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Dear Reader, 

We offer great appreciation for the fact that you have decided to 

download and take interest in this year’s edition of The Varina High 
School Review, our eleventh annual publication. This year’s edition 

includes a collection of poems, short stories, and personal essays that 

demonstrate the many talents of Varina High School students. Despite 

the rising conflict of the global pandemic, our students continue to 

prosper and flourish, as you can see in the work we have included in 

this year’s edition. Thank you to all the students and teachers who 

made the continuation of the literary magazine possible.  

Additional credit is due to Dawn Vass, Carol Flory, and Amanda 

Anthony for assistance with the beautiful student artwork displayed 

throughout this edition. The art submissions have assisted in truly 

bringing this year’s content to life. We hope that it is enjoyed, and can 

be seen as part of the many accomplishments of our students during 

the year of 2020.  

Yours Sincerely, The Editors: 

Miranda Wright 

Savanna Hart 

Eireann Jones 

Alexis Baker 

Executive Editor:  Miranda Wright 

A special thanks goes out to the Varina High School Creative Writing 

Club, including Alexis Baker, Mars Beazley, Autumn Bonds, Malachai 

Frederick, Savanna Hart, Eireann Jones, Lynnette Jones, DeShaun 

Morris, Akim Scruggs, and Miranda Wright, as well as the faculty 

sponsor of our creative writing club and literary magazine, Mr. Cullen. 

Cover Art by Miranda Wright 
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Family 
by Demetrius Wyatt 

 Have you ever heard that home is where the people you love are, not the place you sleep? For 

years, my family and I lived in the same house on the same street. I made a lot of memories in that 

house and learned a lot of hard lessons about life. One was that no matter where you live, your 

family will always be with you to make anywhere feel like home. I have said all of this to make the 

point that my family are very important to me because they support me, teach me new things, and 

make me very happy.  

 My greatest support system is my mother and step-father. They do everything in their power 

to make sure that I am happy and have everything I need to be successful. Sometimes I need to be 

held accountable or need a push to achieve my goals. However, they are always there to give me 

that push and the motivation to go further than my goal. For instance, three years ago I started 

playing basketball outside of school. My mother hadn’t even known I loved the sport so much. Still, 

she was at every game, every practice, and every fundraiser. She would even help me practice on my 

own when I needed help. Furthermore, I have three of the greatest siblings ever. They are always 

there when I’m bored or need help with anything. Right now, as I write this essay, my sisters are 

helping me look for a college to go to. 

 When I was growing up, I used to always get into serious trouble. My mother was always 

furious with me because of my behavior. I remember one day in the first grade I threw my chair at 

my teacher. My mom was so mad at me that I thought she would never forgive me! Overall, I have 

learned a lot in life from watching my older siblings, like the fact that my mom hates it when we go 

places and don’t keep her updated about where we are. Also, she hates when we get into the shower 

right when she is about to get home from work! My family is one of a kind. I love them and I 

wouldn’t replace them for anything. 

 A Finnish proverb states that happiness is a place between too much and too little. Growing 

up I was always a happy person because life seemed to be perfect. However, as I got older it became 

harder to be happy, because my mom was a single parent trying to take care of four kids and get all 

of us everything that we wanted. As everyone knows, as kids get older, they want more stuff and 

supporting them gets way more expensive. For example, my brother and I wanted Jordans, Xboxes, 

and bikes, and we both wanted to play sports. So things got really bad and all I wanted was to get 

everything I desired, but I soon realized that I couldn’t. Fortunately, I started noticing when my 

step-dad came into the picture it became so much easier for us to get stuff. My mother stopped 

struggling to make ends meet. We became comfortable with how we lived and my brother and I 

even stopped asking for expensive stuff. As time went on, we became a happy family because we 

supported each other. Fast forward to now:  all of us work and make our own money. With our own 

money, my brother and I can have the stuff we want and while putting less stress on my mother. 

Now we go on trips out of state, have family game nights, and go out to eat in order to decompress.  

 Overall my family has really become my sole reason for being happy. I could never replace 

them. My mother taught me to be strong so that you will get through anything, while my step-dad 

taught and is still teaching me how to be a man in my father’s absence. In the end, this is why my 

family is the most important thing in my life.  
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Timer 
By Timmon Hogan 

How could this possibly happen on today of all days, you think to yourself.  Although 

everyone is in the basement, the most unbreachable room of the house, you can’t help but 

fear for everyone’s lives as you hear muzzled gunshots through the walls. All your happiness 

and jolliness from earlier has been completely sucked away by this sudden fear of death. It 

appears that no one in the room has a single clue as to what could be happening. You can feel 

your heart racing at 1000 miles per hour, your body rapidly overflowing with sweat, as you 

replay the worst possible endings over and over again in your head. This was not how the 

night of Christmas Eve was supposed to go. After your billionth time replaying possible 

outcomes, you decide to change mindframes before you hyperventilate and pass out. You take 

a couple of minutes to calm down and think of happier times. Like moments just before you 

and your family were cooped up in this panic room that’s about the size of a walk-in closet. 

