

blast hit the ship, close to her position, and she flew back from the window. She stood up, dazed and disori-

ented, trying to make her way out of  the large room. The Neptune’s attack came faster now, blast after blast 

hitting the ship, throwing her around like a rag doll.  Finally, she made her way to an open escape pod, and 

throwing herself  in she buckled up and started the engine. She pushed the eject button and the pod launched 

out into space, away from the two battling ships. Lazily despite its speed, the pod seemed to float through 

the empty space until it stopped, a safe distance away from the battle that raged on. 

Unbuckling her seat-straps and rising slowly from the hard seat she made her way to the panel, hoping 

for some sort of  communication device. Spotting a familiar-looking apparatus she let out a noise of  accom-

plishment, turned it on and sent her SOS to Neptune, hoping someone there would answer her. After a few 

moments a familiar voice yelled through the small pod. “Hazel is that you? It’s Ethan – don’t worry, we’re 

coming to get you!” Sighing in relief, she sat back down and watched as the pirates’ ship blew up into mil-

lions of  pieces, each drifting away along with the fear she held within her chest. She smiled as she saw a 

rescue pod making its way towards her. Sitting back, she looked out towards the window and watched the 

lone pod sail across the stars.   (Fin.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Makayla Carter 
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    Isla,  

       Pages: 15 - 16  

Cassidy Barnes 
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Isla 

 

Nicholas Ross Mitchell 

 

      I gazed up at the night sky to see the moon illuminating the darkness and the countless stars twinkling 

and glowing. Small waves calmly run up against the shore then recede back. I hear the palm trees blowing 

and shaking against the steady but tranquil wind. It’s warmer at night than I am used to; it feels good. I con-

tinue to lay down in my makeshift tent of  sticks and palm trees, a shelter that I labored on for hours. The 

calm and serene night upon this shore makes me forget for a second the predicament that I am in. 

It's been weeks, possibly a month since the day that a storm brought down the plane that I was on, 

bound for Paris, into the raging ocean. I don’t remember specifically how I got out of  the plane or why I was 

the only one who survived. All I remember is that I swam to where I saw trees. As I was frantically running 

up on shore, the waves bashing against me made me stumble and fall right into the sand. I regained my foot-

ing and crawled away from the tides then just lay on the white sand, trying to calm myself  down, thinking 

about what has just happened. Exhaustion and fatigue got the best of  me; I tried my best to fight it and stay 

awake, but it was no use. 

When I woke up I noticed that the sun was lower than when I first got to the island; I must have been out 

of  it for a while. I stood up, feeling a little chilly wearing what was left of  my wet and ragged business suit. 

Too bad – I just bought this suit, and I spent a fortune on it. As I take off  the jacket and tie that was stran-

gling me, it all started to hit me at once. Me, the leader and founder of  my own hiking gear business, now 

marooned on this island with no way out. I thought about all that I had sacrificed: my money, my life savings, 

and all those sleepless nights building this company up from the ground. But, most importantly, I thought 

about all that time that I could have spent with my family and children. I rarely get to see them; in fact, I 

don’t even live anywhere near them. All the chances that I could have used to spend more time with them, I 

instead wasted on a company that is losing business to the heavy competition. And now that I’m trapped in 

this island prison, I will never get a chance to be with my family again. All of  the shock made me once again 

collapse on the coarse white sand and burst into tears. 

“No,” I thought to myself, “I can’t give up now, I will not die on this island, I will make it out.” Thinking 

about that made me stand up. “I will be with my family  again, I can make things right, I will survive!” I 
wiped away my tears and calmed myself  down and thought about all of  my hiking and survival skills and 

what I needed to do. I need to find a way to signal for help; eventually they’ll have to know that something 

happened to the plane. They’ll have to send out ships, planes and helicopters to search for the missing airlin-

er. But until they come, I need to somehow find food and drinkable water on this island. Also, I need to build 

a shelter and a fire to protect me and keep me comfortable. I need to find sturdy wood for a shelter and com-

bustible materials for a fire. In other words, I need to search this island from top to bottom. 

The hours fly on by, and I have managed to build a good and sturdy shelter out of  palm branches and 

sturdy sticks. I’ve also saved some of  the drier sticks and dead plant material to start a fire. I guess it took 

about an hour of  strain and effort to create an ember, and by the time that ember was lit my arms felt like 

they were the ones on fire. Yet when I got the fire going, I couldn’t hold back my excitement. I remember 

even celebrating and dancing around it like I was having some sort of  ceremony over the warmth of  the fire. 

That little ember sparked hope inside me. 

As the days passed on by, I had developed a good survival routine.  I eventually built an “S.O.S” out of  

logs I found on the island. With time and plenty of  failure, I was able to find and catch a good amount of  fish  

We follow the story of  a CEO and Founder of  his own hiking company, marooned on a lonely 
island after a plane crash. Will he get out? Will he remain stuck? Find out in “Isla”!    
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to cook using sharpened sticks. As for water, I found some fresh coconuts that had fallen off  the towering 

palm trees. I checked them to see if  they were still ripe, and sure enough, they were. Unfortunately, I did not 

have a knife, so I had to take one of  my sharp sticks and attempt to break it open. I kept carving and carv-

ing, almost sure that I had reached the inside, but nothing was coming out. Frustration was getting the better 

of  me as I continued to carve. Finally, I was starting to cut out the hole, but then the stick slipped and gashed 

my hand at the juncture between my thumb and my left hand. I shouted in pain and surprise, then checked 

the wound. The cut didn’t seem too major, though it was bleeding out. I immediately ripped a good amount 

of  my shirt and wrapped it around my wound. This is exactly what I did not want to happen! I had no safe 

way to clean off  the wound, and if  no rescue and medical attention came soon, this cut could be the death of  

me. 

Back to the calm and tranquil night with the stars and moon shining, I lay in my makeshift tent. I was 

able to stop the bleeding on my left hand, but part of  my shirt was stained and ruined with blood. I kept the 

wound wrapped around the part of  my shirt that I had ripped off. As I lay there, I turned around and talked 

to the coconuts that I carved into my wife and two boys. I talked with them for a good while, referring back 

to all of  the good times we had together with camping and road trips. Then, I asked them how things were 

going since I was gone handing the business. I waited for a response, but they never talked. All they did was 

stare at me. With that, I truly understood my situation: I’m never going to see them again; I’m never getting 

off  this island. All this work that I put in to survive was worthless. I kept thinking of  the plane that I saw fly 

by me the day when I cut myself. I tried my best to draw attention to myself  despite the pain I was feeling 

with my hand. I rushed to build up the fire and get some more smoke. However, it seemed that the plane did-

n’t make any change in path; it just kept right on going. I thought that the fire and the S.O.S signal would 

draw his attention, but I don’t think that he ever saw me. With that thought ringing in my mind, I just fell 

back in my tent and fell asleep, wishing for it to all be over soon. 