You remember waking up with the most excitement out of everyone in the house as you ran 

around the seven-foot-tall Christmas tree, parading on about all the presents you’re gonna 

get for Christmas. You remember the toothless, yet adorable smile of your Nana as she 

cheered you on from her favorite recliner. You remember the quality family time that you 

almost never get with your dad because he’s always so busy and never home. Then your mind 

trails off to what could’ve happened to your father by now. It’s been over an hour since he 

told everyone to go to this room and told you that you’ll have to look after the family while 

he’s gone. You can’t help but question whether he meant temporarily or permanently. You 

begin to mentally panic about him and his safety, for there’s been no word from him yet. It 

must be obvious that you’re panicking because your mother and Nana come over to console 

you. In this moment you feel the safest you’ve felt since being in here. A few minutes go by 

and the panic room door opens. Everyone brace themselves as if they were prepared to die, 

only to realize that it’s just your uncle. He quickly explains that your father tasked him with 

leading the family away from the house as fast as possible. Just before you begin to question 

him regarding the whereabouts of your father, he cuts you off and tells you he’s just fine, but 

that’s not enough to satisfy your worry and curiosity. As he leads everyone into the black 

van, your worry grows larger, to the point where you can’t leave without knowing where your 

father is, so you run into the house without turning back. You can hear your mother’s cries 

for you, but it doesn’t faze you. The first place you decide to look for him is his office. It takes 

you a few minutes to recognize where his office is through all the dead bodies and destruction 

to the house, but as soon as you recognize the door you burst straight through it without 

hesitation. When you enter the room you see your father on the ground, bleeding out, as a 

man in all black scrambles his fingers through the wires of a device linked to a timer. Your 

entrance startles the man, who first reaches for his gun, but then realizes you’re just a kid. 

You run over to your father and cry over his dying body as the man frantically tries to decide 

which wire to cut. With the salty tears running down your face you watch the man struggle 

as the timer goes down from 3….2….1. 

 

The freezing winter breeze blows by during Christmas Eve night. Your unit of six flies 

through the dark sky as sparkling snow engulfs your surrounding environment. You become 

sick to your stomach because this mission is very much against your morals, but it’s probably 

the most important mission you’ve ever be on. When the chopper reaches its vantage point 

you climb down the ladder as the sound of the chopper blades echo into the distance. Then 

you and your unit begin to scope out the mansion for attack points, methodically, like 

predators preparing to attack their prey. You notice that all the lights are on, but no one 

appears to be home. You start to get this weird feeling in your stomach, like something is 

wrong. After the power is killed your unit splits into two groups, with your group taking the 

higher entrance and the other group entering through the backdoor. You begin to scale the 

mansion and realize that you’re the first to reach the balcony. As you climb over the balcony  
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you see two people waiting for you. You realize that they were prepared for your squad’s 

attack, and immediately take both of them out as you wait for your two squad-mates to reach 

the top. Once they reach the balcony you tell them to stay alert, for people throughout the 

mansion are armed and ready. Before you can inform the other group you suddenly hear an 

outburst of gunshots. Your group rushes downstairs to find a group of four people shooting at 

the other group in your unit. You begin to flank the group of people and they move as a 

collective to a new cover. It’s reached the point during a standoff where everyone waits for 

someone to make a move. You look over to see the backdoor group is bleeding out on the 

ground, leaving just your group against their now-smaller group of three. You hear some 

chatter from behind their cover then see someone on the other side begin to run toward a 

door. One member from your group tries to shoot at him and is swiftly taken out. You then 

see another one run to a completely different door, so you aim your gun around the corner 

without looking and take him out. You and your final squad-mate rush to the door that the 

man was protecting. Instead of bursting through the door, your squad mate motions you to 

the wall adjacent to the door then stupidly creaks the door open. The man behind the door 

unleashes his whole magazine, shooting through the door, killing your last squad mate. You 

then run into the room before he can reload and shoot him in the stomach, fatally wounding 

him. You see that the room contains a bomb with a short timer on it, so you have no choice 

but to attempt to defuse it. You scramble your fingers through the wires, trying to decide but 

having no clue which one to cut. You see someone burst through the door so you reach for 

your gun, thinking it’s the guy that ran from you earlier, but to your surprise it’s just a kid. 