The next morning, I woke up and saw something heading in my direction. Still half  asleep, I could barely 

tell what it was. Could it just be a part of  the plane washing up on the shore? I thought to myself. No, it’s 

moving too fast, what could it be? As I kept looking, I saw what looked like people on the boat. It looked like 

they were dressed in military clothing. Who are these people? When they drove on to the shore, they got off  

the boat and ran straight into my direction. For some reason, fear just made me stay on the ground. I should 

have known that they came to rescue me, but I didn’t think that at the time. I could hear them asking me 

questions, but for some reason, I just couldn’t respond. Eventually, they gave up on reasoning with me and 

took me on their boat. In my mind, I wanted to struggle, but I was so tired and weak that I just couldn’t do 

anything. They gently laid me down on the back of  the boat then took the time to calm me down. 

I finally realized that I was being rescued. All of  the shock from the ordeal that I went through and the 

amazement of  my rescue kept me silent. As they were checking me out, they noticed the bloody part of  the 

shirt on my hand and took it off  and noticed that the cut was already showing signs of  an infection. I thought 

I heard one of  them say that this needs medical attention immediately. One of  them grabbed first aid kit 

and dressed up my wound and reassured me that I will be okay and that I will be taken care of  on their ship. 

Soon, they wrapped a blanket around me and told me to just relax. I couldn’t help but take one last look at 

the island. It’s over, that island is no longer my prison. Then, I once again though of  my family. I had a new 

sense of  urgency to embrace them and tell them I love them and will never leave them again. As I lay down, 

I wondered whether they felt the same way about me. 

   

                                                                             (Fin.)  
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Missing? 

 

By: Heather Kimmey 

 

It was a humid, yet cool Sunday May afternoon in New Bern, North Carolina. I sat on a bench at the pond 

that rested near the entrance of  my apartment complex. The sun shone brightly down, and I began to sweat 

as if  I’d just finished running a marathon. With the bottom of  my tank top I wiped the beads of  sweat trick-

ling down my forehead then sat there, lost in thought.  I was soon snapped back into the present by the 

buzzing of  my phone, a reminder that it was time to start making my way back home.  

I fiddle with the key to my apartment and, once in the lock, I finally hear the door click open. I am 

greeted by the refreshing breeze of  the air conditioning and my toy poodle Spike. He’s old, but never shows 

it. I slowly but surely climb the stairs to my room, and once I reach my room I immediately fall onto my bed 

with a sigh of  comfort. My phone buzzes and I know who it is: it’s Patricia.  

“Are you ok?” reads the text. 

“Yeah, I’m fine I just got home from sitting by the pond. Can’t believe it’s extremely hot outside for 
May.” I type back. I hear my phone ping again.  

“I know right, anyways, I wanted to know what were your plans for today?” she texted me. 

“Nothing much. Just sitting in my room with the cold air listening to music. Why? Did you want to hang 
out?”  

An hour passed by with no reply. I soon start to get the rest of  my homework done, which is due before 

I walk into my first period tomorrow morning. I look at the clock and realize that several hours have passed 

by since I started finishing my work; the time was 5:30 p.m. I smell what my mother’s making for dinner and 

decide that this is my cue to take a break, so I pull myself  off  of  my bed and make my way downstairs.  My 

dad is sitting on the sofa, his tablet in his hand, scrolling through a social media news feed. I make small 

talk with my dad for a little while and then head back upstairs to finish up the rest of  my assignments be-

fore dinner is ready.  

I wake up at 7 a.m. to the blaring of  my alarm. “Ugh, it’s Monday,” I say to myself. As I get up I take a 

glance at myself  in my vanity mirror. I put on my dark holy jeans with my long-sleeved, black, “Simply 

Southern” shirt, along with my black-and-white low-top old school Vans. I make my way to my bathroom, 

where I put on some eyeliner and mascara, my everyday makeup. I part my medium-length dark brunette 

hair with dirty blonde highlights using a ponytail holder, then make my way downstairs to make my lunch. I 

grab my keys and head to “Big Blue,” my 2005 KIA Spectra whose dark blue paint job is just starting to fade. 

I unlock Big Blue and climb in behind the wheel. I text Patricia to see if  she needs a ride to school, and she 

soon sends a reply of  “Yeah, thanks.”  

       I turn the key in the ignition and make my start to Patricia’s house. It is a humid, muggy morning, so I 

decide to roll my windows down and crank up my radio. I scroll through the stations until I find my favorite 

rock station. Ah, “She’s Outta Her Mind” by Blink-182 is playing, my favorite song by them. I rock out as I 

drive down the interstate to go pick up Patricia. I reach her house and pull up into the driveway. I text her, 

letting her know that I am outside waiting. Her front door opens and she appears. She’s wearing a gray 

sweatshirt with black jeans, and a pair of  all-black low top Converse. She has her burgundy hair pulled back 

in a ponytail.  She makes her way to Big Blue; I unlock her side, and she gets in. I back out of  the driveway 

and make my way back onto the interstate. Soon we pull up into the parking lot of  our high school. We both  

After a teacher goes missing, we join two students on a mission to find her. Will they locate her in 

time? Or will their missing persons case turn into a murder scene? Join us in “Missing.” 
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get out and I lock Big Blue, telling her that I’ll be back at the end of  the day.  

Walking through the double doors and heading down the hallway, we notice everyone whispering to each 

other. I shoot a look full of  concern and awkwardness to Patricia and she returns the same. We get to our 

lockers, which just so happen to be right next to each other.  

“I wonder what everyone is whispering about?” I say to Patricia. 

“I think I heard someone say that Ms. Livinson has disappeared without a trace,” She says to me.  

“I hope it isn’t true.  Who would start such a horrible rumor?” I say back.  

“I don’t know, but let’s just get to class – the bell’s about to ring.” She says. 

We part ways from our lockers and I make my way to my first period class, Algebra II with Mr. Grayson. I 

take my seat in the back of  the room against the wall. He shuts the door just as the bell rings, then quiets 

everyone and shows the announcements. I sit at my desk, doodling away in my notebook, thinking about an-

ything but math until I’m snapped back into reality by Mr. Grayson telling us that he has received a frighten-

ing email from our school principal.  

“Class….”. Mr. Grayson starts off. “Mrs. Servin just emailed me with some very disturbing news.” “The 

rumors that have been floating around school are true: Ms. Livinson has indeed disappeared.”  

I sit here feeling my heart sinking like the Titanic. Ms. Livinson was our only French teacher, not to men-

tion me and Patricia’s favorite teacher. We had her class last year for third period, which is how I met Patri-

cia. I look at the clock on the wall: only 5 minutes of  class left, so I begin to pack up. The bell rings to go to 

this year’s third period, which is history class. I put my math stuff  in my locker and grab my history book. 

Just as I close my locker, I turn my head up to see Patricia standing there. The look on her face reflected how 

I felt.  

“I can’t believe she’s gone…” Patricia says to me. 

“I know, but without a trace? That sounds really suspicious to me,” I reply.  

Realizing that there was only a minute until the late bell rings, Patricia and I part ways until lunch. A 

class, lunch, and two other classes later the bell to go home finally rings. I got what I needed out of  my lock-

er and took my key out of  my book bag and walked my way to Big Blue. Just as I get to Big Blue I see Patricia 

leaning up against her, waiting for me to unlock the car. We both get into Big Blue and I sit behind the wheel, 

completely hesitant, lost in my thoughts regarding what could have happened to Ms. Livinson.  

“What’s wrong Hay?” Patricia asks me, a hint of  worry in her tone.  

I snap out of  it and put the key into the ignition. “Nothing, I’m fine.” I pull out of  the parking lot and 

head down the interstate to take Patricia home. The whole car ride home is filled with the sound of  air whip-

ping by and the radio playing rock songs. No conversation between me and Patricia. I pull up in her driveway 

and she hops out, thanking me for giving her a ride home.  “No problem,” I say, making sure she gets in ok 

before making my way back to the interstate and on towards home. As I unlock my apartment door and I am 

greeted by Spike and my mom.  

“How was your day?” My mother asks me.  

“Fine, I guess,” I lie to her.  

“Anything happen today?” She asks me, with a tone that sounds as if  she already knows.  

“My Algebra II teacher told us that my French teacher disappeared,” I say.  

“I know, the school called,” She says, a hint of  distress in her tone.  

I end the conversation by taking me and my book bag upstairs. I grab my MacBook and sit crossed-

legged on my bed. I then deicide to do a little investigating of  my own on Ms. Livinson’s disappearance. I log 

into my Facebook account and try to see if  she has a page; sure enough, she does. I click on it and find out 

that she’s in a relationship with some guy. He looks really sketchy to me, so I try to find his name and other 

personal information about him on her page, but no luck. I look through her friends and discover that she has 

a twenty-three-year-old daughter named Anna. I contact her, asking to meet up at the Starbuck’s just across 

the road from my apartment complex, and later that day she accepts my request.   
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The next day after school, I meet Anna. She’s about my height, with medium blonde hair. We order our 

coffee then sit down.  

“So do you know the last time you talked to or saw your mom?” I ask Anna, in hopes of  getting some 

sort of  useful information.  

“The last time I talked to her was a day before she went missing, and the last time I saw her was a 

week before,” Anna tells me, a bit of  sadness in her voice.  

“Tell me, was there anything off  about her before she disappeared?” 

“Not that I could tell, but she has been seeing this guy that none of  our family members really like.”  

“Can I get his name, just as a contact?” I ask Anna; she gives me his name and number.  After speaking 

for a while longer we both exchange numbers in case she has any other information, and then we part ways.  

I decide to hit up Patricia and get a bite to eat before going back home. I text her, telling her that I met 

up with Ms. Livinson’s daughter and got some information, but not much. She texts back, telling me that get-

ting information from her daughter was a start, but I need to dig deeper. I get my food and head back home.  

I get to my room and try to find more information on my teacher’s disappearance. Not much luck, so I try 

to find something on her boyfriend, but I still can’t find anything until finally I do a public background check 

on him and discover his whole name, address, age, and criminal public record. His name is Jeremey Hinston, 

age 35, and he has been arrested for aggravated assault once; but he only spent two years in prison as it 

was his first offense.  

It’s 2:30 a.m., and I am awakened by the buzzing of  my phone beside me. I look at the caller ID and see 

that it’s Anna.  

“Hello?” I say sleepily.  

“Hey Haydyn, it’s Anna. I found something interesting about Jeremey.” She tells me, a small hint of  ex-

citement nearly lost in her voice.  

“Ok, spill it,” I tell her.  

“Ok. I found out that he has been planning to take my mother on a trip,” Anna tells me.  

“Thanks for the information, but do you know where he was planning on taking her?” I ask her.  

“Unfortunately no, I don’t, but if  I hear or see anything else about it I’ll surely give you a holler,” Anna 

replies back.  

Hours later, at the end of  the school day, Patricia and I decide to sleuth around Ms. Livinson’s house. We 

park just a little ways down the street; Patricia had the bright idea to borrow her step-dad’s binoculars, and 

looking through them she tells me that the shades are drawn closed in what seems to be the living room 

window. None of  the rooms upstairs have any lights on, and there is no sign of  movement. I decide to get out 

of  the car and sneak around to the back door of  the house. 

“Haydyn, are you crazy!?” Patricia whisper-yells at me.  

“No, but I do want to solve this mystery,” I whisper back sharply. 

“So trying to find our teacher is worth going to jail over?” she whispers back.  

“I never said that, but shut up and let’s sneak around back,” I say.  

Patricia and I walk quickly and quietly around to the back door of  the house. There’s a deck that has 

some nice patio furniture on it, and not too many stairs. We climb these quietly, ducking down beneath a win-

dow. Patricia peaks her head up above the window pane and looks inside.  

“Anything?” I whisper, slumped down under the window beside her. 

“There’s someone in here but it’s not Anna or Ms. Livinson. It must be Jeremey,” Patricia says to me in a 

hushed tone, barely peeking over the window sill to look inside. 

“We need to leave NOW! He’s walking this way!” Patricia says, jerking my arm. We both run down the 

stairs to the deck, hop over the fence and run around to the front. We run down the driveway and just as we 

are about to reach Big Blue we hear a loud slam, the sound of  a door closing. My guess is it’s the back door. 

Finally we make it to Big Blue, both trying to catch our breath from running. I turn over the engine and me 

and Patricia get the hell out of  there as fast as possible.  
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It’s Friday so my mom lets Patricia stay the night. She and I climb the stairs to my room. I sit on my bed 

while Patricia sits in my aqua-blue fuzzy saucer chair. We talk about how we need more evidence in order to 

make Jeremey a suspect, or at least gather up more leads relating to the disappearance. I tell Patricia that 

Anna told me that he was planning on taking her on some sort of  vacation, although she doesn’t know where 

to.  

“Anna’s told me that Jeremey is a sketchy character, that everyone in her family gets a bad vibe from 

him.” I say to Patricia.  

“Well, shouldn’t we keep an eye on him and follow him tomorrow?” She says back to me.  

“We would have to lay really low so he doesn’t get suspicious of  my shimmery dark-blue faded car fol-

lowing him all day,” I say in a soft but sarcastic tone.  

Me and Patricia decide to go stake out Ms. Livinson’s house tonight. We get two book bags and put what 

we need in them, then dress ourselves in dark clothing so that we won’t be so visible. We go downstairs, grab 

some leftover pizza then head out, taking Big Blue out of  my neighborhood to the interstate and on to Ms. 