This worries you even more, causing you to frantically panic as you try to decide which wire 

to cut. You choose one, and reach to cut it as the timer goes down from 3…2….1. 
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Carousel 
by Miranda Wright 

 
Yesterday I was a carousel memory, 

and today I’m a bottom feeder 

Graveling across the graze 

Rocky handed and my bloated appetite 

For the sweetness of nostalgia 

A body like mind 

 

Traded my fin for some arms and legs 

And I hadn’t known of all the weight there was to be carried 

As open as the hand, 

broad as texts of that biblical 

 

I’ve parted way with the seas in me 

And yet I continue to fall with the tide 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Alexis Baker  
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The City 
by Nyala Johnson 

 
I see cars, people laughing and frowning, 

Ads plastered on billboards. 

I hear horns beeping, 

Cars speeding past each other as if they’re in a race. 

The smell of freshly sliced pizza, 

And the different colognes and perfumes being worn by the people I pass. 

I’m in an unfamiliar place,  

Yet the bright lights remind me of catching fireflies back home. 

I miss it, 

But it is time for something new. 
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Achieving is Believing 
By Kayla Bowery 

We all have that one talent, sometimes hidden beneath the smile of an individual who 

is scared to show it.  That was me, afraid to put myself on the line and show my abilities to 

the world. I was that person who has the talent but is too afraid to show it. Through all the 

sweat, bruises, tears, love, and glory, I’ve finally realized that I needed to show the world. It 

is my senior year, and I am going to show everyone I can, and I will. I run by this small 

phrase now: “Achieving is Believing.” 

It all started when I was about eight years old, my third-grade year. I remember my 

mom asked me, “Hey Kay, do you want to try to play softball?  You might like it.” At the 

time, I thought to myself, “I’d suck at that!” and “it’s not for me.” But I said yes. All my 

friends had been playing for a few years, so I thought that maybe I’d try it out. And you know 

what? Little eight-year-old me came to like the sport, and my first year we won pretty much 

every game. Still, I told myself I didn’t have an impact on the amount of runs we scored, or 

the game being won by my team. Yet as the season passed, I gained in strength and ability. 

As the years went by, and more and more seasons passed, I really experienced a lot. My 

second season I played third base. My second and third year I rotated from catcher to 

shortstop, and here and there I was our second baseman. My sixth-grade year, I didn’t try 

out for my school’s team. My seventh and eighth-grade year I did try out, but I didn’t make 

it. I told myself I wasn’t good enough. But in all reality, I was simply too scared to show my 

potential. So, at the time, I just continued with recreational softball. 

Then, my freshman year of high-school, I tried out. If you tried out, you were mainly 

trying out for varsity, and if you didn’t make it you either got bumped down to junior varsity 

or you didn’t play at all. Well, I got put on junior varsity, which mainly consisted of freshman 

and sophomores. This was the year I started pitching. Everyone thought I was crazy because 

normally I caught and played shortstop. But I changed the odds and started on first base and 

pitching and became the starting pitcher, even over our older pitchers.  

Finally, I felt like I had a place in softball. But I lost it. I lost myself and I lost the game 

that I loved. My sophomore year I was on the way to school from a doctor’s appointment and 

got into a car accident. I felt fine, and nobody was injured, so I went to school. I got to the 

final class of the day before tryouts and my head started pounding. I just couldn’t do it—I 

couldn’t try out. I gave up. So, now here I am, senior year of high-school and I miss it. I really 

do. I’m telling myself I’m going to try out; I have too. My friends and family are all 

supportive. I recently started training, conditioning, and building my pitching back up. I will 

find my place again. Senior year is my year. It’s my time to shine and I can, and I will. 
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Dinner Date 
by Alexis Baker 

Jolie didn’t care for extravagance. 

You see, Jolie had dealt with many men who tried to buy her tender heart with fancy 

gifts and lovely nights out, while not caring to see what she truly wanted. 

Though, perhaps, she didn’t even know what she truly wanted. She was smarter than 

she cared to let on, but the ghosts of her past weighed heavily on her. They often found 

their way back on the worst days, worming their way into her fried brain, forcing chills up 

her spine. Perhaps her luck with men had something to do with those chills, as they 

always returned when she looked into a man’s eyes. It was as if she looked into their very 

souls, and maybe, they trailed behind her trying to get them back. 

 

...Jolie didn’t ask for extravagance, either. 

And while she didn’t know all that she wanted, and though she wasn’t sure what to 

do with the smarts she couldn’t show, she knew she wanted a nice night out. Jolie wanted 

most of her nights to be nice. She wanted to have a nice time. 

 

Jolie was not having a nice time with the man sitting next to her. 

She wasn’t picky with her men. She didn’t care how a man looked, as long as they 

gave her what she needed. What she needed that night was a pick-me-up, an at-least-

passable time after a sleepless night before. What this man provided was a dump of a 

place at the edge of town whose patrons were too loud and too irritable.  

 

He was decently attractive, but he had a smoker’s cough, a smoker’s voice. His pack 

of cigarettes was kept in his pocket, and throughout the night, he obsessively checked to 

assure himself it was still there. He was funny for the first ten minutes, until he ordered a 

beer; he was a lot less funny from then on. She stopped laughing around the time he joked 

about following her into the bathroom, and really stopped laughing when he kept making 

passes at the bartender. Jolie avoided the other woman’s gaze for most of the night. 

At his fourth beer, Jolie knew the night wasn’t going to get better. She rested a hand 

on his own, and in a soft voice, said, “Why don’t we get out of here? It’s a bit stuffy.” Jolie 

knew, despite his glazed eyes, that he couldn’t resist that voice—no man could. (Not that 

she was bragging or anything.) 

“I’ll take you anywhere,” was his response, slurred and clumsy. 

Outside, he nearly manhandled her into his car, before she, calmly, suggested they 

walk. Jolie was much smarter than he wanted to think. And though he huffed and 

grumbled, when she pointed out a shortcut to her favorite bar, he followed.  

 

She walked in front of him, confident of the way and desperate to do something fun. 

When the alleyway became unfamiliar, though, she slowed, until the two of them were 

walking in tandem. The only lights were faint, from surrounding windows, and the 

scenery seemed to shift around them. Jolie shuddered and drew closer to her date, leaning 

against him. The action felt devoid of any romance. All-too-quickly, he broke away from 

her.  

 

“We should leave,” he said, and Jolie realized he was smarter than she wanted to 

think, too. “It’s not too far back. This place is giving me the creeps.” As he turned to walk 

off, he reached for her hand. 

 

Suddenly— 
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She saw it, sickening, darkening red flowing from a gash on the back of his neck. 

Whatever had done it must have moved too fast for her to see, and any sound she heard 

was from him. A strangled cry that he could barely muster before he crumpled onto the 

ground in a heap. Jolie’s hands shook as she approached him, as if she were in slow 

motion; he still breathed, his eyes focused on her, widening in fear. He breathed shallow 

breaths, every muscle in his body struggling, yet he couldn’t move.  

And wasn’t it odd? How he shook as she drew closer? How every second he looked at 

her, he tried to scream, even as his throat wouldn’t allow it?  

 

Even though she was only trying to help. 

Even though she was only trying to end his miserable existence! 

 

Claws erupted from her fingertips, in tune with her other hand, which was already 

armed and had already scratched. Jolie’s transformation was always hard for outsiders to 

stomach, but they never concerned themselves with how she felt about it. The human 

spine she wore in that form broke under the pressure of her tail, and she winced as it 

snapped itself back into place. Such pain dulled with enough repetition, but some sort of 

concern would be nice, wouldn’t it? 

Then again, one’s capacity for concern surely ran low when they were paralyzed. 

 

Kneeling beside him, her teeth shone in her wide grin before she could stop herself—

because no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t scream, and he wouldn’t scream again. 

Jolie felt her face become warm as she looked into eyes agape with fear. 

Jolie was never one for conversation or lengthy explanations in a situation like this, 

so intimate and personal. She wasn’t the type. 

They never needed to scream, either, or plead for their wretched lives. It was enough 

for her poor, fragile, ladylike heart to know that her grinning face would be etched into 

their brains until they die. Even better to know that it would be burned into their very 

souls when they pass on! It was the simple pleasures that kept Jolie going, to be sure.  

 

Separating joint from joint, she thought, really, he owes me for such a crappy night 

out. Jolie didn’t care for extravagance, and she never asked for it, but she knew she 

deserved more than a dingy, smoke-filled bar. His blood tasted of deception that ran 

deeper than a simple bad date; a rotten flavor that she was tired of tasting. She thought, 

really, he should be thanking me.  When his bones were picked clean, she happily grabbed 

a few for her midnight snack later—the crunch was like no other. 

Her eyes idly scanned what remained of him. His lungs tasted like smoke, and she 

had nearly left them behind, but Jolie knew better. It would be wrong of her to waste food, 

even if the food was a waste in life. The only things that remained were bones and clothes. 

With a scoff, Jolie snatched the pack of cigarettes and lighter from his pocket. She lit one 

to rid her taste buds of him. 