Livinson’s house. We pull up to the house and see that there are no cars in the driveway; Jeremey must work 

night shift or something, I think to myself. I park in the shadows, making sure that my blue car isn’t illumi-

nated beneath a street lamp. Patricia hops out of  the car first; she starts hunkering down then fast walking, 

and I follow after her. We reach a window and try to see if  there are any window alarms. We find none. We 

check to see if  it is unlocked, but the window won’t budge. We open the fence and walk through to the deck, 

then up the stairs of  the deck to the mat in front of  the back door. Patricia and I looked at each other. We 

hadn’t seen this mat when we were here before.  

We check the mat out and to our amazement there is a key underneath the mat. Hmmm... I wonder why 
he left a key under the mat? I think to myself. Well, we try the key to see if  it opens up the backdoor, which 

to our surprise it does.  

We close the door gently and tiptoe inside. We hear movement, but it’s only the dog. Ms. Livinson’s dog is 

about the same size as mine, although it’s not the same breed. Patricia and I look around in the kitchen, then 

decide to look around the living room. In both rooms we find nothing. We go upstairs in search of  the bed-

room. Once we find it we start going through stuff, until under some old shoe boxes in the master bedroom 

closet Patricia finds something shocking.   

“Umm… Haydyn…” Patricia calls me with horror in her voice.  

“What is it!?” I say in annoyance.  Turning to face her, I see what she’s holding: a one-gallon Ziploc bag, 

inside of  which is a hammer covered in blood.     

“Oh…My…Gosh, what do we do with it?” Patricia says.  

“Okay, take a picture of  it then put it back where you found it!” I tell Patricia.  

We fix up the room, making sure it looks as if  no one has touched a thing. We go on to search the next 

bedroom, but find nothing but blank grey walls and moving boxes scattered around the room. Patricia and I 

check to see if  there is anything in the boxes; some are all taped up, and others aren’t, but there is nothing 

alarming in any of  the boxes. We check the bathrooms but don’t find anything else. We make our way down-

stairs and are entering the kitchen when we hear a car pull up in the driveway. It must be Jeremey. I take Pa-

tricia by the arm and we run through the kitchen and out the back door and on down the steps, first making 

sure that the back door is locked in order to make it seem that the house hasn’t been disturbed.  Then we’re 

out of  the gate, shutting it behind us, and running down the side of  the house. We both reach Big Blue and 

breathe a sigh of  relief  that we didn’t get caught.  

We tipped off  the police about the evidence we found, and it was enough to get Jeremey arrested for the 

disappearance of  Ms. Christy Livinston and placed in police custody. Seeing an opportnity, Patricia and I then 

confronted Jeremey at the local county jail, on the only day he was allowed visitors, and had a little inter-

view with him. In response to our questions he swore that the hammer wasn’t his, that he’d never seen it be-

fore in his life, and that he’d never made any plans for taking Ms. Livinson on a vacation. And here was the 

trouble: there was something genuine about the way he said all of  this.  We believed him.  
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After the interview with Jeremey was done, Patricia and I decided to go grab a bite to eat.   

“What other people besides Jeremey strike you suspicious, Patricia?” I ask her, sipping my drink as we 

sit at a table inside our local Cook Out restaurant.  

“Well… wait, didn’t you talk to Anna and isn’t that where you heard that he made plans to take her on 

that non-existent vacation?” Patricia says to me before putting a French fry into her mouth.  

“Yeah! I did! So maybe Anna has more information than we thought,” I say to Patricia before taking an-

other sip of  my drink.  

“Maybe we should do another undercover night sleuth, this time on Anna?” Patricia say’s in between 

chews.  

“Doesn’t sound like a bad idea to me.” I say.  

 

 Patricia and I did some digging and got Anna’s home address, then later that night we pull up to her 

house.  To our surprise she was outside, taking some clothes to her trash can. By the looks of  the clothes the 

size of  them would be way too big for her to wear. Anna is maybe 5’7 and I want to guess around 108 

pounds. So whose clothes is she throwing away? After Anna goes back inside, Patricia and I climb out of  the 

car as quickly and as quietly as possible, creeping toward the trash can. 

“Find the clothes in the trash can and I’ll stake out the kitchen window, and if  you find anything alarming 

or anything weird take a picture for evidence!” I tell Patricia.  

I hunch down and crab walk my way to the kitchen window, making sure that I won’t be seen. I see Anna, 

who seems to be scrubbing something red-stained and cloth-like in her sink. The window is slightly open and 

a metallic and lemony scent hits my nose. I think to myself: “Could she be trying to scrub blood out of  anoth-

er shirt?” I see Anna start to go for the handle to her back porch, so I signal Patricia and we both run like 

bats out of  hell to the car.  

“I found a Ziploc bag with clothes that were blood-stained.  It looked like someone had attempted to re-

move the blood!” Patricia tells me as we drive home, a hint of  panic in her voice.  

“Did you get pictures and what size they were?” I ask her, keeping my eyes on the road.  

“Yeah, the shirt was a size XL and the pants where a size 12.” She tells me as she studies the pictures.  

 

Later Patricia and I are watching the news and reviewing the pictures of  the blood stained clothes, when 

all the sudden a breaking news alert blares over the television. They found a dead female body in the canal 

last night and it was identified by the medical examiner to be Ms. Livinson. I sat there frozen in absolute dis-

gust and sadness, while Patricia sat in the same stance as me. We slowly turned to look at each other, pure 

shock written all over our faces. I turn the television off  and sit back on the sofa.  

“I can’t believe she’s dead…” I say, soft and sad. 

“Me too, why would someone want to kill her?” Patricia says, full of  anger and hurt. 

“We have to do something.” 

 

Thanks to our help in providing evidence of  Anna’s involvement in her mother’s disappearance, Patricia 

and I are told by the judge that we are both allowed to be at the court hearing and question Anna, who they 

are putting on the stand.  The hearing begins, and the judge asks me and Patricia to approach the bench and 

begin asking our questions.  

“Anna, would you care to explain this picture?” I ask, pointing to the enlarged picture of  the blood 

stained clothes.  

“I spilled one of  those Mio squirtable sports drinks on my clothes,” Anna states.  

“But the clothes are too big for someone with a tiny frame, such as yourself. The shirt was found to be an 

XL and as for the pants, they were a size 12.  What’s more, sports drinks aren’t that dark red in color nor do 

they have a metallic smell, like, lets say… BLOOD!” Patricia suddenly throws the pictures at Anna. Anna sits 

there with fear in her eyes, staring at the pictures of  her mother’s blood-stained clothes, sweat starting to  
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bead on her forehead.  

“Okay, I did it, I killed my mother! She chose her piece of  trash boyfriend over her own daughter! IF IT 
WASN’T FOR HIM I WOULDN’T HAVE DONE IT!” Anna screams. 

As she is taken away in custody by an officer the judge bangs her gavel down, saying Jeremey is free to 

go and all charges will be dropped. The mystery is solved.  Patricia and I high-five each other and hug, know-

ing we brought justice forward for Ms. Livinston.  

 

 

                                                                             (Fin.)  

Makayla Carter 
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Abusive relationship, controlling boyfriend. Trichelle wants nothing more than to be rid of  her troublesome 
boyfriend Joseph, her classmate Natalie being her best friend and supporter.  Will Trich be able to get out of  
this dangerous situation? Join us for “Trichelle.”  

 

 

For Trichelle 

 

By: Markita Shaw 

 

We pulled up to the school and I turned the engine off. We sat in silence for a little while before he start-

ed to speak. I took a deep breath and prepared for the argument that was about to begin.  

“Why is it that every time I see you you’re smiling in some other guy’s face?”  

“What guys, Joseph?” 

“Those guys – Tyron and Deon, don’t bullshit me Trichelle.” 

Staring at the steering wheel I quietly told him that they were just my friends, nothing more and noth-

ing less. I knew that he didn’t believe me when I told him that. He continued to speak, but I was too far gone 

in my own thoughts to hear him. He always did feel obligated to have the final word. 

I suddenly snapped back into reality when he grabbed me by my face with force, making me look him in 

the eyes. I didn’t struggle or try to pull away from him.  

“Did you hear what I said to you, T?” 

“Yes Joseph. Can you let me go now please?” 

These arguments always repeat themselves, I see them coming from a mile away, yet I allow myself  to 
be drawn in. Easing his grip, he slid his hand down to my throat, resting it there. I stared at him for just a 

moment, looking him deep in the eyes, realizing that the guy I once knew is long, long gone. I felt trapped in 

my own emotions and his reality. What happened to the passionate, caring, and confident  Joseph that I used 

to know? It’s like someone or something has taken over his body. He’s insecure, unhappy, and abusive men-

tally and physically. We used to go on cute little dates all the time, yet lately all we do is sit around and ar-

gue. He used to admire the clothes I wore, the ones that complimented my body, and now all he thinks is that 

I’m trying to impress someone else. He used to be my number one fan, encouraging me to do great and look 

my best at all times, but it’s all changed. All he does now is shoot my confidence down so that I don’t even 

worry about looking nice anymore. I don’t wear makeup, and I barely even do my hair anymore.  

We got out of  the car and started walking towards the door. 

“Before we go inside you need to zip your jacket up T, I don’t need nobody lookin’ at you.” 

“You act like I’ve never worn a crop top before. I’m 21 and I think I’m obligated to wear what I want.” I 

said as I walked in front of  him. 

He grabbed me by the back of  my neck really tight and spun me around. “I said zip the damn jacket up, 

T. Why you always gotta talk back?” 

I pushed him off  of  me and walked towards the door while zipping up my jacket. I swear I can’t stand 
him anymore, I gotta get away from him.  

I walked into my class, where my friend Natalie had already saved me a seat, right next to her in the 

same old row as usual.  

Natalie basically saved my life the first time we met.  

I was looking for my homeroom class and I guess people could tell I was lost because a guy walked up 
to me, he was really tall and had some muscle to him and gorgeous hazel eyes, and his dreads hung down 
past his shoulders.  

“What you looking for, ma?” He said with a smile. His teeth were pearly white and straight as ever. 
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“I’m looking for my homeroom class, but I’m completely lost.” 
“Oh I can take you there. It’s back this way.” 

He put his hand on my shoulder and led the way. I felt a tug on my hand and a loud powerful voice said 
“nah, I got her.” I turned around to see who it was. She had light brown hair that stopped at her shoulders, 
her skin was like mocha, she was average height; about 5’5 and around 130 pounds.  

“I’ll take her to her homeroom, Vonte,” she said, looking him up and down.  
“Damn Nat why you always gotta ruin everything for me?” 

I just stood there wondering what he meant by “ruin everything for me.” 

“You ain’t slick Vonte, and I know you better than anyone, you trying to get her caught up and I’m not 
gonna let that happen.” 

“Man, whatever Nat.” He said as he waved her off  and walked away. 
She watched him walk back to the rest of  his friends and then she turned back to me. “Let me see your 

schedule hun.” 

I handed it to her and she skimmed it over. “We have the same classes, girl! You can sit next to me. I’m 
Natalie by the way.” 

“I’m Trichelle, people call me T.” 

“I’ll call you Trich, it sounds prettier.” She said with a big smile on her face. 
She took me by the arm and led the way to class. I broke the silence and asked her who Vonte was. 
“Girl, you gotta stay away from him. I know he looks sweet and innocent, but that’s just how he reels 

you in. Almost every female on this campus has been in that boy’s bed and I didn’t want you to be his next 
victim; you look like a really nice girl.” Right then and there I knew we were going to be really close. 

“Hey girl.” 

“Hey.” I said in a bland kind of  voice. 

“What’s the matter, Trich?” 

“I’m just tired. I need to get away from Joseph as soon as possible.” 

“Girl, I been telling you for the longest time that you need to get yourself  out if  that situation.” 

“I know, I know. I’m gonna tell him tonight that it’s over.” 

“You know he’s not gonna take that well T, and you know how he can get.” 

“I don’t care how mad he gets. I’m tired of  him, and I’m leaving.” 

After a while the bell rang and me and Nat headed out the door together. We went through the rest of  

our classes, and the day seemed to fly by. It was six in the evening before I knew it. I was heading to my car 

and Joseph was already there, sitting on the hood, staring into his phone. I felt my heart drop into my stom-

ach and my palms grew extremely sweaty. I went and sat next to him.  There was silence for a while before I 

broke it. 

“I need to talk to you, Joseph.”  

“Wassup T.” He said without even looking up at me. 

“I don’t think we should do this anymore. You’ve become another person that I don’t know or like and I 

can’t take it anymore.”  

He started laughing with this devious laugh, and then he looked at me and said, “I’ve been messing with 

Natalie anyway. Why you think she kept telling you to leave me.” 

I just stood there and I could feel my eyes starting to well.  

“You’re so blind, T.” He said with a little giggle.  

I didn’t believe him, I couldn’t, there was no way that my best friend was messing around with my boy-

friend. The same girl that wanted me to leave him so bad. They never showed any signs that they were mess-

ing around. I took my phone out of  my pocket and went to dial Natalie’s number. 

“Hi Trichelle.” I turned around and it was Natalie. She walked past  
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me, looking me up and down from head to toe as she approached Joseph. She kissed him sloppily on the 

mouth, then looked me dead in the face.  

“You’re both sick and disgusting. Why have me looking so stupid for so long when you could’ve just had 

each other in the beginning and left me the hell out of  it?” 

I got no response. I didn’t even want answers, really. I got in my car and turned the engine over and it 

started with a squeal.  They backed away from the front of  the car. I put it in reverse, but then in an instant, 

without thinking, I put the car in drive and stepped on the gas. I snapped back into reality and got out of  the 

car. I went around to the front of  the car where they both lay still. I dropped to my knees, bawling tears, but 

I wasn’t crying for them. I was crying for me. I was finally free. 