 

Tomorrow, the back door of the alley will open, and a poor worker will think the 

remains fake, all flesh, blood, and meat stripped of them, until the head is found half-

eaten in the dumpster. The worker will scream. These parts of the city will buzz, briefly, 

with fear, before forgetting the nobody’s name entirely, and moving on. The police will 

dismiss it as an animal attack, no fingerprints or any sign of human life at the scene. 

And Jolie, calling her next date, will laugh. 
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Today 
By Nyala Johnson 

Growing up I didn’t have much. I was seventeen, mom strung out on drugs and a father 

in jail for murder. I lived with my grandma, but I knew my time with her was short because 

soon she wouldn’t be able to take care of me anymore. I knew that she felt bad for me. Hell, 

who wouldn’t. Growing up around here everybody knew everybody, and they sure did know 

me.  

 My dad was in charge of things in this neighborhood. Just before he went to jail it used 

to be me and him. I never looked at him as a bad guy. In fact, he never involved me in 

anything he did in the streets. He kept me away from it as best as he could. But my mother, 

on the other hand… I haven’t seen her since I was eleven and she came to my fifth-grade 

“rise” ceremony. I’ll never forget the day I came home, and she was passed out on the couch. I 

thought I had lost my mom. Now I know what really happened that day, but I was so naïve 

and young at the time that I just wanted to help her. My dad told me “you can’t help those 

who don’t wanna be saved.” 

 On my way to school I met up with one of my friends. This was a daily thing for me and 

Chante. I’d walk to her house and she’d already be waiting for me outside and boy did she 

look good every time. I guess you can say I had a crush on her. But she didn’t know that.  

 “Oh, hey Sean, you like nice,” she said as she closed her gate. I looked down at my all-

black outfit with some Jordan’s on. I guess I did look okay. “Hey Chante’,” I said back as I 

caught up with her. We walked in silence on our way. Our school was just up the block, so it 

wasn’t that far. When we got to the school I stopped and grabbed her arm to gently pull her 

back to me. “You know you don’t always have to wait outside for me, it’s getting cold now and 

I wouldn’t want you to get sick, Tay.” I called her by the nickname that I gave her years back 

and she looked up at me for a while. “I appreciate your concern for me Sean, but I like the 

free time I get just thinking alone,” she finally said. She then took one last look at me then 

walked away before I could even respond.  

 As I walked through the halls of my run-down school, I couldn’t get Chante’ off my 

mind. I wondered why she just walked away from me like that. Like she didn’t want to talk 

about it. It sort of bothered me, but I let it go as I saw my crew standing in front of me. I 

dapped everyone up and made quick conversation and headed towards my first block class, 

hearing the 7:55-bell ring. 

 I was starting to grow tired of being in this place. I kept my air pods in up until it was 

time for lunch. I take them out because Chante’ hates thinking that I’m not listening to her 

when she’s talking. We usually eat lunch together, and I found her sitting with some of her 

close friends and mine. I took my normal seat beside her. “I didn’t mean to offend you or 

anything earlier, you know, I just wanna make sure you straight,” I whispered in her ear. I 

think I saw her blush a little and she said, “thank you.” I continued to eat my food as we 

passed jokes around the table.  

 Lunch was over and I decided to walk Chante’ to her class. Hers was the opposite way 

of mine, but oh well, I didn’t care. I stopped walking and leaned up against the locker. All of 

a sudden, a wave of confidence rushed over me. I was ready to make my move. I pulled her 

close to me, and I could sense her tense up, so I gently rubbed the back of her hand.  

 “Look… I like you Chante’,” I paused to lift her face up to face me. “I know this is out of 

the blue, but we’ve known each other for a while now and I feel like I could see us together. I 

just want you and I hope you feel the same.” As she looked at me, I couldn’t read her face.  

“…I think we could give it a try,” she said as she fiddled with her fingers. My smile 

widened like a kid in a candy store, and we shared a hug. With her permission we then 

walked the rest of the way to her class with my arm around her.  

 I couldn’t wait until the end of the day to walk home with her. It was like my eyes were 

glued to the clock. I don’t know why I was so happy. I’ve had plenty of girls, but she was 

different. I just wanted the day to be over with. Finally, I looked up and the clock said 2:00. I  
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was ready to go.  

 I met up with Chante’ on our way back to our houses. We laughed; we joked; we even 

talked about what homework we had to do. It was like a normal walk down the street. Then I 

felt Chante’s body get stiff as I held her. It was like she sensed something that I didn’t.  

“Do you know him?” she asked me as I looked to see somebody coming towards us. He 

was a slim male with a tat above his eyebrow, I believe it said loyalty.  

“No, I don’t know him,” I whispered to her holding her tighter.  

He stopped right in front of us. I felt my heart start to beat a little faster and I could 

sense that Chante’ was uncomfortable with this situation. “May I—”, I heard a loud bang. I 

felt a hole burn through my stomach. I touched it with my hand and immediately felt blood 

rushing out. I soon fell back with Chante’ yelling for help in one ear while I could still see the 

man with the loyalty tattoo hopping in a car.   

I could barely breathe. I could barely talk. All I could do was lay there. I don’t know what 

I did to deserve this. I wanted to close my eyes, but I could hear the police and ambulance 

sirens off in the distance and Chante’ telling me that I was going to be okay. I thought about 

all my rights, all my wrongs. I couldn’t keep my eyes open any longer. I squeezed Chante’s 

hand, then I felt nothing.  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

JaeShaun Allen-Tyler  
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If We Try 
by Tyree Moss 

 
Promise is a lie—  

When it goes feelings die, 

Some say. 

I say it doesn’t have to be that way 

if we try. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
Butterfly 

by Nyala Johnson 

 
Butterfly 

Fluttering bright,  

soaring, floating, resting; 

spreading light in the dark, 

beautiful. 

 

 

 

JaeShaun Allen-Tyler  
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Contentment 

by Carmen Trestrail 

Vietnamese spiritual leader Thich Nhat Hanh states that “We will be more successful 

in all our endeavors if we can let go of the habit of running all the time and take little pauses 

to relax and re-center ourselves. And we’ll also have a lot more joy in living.” Whenever I 

think about an environment where I am perfectly content, I think back to this statement, 

considering two things that make me feel at ease: my mother, and the sound of wind. 

My mother and I have this bond where only we understand one another. It’s as if we 

both speak a language that everyone else has forgotten. She’s the one who motivates me the 

most when I need it. She’s the one who puts a roof over my head when I sleep. She’s the one 

who never gives up on me. When I am surrounded by her warmth, I experience this feeling of 

safety. I simply get comfy, take a deep breath, and just soak it all in because I know I’m in 

the safest place in the world. This is meaningful to me due to the fact that, according to a 

2017 Pew Research Center analysis, seven percent of fathers in the United States are solo 

parents. This leads me to imagine not being blessed with the mother I have today. It also 

makes me wonder, how could I make myself feel relaxed if I didn’t know my mother? 

When I was younger, I used to be scared to go to sleep because I would envision 

someone breaking into my home. Therefore, growing up I learned to tell myself that I am 

safe at home and to concentrate on being calm. It has been said for hundreds of years that 

natural sounds and green environments have been linked with relaxation and well-being. I 

was not surprised, then, when in Mid-August of 2019 I discovered a new technique. I came 

across this cell phone app called Relax Melodies where there are different selections of tones 

to listen to, including wind sounds. I began to go through the different selections and found 

my favorite one: Eternity. Once I paired this section with the wind-sound option, I thought to 

myself that I could listen to this tune at night while I fall asleep. Ever since I came across 

this app, I’ve listened to Eternity and wind sounds every night.  When it comes to being 

perfectly content, the sound of wind makes me feel at ease. 

For me, my mother and the sound of wind give me a feeling of deep contentment. When 

you think of an environment where you feel perfectly content, what comes to your mind? Is it 

being surrounded by other people? Is it the sounds, or is it what you see? Whatever comes to 

your mind, we all know that in this place we feel like we belong. 

 

 
 

Rearing its head at me 

By Miranda Wright 

 
Rearing its head at me 

That lovely scowl 

What beauty, 

the protective nature 

I read it as it refines the love which we borrow 

And what lengths we shed our shadow 

I fed it through the loop in my needle 

And tied it to the soles of my shoes 

Just to overcast you 

The sun’s rays rage with ultraviolence  

The weapons you carry never belonging to you 

Fighting with mixed breeds 

The inventiveness that pursued you  
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At full velocity that moment did enrich me 

By Miranda Wright 

 
At full velocity that moment did enrich me 

A nutrient such as obedience,  

And resisting me all at once. 

The flavor of which I couldn’t taste, 

And the spark of insistent attitude. 

From that forward, I knew it impossible to find solitude in chastity. 

Still I chastise myself. 

With that same build, make, and model I sculpted brain, 

Imperious knowledge only belonging to self, 

The pleasure of sharing, only condoned with bloated remorse, 

Pocketed full with the necromancy lead on by a narcissistic existence 

At those same split ends,  

Breaking the capacity for others when occupied with self-fulfillment. 

And the breakage dry with clay, 

hardened in the ground. 

Only a certain sand can carry the messages through the wind. 