 

 

 

                                                                             (Fin.)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Makayla Carter 
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    Back to the Badgers,  

        Pages 31 - 41 

After an NBA star player breaks his hand, he’s left to find another means of  making money, mean-

ing that he has to return to his old high school and coach basketball.  Will troublesome students 

and challenging co-workers wreck his elite-athlete confidence, or will he thrive going back to 

where he started?  Find out in “Back to the Badgers”! 
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  Back to The Badgers 

 

A television script by Jahlil Harris, Areon McFadden, Savannah Demery, and Antanaja Wilson 

 

FADE IN 

 

INT. COACH’S CONFERENCE ROOM – NIGHT 

 

TYRESE Stupend is sitting and speaking with his agent and head coach about his future with the team.  Both 
his agent and coach are looking at his cast. 
 

TYRESE:  So… coach why are we here today? 

 

COACH STUART:  I don’t know man you tell me. You’re the one sitting here with a broken hand. 

 

TYRESE has a flashback on what happened to his hand in the locker room. 
 

 

INT. LAKERS LOCKER ROOM - DAY 

 

After a loss, TYRESE is walking down the hallway, yelling and furious. 
 

TYRESE panting and yelling: Man, we shouldn’t have lost by 20 points to a team called The Hornets. This is ri-
diculous, man! 

 

Teammate tries to calm TYRESE by putting his arm over his shoulder. 
 

TEAMMATE JOHNSON: Bro It’s okay we’ll get them nex- 

  

TYRESE yells: Nah mane ain’t no next time, I’m tired of  this. Where’s the effort? I can’t be the only one put-
ting up points around here.  
 

TYRESE punches a wall then immediately grabs his hand and starts crying like a baby. 
 

Johnson has a concerned look on his face while watching TYRESE have a temper tantrum. 
 

TEAMMATE JOHNSON:  Woah bro you good? Need some ice? 

 

TYRESE:  Nah man, I’m alright... well I should be okay. 

 

TEAMMATE JOHNSON:  Your hand looks broke dude. 

 

TYRESE:  Nah man, I’m alright... well, I should be okay - and shut up! I’m way too icey for ice.  So shut-up, 

your jump shot looked broke tonight. Don’t even think about coming for me right now. 

 

TEAMMATE JOHNSON:  I wasn’t even coming for you like that Ty, i was just trying to be a concerned 

friend.  But you got it man, do you? 
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FADE BACK INTO COACH’S CONFERENCE ROOM 

 

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 

 

TYRESE:  Nah man, I don’t remember what happened to be honest. 

 

COACH:  Well, the doctor said it looks like it’s going to be the end your season. 

  
TYRESE looks at agent with a shocked look. 
 

TYRESE:  Sooooooo… What am I going to do with this thing on my hand? 

 

AGENT SMITH:  Umm I think I have some good job openings for you. 

 

COACH:  Oh, and we’re releasing you for the rest of  the season too. 

 

TYRESE stands up and starts panting about it. 
 

TYRESE:  What, coach! You can’t do this to me… I’m the star player! 

 

COACH STUART:  I’m sorry kid, I hope your agent can find you a better next season. 

 

Pauses and stares at his agent. 
 

TYRESE:  Hey man, what can I say it was a bad game. 

 

AGENT:  You’re going to… um… Cleveland. 

 

TYRESE gets up and is excited. 
 

TYRESE:  Ahh yeah I get to play with The King?  Lebron James? 

 

AGENT:  Yeah no, more like the Cleveland Badgers.  You’re going back to high school, champ! 

 

TYRESE:  The Cleveland who? 

 

 

FADE IN: 

 

INT. COACH TYRESE’S OFFICE- DAY 

 

TYRESE is sitting at the desk in his plain new coaching assistant’s office with a box of  all of  his belongings 
and necessities for his new job. 
 

While taking everything out of  the box to put in his drawers he grabs a picture frame which has a picture of  
him standing with his former coach, smiling, holding his MVP trophy. 
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TYRESE sighing:  You’ll be back to the good old days soon man, don’t worry. This is just a temporary change 
right? We can do this… I really hope so. 
 

He sits at the desk staring at the picture for three more seconds then puts both hands on his face and groans, 
then continues to put away the rest of  his things. 
 

TYRESE:  Temporary… temporary… that’s all it is. We got this, man. 

 

TYRESE gets up from his desk and walks out of  the classroom. 
 

 

FADE IN: 

 

EXT. HALLWAY – DAY 

 

TYRESE walks down hallways of  school looking at all of  the posters and pictures hung up on the way. 
 

TYRESE:  Ha… it looks just the same, exactly how I remember it. 

 

Toilet Flushes and you hear a girl-like scream - ROSCOE SMALLS, a 12-year-old boy that from his looks and ac-
tions seems as if  he was only 10. He has on suspenders, a white button-up shirt, and a black bowtie.  He is a 
5’2, skinny, brown-skinned boy with a small dark fro, glasses, and long, slinky arms. 
 

Roscoe runs out of  the bathroom with his glasses slanted and his face and shirt all wet. 
 

ROSCOE:  Okay! Okay! I think I’ve had enough, you can stop now! 

 

TYRESE stops walking and turns around to look at the scene. He looks to talk to Roscoe. TYRESE has a smirk on 
his face, as if  he’s about to burst out into laughter. 
 

TYRESE:  Haha, you get the spin cycle little dude? 

 

ROSCOE:  Uhh… umm… yeah… it happens a lot, I should be used to it at this point, but yeah… got to go 

before he uhh… 

 

Roscoe struggles to catch his breath and wipes the water off  of  his glasses and face with his hands 

 

ROSCOE(CONT’D):  Oh my goodness, (breathes heavily) my stamina… Before he catches up to me. And if  he 
asks, I ran the other way.  See yah!                          
 

Roscoe grabs his backpack off  of  the ground and runs down the hallway, almost tripping up. 
 

TYRESE:  See ya… and I wouldn’t wanna be ya… at all. 
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FADE IN: 

 

EXT. HALL OF FAME HALLWAY – DAY 

 

TYRESE continues to walk around the school, eventually walking down the “Hall of  Fame” Hallway. 
 

This hallway is adorned with pictures of  the school’s best players, as well as awards from all of  the games 
and tournaments the school has won.  TYRESE continues to look down the hallway as he sees 3 glass cases. 
The cases have the retired jerseys of  the school’s best players. On a gold plate at the bottom of  the case, he 
sees the name “Tyrese Stupend” engraved. 
 

TYRESE:  Now this is something to brag about.  (Laughing) I still got it too. 
 

TYRESE fake dribbles a ball between his legs and then shoots the invisible ball. Then he sighs, as if  remem-
bering how good he used to be. 
 