So I carry them with me,  

As life quickened and the heat thickened. 
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A Broken Mind 
by Joey Worsham 

James stood there shaking and trembling with fear, like he’d just stared into the empty 

soulless face of death, as he watched our mom pull the liquor bottle down from the cabinet.  

We knew all too well what would come next. The moonlight shone through it, illuminating 

the bronze-colored liquid. The cabinet door, rusted over for years, creaked shut. As she sat 

the liquor down on the cabinet the clinking noise it made may as well have been a gunshot to 

James and me, as our mother yelled, “I got the liquor, grab some glasses then you two shut 

the hell up and don’t bother us for a while!” And then suddenly I heard the horrifying words 

come from my brother: “Not again, not ever again,” James said as he stood there trembling. 

Our parents got violently drunk so often that they could’ve made the devil himself blush. 

They beat us and beat us, over and over again until they got bored, and then they went back 

to drinking like nothing had even happened. As we sat there broken and defeated, I once 

again heard those horrifying words escape James as he repeated, “Not again, not ever 

again.” He slipped into the kitchen and grabbed a knife, then stabbed our parents 21 times, 

for the amount of times we had been through that night, by his count.  As he did, he 

screamed, “Don’t worry, we won’t ever bother you again!” He then turned to me with the 

blank expression of a dead man, his face covered in crimson blood. I stood there, reactionless, 

looking into those blank, now-soulless eyes—then jolted awake with a feeling of indescribable 

terror, tears falling down my face as I remembered that horror show. 

            As I sat up in bed, I wiped the tears from my eyes and said, “it was just a dream, all 

just a dream.” I got up and decided to get ready for work. I was already jumpy that morning 

from my dream, so when my phone rang it sent an ice-cold chill through me. I answered, and 

a voice on the other side said, “Detective, we need you to come down to the Two-Witch pub.”  

“Why?” I asked.  

The voice on the other end replied, in a saddened voice, “We got a body.” 

“I’m on my way,” I said, and then I left out the door.  

As I walked to my car, the air was bitterly cold. I got in and turned the key and the 

engine roared to life. I passed by the buildings and streets on the way to the pub, looking out 

at the beautiful city and the snow started to fall. Then I arrived. 

            I stepped out of the car and noticed the disturbed snow from all the people walking 

around. “Okay tell me what we got.” I said to one of the other cops so they could fill me in.  

“Well Sir,” said officer Jones, “we got two corpses, a male and a female relation, 

confirmed as husband and wife. They left the bar and were grabbed in the alley.  There’s only 

one set of footprints other than theirs, a men’s 12. They were stabbed 21 times and left here. 

The bar owner called it in.”  

“Okay thanks” I said, and then turned to talk to the bar owner. He was a middle-aged 

man with hair starting to gray and a slouched posture, and he walked as though he had a 

limp. “Hello sir,” I said. “So you called this in?”  

“Yes, I walked outside to close up this morning and saw the blood and then noticed the 

bodies”  

“Well thank you—did you see anyone who could have done this?” I asked. 

“No sir,” he said. 

“Okay, well, thank you for your time,” I said quickly, then turned to Jones and in a 

panicked tone said, “Call the institute and make sure he’s still there!” 

“Why, Sir, is there any reason to believe he could have escaped?”  

“Other than the fact that this is the fifth body with his M.O.? No, I mean it could be a 

copycat, but I want to be sure before we start… I mean, look at this, it’s a horror show.”  

With that I left and drove to the station.  It was an old building, one that looked like it 

was haunted, to be honest, but it was nice. As I walked through the doors I was greeted with 

hellos and the sound of laughter as cops were switching shifts and saying goodbye to one 

another. I sat down at my desk, the door on my desk making me jump as it emitted the same 

 creak that the cabinet did in my dream.  

I looked over the case files, comparing them to the old ones. I pulled the lid off a dust- 
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covered box, breathed in some of the dust, and coughed. They were all exactly the same as 

three years ago, each one a male and female pair leaving the bar, each one stabbed 21 times. I 

could feel the dread wash over me. 

            “Detective?” Officer Jones appeared, scaring me back into reality.  

“Jesus Jones, don’t sneak up on me like that.”  

“Sorry Sir,” he said, “but I have good news—your brother is still in the Salem institute 

for the criminally insane.”  

“That’s good” I said. “Thanks for bringing this to me.” And with that I got up to go get 

answers.  

I drove in my car, the snow piling up as if someone had put white out everywhere in the 

world. And then I arrived at the fortress known as the Salem Institute for the Criminally 

Insane. I walked into its clean white interior, the demented screams of the insane echoing 

throughout the halls as though they were lost souls trying to escape the eternal damnation of 

hell. Then a man dressed in white scrubs so bright and clean that he looked like a ghost said 

to me in an incredibly cheery voice, “How may I help you, Sir? Are you here to visit 

someone?”  