TYRESE (to himself) Temporary… this is just temporary… 

 

 

FADE IN: 

 

INT.  PRINCIPAL'S OFFICE – DAY 

 

TYRESE knocks on PRINCIPAL LUCIA DIAZ’S office door even though it is slightly cracked open. 
 

Principal Diaz is a big, old, Hispanic woman that is very flirtatious with the men at her job, but in a satirical 
rather than a harassing way. She somewhat resembles Sugar mama or Madea. 
 

TYRESE:  Ms. Diaz, are you busy? 

 

PRINCIPAL DIAZ:  No no no, I’m never too busy for you, Mr. Stupend. (She gives him a creepy flirtatious smile) 
Come on in. 
 

TYRESE:  You know, Ms. Diaz, I really appreciate that you just single-handedly gave me this job. You know that 

things really haven’t been the best for me since the whole incident happened. You know, I think I really need 

a break from all of  the limelight. 

 

DIAZ:  Yeahk I’d like to say I understand, but I really don’t. How about we… 

 

Principal Diaz pulls a bottle of  champagne from under her desk. 
 

DIAZ (CONT’D):  Celebrate… you know… about your new job. 

 

TYRESE seems a little creeped out but also finds her interest in him to be pretty comical. 
 

TYRESE:  You know Ms. Diaz… (lying) I have a special woman in my life already,so we really shouldn’t be do-
ing this. 
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Principal Diaz still has a flirty smile on her face as if  she doesn’t really care. 
 

DIAZ:  Ohh, Mr. Stupend, I’m not trying to make a move on you at all.  But since you mentioned it, you know 

the average school day… I could be like 9-5, and she’s got the weekends... 

 

TYRESE:  (laughing) I appreciate the offer Ms.Dia- 
 

DIAZ:  No no, please, call me Lucy, sweetheart. 

 

TYRESE slowly gets up out of  his seat with a look of  confusion and slight disgust on his face. 
 

TYRESE:  I’m afraid that won’t umm… be necessary Ms. Diaz, but you know what, I’ve got class in a little bit 

so I’m just gonna go. 

 

TYRESE tries to walk out the door, but Principal Diaz runs to the door and stands in front of  it, trying to stop 
him. 
 

DIAZ:  Wait! Before you go, why don’t we just discuss you… and me… a date… and a raise… (she gives 
him a creepy, flirty smile)                                     
 

TYRESE:  Oh no no no, Ms. Diaz, I’m telling you, I done gave my watches away so I don’t have any time for 

this.  I’ve gotta go - my class is about to start. 

 

TYRESE reaches for the door handle and finally walks out, then suddently stops and does a jokingly flirty 
wave to Principal Diaz. 
 

TYRESE (laughing, blowing a kiss):  Byeeeee Lucykins! 
 

TYRESE walks down the hall towards the gym. 
 
 

FADE IN: 

 

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY- DAY 

 

TYRESE just left the principal’s office and is on his way back to his new office in the gym. 
 

TYRESE:  Man, this is going to be easy. They’ll love me, I mean seriously how hard could it be to coach a cou-

ple of  little kids? 

 

TYRESE replicates some of  his famous basketball moves. While he dribbles his imaginary basketball be-
tween his legs, he manages to run into the water fountain. He groans in pain for a second, then bucks at the 
fountain as he passes it. He then walks up to the trophy case, examining it with disappointment. 
 
TYRESE (sotto): No wonder they hired me. These kids... Dang they suck. I mean, I expected them to suck, but 
this.... this is horrible, they only have two trophies and two of  them are for participation. 
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TYRESE chuckles to himself, then turns to walk away. 
 

TYRESE:  That’s okay. Cuz you know what?  Big Papa Rese is here now. All I gotta do is show them how the 

pros do it. 

 

TYRESE begins to play imaginary basketball again when suddenly the bell begins to ring. After hearing the 
bell TYRESE quickly straightens himself  out and acts as if  nothing has happened. The kids are flooding into 
the hallway from every direction. TYRESE continues to walk toward his new office with confidence. 
 

TYRESE:  No autographs, no autographs, please. 

 

KEISHA:  Why would anyone want your autograph anyway? You don’t look like nothin’ special to me. 

 

TYRESE (laughing):  I forgot how funny little kids are. 
 

KEISHA is instantly offended, and kicks TYRESE in the the knee. 
 

KEISHA:  Who are you calling little? 

 

TYRESE buckles from the pain, with a face of  pure shock. Keisha walks away. 
 

TYRESE:  Dang, that girl must play soccer. 

 

TYRESE copes with the pain as he continues to make his way to the gym. TYRESE finally makes it to the gym 
where a group of  about 22 kids are waiting for their teacher to arrive. 
 
 

 

FADE IN: 

 

INT. GYM CLASS - DAY 

 

TYRESE:  What’s up, class? My name is Coach Stupend, and from this day forward I will be your teacher and 

coach. Any questions? 

 

The kids stare at TYRESE with confusion and a lack of  respect. Suddenly, a tall slender boy with a shortcut and 
a light caramel complexion raises his hand. 
 

TYRESE:  Yes, how can I help you… 

 

JOSH:  Josh… my name is Josh. 

 

TYRESE:  Well then, okay Josh, what’s your question? 

 

JOSH:  So first of  all, what kind of  last name is Stupend? 
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The class begins to chuckle. TYRESE looks annoyed. 
 

JOSH:  Second, where is Coach Daniel?  We don’t need you here if  we have Coach Daniel here. I guarantee 

that… 

 

TYRESE cuts him off  with signs of  extreme annoyance. 
 

TYRESE:  Look, Josh, I can already tell that you want to be the class clown, and that ain’t gone work for me. 

Second of  all, I don’t know who this Coach Daniel is that you’re talking about, but clearly whoever that is 

doesn’t know what they’re doing, because if  they did you’d have a lot more than two trophies. 

 

The class stares at TYRESE silently, stunned with shock and hostility. 
 

TYRESE:  Any more questions? No? That’s great to hear, now everyone get in pairs,and grab a basketball. It’s 

time to show you how the pros play ball. 

 

The kids get up with hesitation and begin to pair up. 
 

 

FADE IN: 

 

INT. GYM- DAY 

 

JOSH:  Okay Coach Stupid, let’s see what you got. 

 

TYRESE:  First of  all, clown, my name is Coach Stupend, so why don’t you shut up and Let LA’s best NBA player 

show you how It’s Done? 

 

JOSH:  Yeah right, you might have been LA’s Best water boy, but I doubt you did anything else. If  you played 

for the Lakers I’m sure I’d recognize you. 

 

TYRESE:  How do you not recognize me? Tyrese Stupend? I just joined the Lakers Like two years ago! I was the 

rising Star, one of  LA’s best. 

 

The class begins to mock and laugh at TYRESE with disbelief. 
 

JOSH:  Yeah, that doesn’t ring a bell. 

 

TYRESE:  Boy, you lucky I broke my hand, If  I hadn’t I’d be putting the moves on you right now. But for now I 

want all of you to practice passing back and forth. 

 

The kids begin to pass the balls back and forth but after a while they get bored of  doing the same thing. Sud-
denly Josh shouts - 
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JOSH (yelling):  Dodge ball! 
 

Everyone goes crazy and starts throwing basketballs everywhere. TYRESE attempts to seek cover, but soon 
all of  the kids are aiming for him. 
 

TYRESE:  Alright now! Yall need to chill out before I get the Principal in here! 

 

As TYRESE continues to seek cover Josh yells to his classmates. 

 

JOSH:  Hey guys we have two minutes until the Bell rings, so let’s hurry up and clean up so that we can get 

out of  here. 

 

All of  the kids run and grab all of  the basketballs and put them away.  Josh walks over to TYRESE with a 
mischievous smile on his face. 
 

JOSH:  Some big shot you are, hiding in the corner like a big baby. 

 

TYRESE opens his mouth to fire an insult back at Josh, but the bell rings and Josh runs out of  the gym. 
 

FADE TO BLACK 

 

 

FADE IN: 

 

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY 

 

The kids are sitting at the table after getting their lunches. Josh is telling his friends about the first half  of  
gym class. 
 

JOSH:  Man, you should have seen that shot.  He completely missed, talking about he played in  Los Ange-

les. Man, get out of  here. That man talks about himself  like he Lebron James or something. 

 

KEISHA:  More like Lebron Lame. Why is this buster here anyway? where is Coach Daniel? 

 

JOSH:  Ayo, Roscoe, where’s your mom? I was tryna show her some of  my skills today. 

 

ROSCOE makes a face at TONY as if  he is about to get up and punch him. He thinks about it, then realizes 
that it could never happen, so he simply answers the question. 
 

ROSCOE:  She had a doctors appointment this morning.  (Quietly) He’s probably just some substitute teacher. 
 

The bell rings and the kids start on their way to gym class.   
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FADE IN 

 

INT :DAY :GYMCLASS 

 

The children come into the gym. 
 

TYRESE (irritated):  Okay, kids - so lets try this once again, this time without aiming the balls at me! 
 

The children glare at TYRESE with malicious looks on their faces. 
 

JOSH:  Whatever man, we’re not listening to you.  You’re not really our teacher! 

 

TYRESE walks over to the student with a look of  confidence on his face.   
 

TYRESE:  Well, if  i'm not then who is?  Because I don’t see anyone but a great ball player in here trying to 

teach you snot-filled little nerds how to play some ball. 

 

The student behind student JOSH begins to laugh. TYRESE pushes the student out of  the way and stares into 
the little boy’s eyes. 
 

TYRESE:  Something funny, lil’ man? 

 

The tiny little boy looks up at TYRESE and laughs. 
 

ROSCOE:  With all due respect, sir, you're not the baller you say you are because you can’t even shoot a ball. 

And you're definitely not our so-called “new teacher!” 

 

The gym doors fly open and a woman comes in wearing a well-fitted tracksuit and whistle in one hand. She 
walks in and blows her whistle. The children yell with excitement. 
 

CLASS:  She is! 

 

The woman walks into the gym.  ROSCOE then runs over to coach Daniel. 
 

ROSCOE:  Ma, this man says he’s our new teacher.  Is that true? 

 

Coach Daniel - with a particularly confused look - starts to walk over to TYRESE. 

 

TYRESE, who was in a daze after seeing this woman, is quickly snapped back to reality by the constant snap-
ping of  fingers in his face.  MS. DANIEL continues to snap in MR. TYRESE’S face to get his attention. 
 

COACH DANIEL:  Hey buddy, my eyes are up here! 



39 

TYRESE comes back to earth, looking at her in disbelief. 
 

TYRESE:  Wait I thought coach Daniel was a… well, never mind that… (flirtatiously) so how you doing? 

 

She rolls her eyes and begins to speak. 
 

COACH DANIEL:  Nevermind how I’m doing, who are you and what are you doing in my class? 

 

TYRESE (with a cocky smile and in a cocky tone):  I’m TYRESE Stupend, one of  the number one NBA players in 
Los Angeles. You probably heard of  me. 
 

COACH DANIEL, unimpressed, rolls her eyes. 
 

COACH DANIEL:  Umm, no, actually it doesn’t ring a bell, and while you being a big shot baller is nice and all 

you still haven't told me why you’re teaching my class. 

 

TYRESE looks shocked at how unimpressed she is. 
 

TYRESE:  Well, I’m the new teacher… 

 

 

INT: DAY: MS.DIAZ’S OFFICE 

 

The two teachers are sitting at the desk facing Ms. Diaz. She sits, looking nervous. 
 

MS. DIAZ:  Oh, so I see you two have met each other. I can explain… 

 

MS. DIAZ looks at TYRESE.    
 

MS.DIAZ:  Okay, so, Miss Daniel here is our initial gym teacher. 

 

MS. DIAZ looks at MS. DANIEL. 
 

MS.DIAZ:  But this handsome man here needed a job, so I figured we could just have two gym teachers. Be-

sides, with his background in basketball he could even help the basketball team some. 

 

The two look at each other in disgust. COACH DANIEL finally says something back, with an attitude. 
 

COACH DANIEL:  I can’t work with someone as conceited as him. And I also have a basketball background too, 

so what’s that supposed to mean? 

 

TYRESE (looking at COACH DANIEL):  Man you don’t even know me. And I don’t wanna work with such a stuck-

up anyway. Plus she couldn’t have more experience than me - I was in the NBA! 

 

COACH DANIEL stands up and gets in TYRESE’S face. 
 

COACH DANIEL:  Oh you think I’m stuck up? I’ll show you stuck up when I... 
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INT: HALLWAY - DAY 

 

TYRESE and COACH DANIEL walk towards the gym. 
 

TYRESE:  So… Janelle… 

 

She looks back at TYRESE. 
 

COACH DANIEL:  Look, don’t flirt with me, I’m here to teach, not get hit on by a high-tempered basketball play-

er who I used to date in high school. 

 

TYRESE looks at JANELLE with interest. 
 

TYRESE:  So you do remember me? 

 

 

FADE TO BLACK 
 

CREDITS ROLL 
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  In closing, we’d like to again thank everyone who submitted and helped in the making of  this year’s issue of  The Varina High School 

Review.  A particular thanks goes out to those students who submitted their original artwork and photography, as well as the teachers 
who encouraged them to do so.  These visual elements made a huge positive contribution to this publication. We received a number 
of artistic submissions this year that we loved, but which we unfortunately could not find a way to include in the magazine’s tradition-
al sections.  In recognition of  these fine student artists, we’d like to share their work in The Review’s ultimate pages. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

          

Anna Williams 

Gracie Gulywasz 

Rebecca Trestrail 

Rebecca Trestrail 
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Artwork By:  

Kyle Doggett 

Anna Williams 

Gabrielle Tyler 
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