“My name is detective Isaac Diabolus. I’m here to see my brother, James Diabolus.”  

“Ah, right this way, Sir,” he said in his incredibly cheery tone, then lead me down a 

sleek white hallway which—coupled with the screams—may as well have been the entrance 

to hell. There I sat in a white, box-shaped padded room with a single clear plastic table in its 

center of the room.  Then he walked in. Sitting down in the plastic chair with a dull thud, my 

brother looked twenty years older than his actual age. He said in a tired voice, “Well, well, 

well, long time no see brother.”   

“How have you been?” I said.  

“I’ve been okay. Now quit with the small talk and get to the point—it’s been three years, 

and this is the first time you’ve been here for a visit,” he said, in a suddenly-irritated tone.  

“Fine,” I replied. “There have been five murders in past three weeks.”  

“Well, as I you can see, I’m right here,” he said, a sarcastic smirk across his face.  

“Well I can see that, but has anyone else ever visited out here, ever figured out exactly 

how you do it—anyone who could have been a copycat?”  

“Oh, there’s no copycat. It’s still the original killer out there.”  

“Liar!” I stood up and shouted. “You’re in here, so how the original killer can still be out 

there?”  

He just laughed to himself and said, “If you haven’t figured it out by now then I’m not 

going to tell you. At least, not yet.” 

            With that I left, frustrated, and went home. As I fell asleep I could see that night 

again, although it flashed, like the psychotic shaking perspective from a horror movie. The 

liquor, the beating over and over and again and again, the blood, and the screaming. I awoke, 

but this time there was no tear, only a sense of confusion. How did he get the knife? I thought 

to myself, puzzled. I never saw him walk past me, never heard him get up—just there he 

was, knife in hand.  

But I had no time to think about that. I had to get up, and once again my phone rang to 

tell me there was another body. 

“Already?” I said. “There’s never two killings this close—there’s always about two or 

three days in between them.”  

As I left and opened my door, I noticed that there were footprints in the snow leading 

up to my house. I noticed this because mine were gone, covered by the falling snow, but the 

strangest thing was the bloody hand print on my door knob. “What the hell is going on?” I 

said. I had no time to think, and besides, it was probably just an injured bum looking for aid.  

I arrived at the crime scene, the air now so cold it could make the dead shiver. And 

again, it was all the same: two people, a man and a woman, both stabbed to death 21 times 

and just after leaving a bar, and as usual the bar tender didn’t see anything. “Dammit!” I  

yelled in a frustrated tone. And with that, I got in my car, slammed the door, and sped off.  

I walked again through the gates of hell and the screaming confirmed where I was. I  
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walked into the room where my brother was being held and yelled, “cut the crap, James—tell 

me who the killer is, or at least anything you know!”  

“Alright,” he said reluctantly. “I want you to pull out your phone and get the selfie 

camera.” 

I did as he said, and as I looked into the camera I said “Okay, what am I looking at?”  

“Why, the killer of course. It’s you, Isaac. It has been all along.” 

“What is this nonsense? You need to tell me the truth, now!” I said in an even angrier 

tone.  

“I am, but let me ask you, Isaac how well do you remember that night where our lives 

changed forever?”  

“Just fine,” I said, calming down. “After we got the usual crap beat out of us by our 

liquored-up deadbeat parents, you somehow walked into the kitchen and grabbed a knife and 

then proceeded to stab our parents over and over and over until there was more blood on you 

than in them.”  

“That’s what I suspected. Well the truth is a little different… you see, you don’t 

remember me grabbing that knife because I didn’t grab it—you did, and you stabbed and 

stabbed and stabbed until their last breath was torn away by your blade, and after that the 

shock of what you’d done broke your mind and gave you two alternate personalities—the civil 

and sane one, and then your psychotic side who kills to fill his need.”  

“What need?” I said, confused. “Your need to lash out at our parents. As you know, all 

the victims have been drunk couples about our parents’ age. Also, I bet other strange things 

have been happening, like maybe you can’t remember things or old memories popping up 

that you haven’t had in a while.” 

Immediately I went to my dream and the blood and footprints on my front porch.  I 

remembered the jacket I couldn’t find last week. And James started laughing and said, 

“Well, that would be your other personality coming back into play.  He’s been dormant for 

some time. You were convinced you had stopped it by arresting me and like the good 

protective brother I always was, I took the fall so that your life wouldn’t be ruined.”  

“You’re lying. That’s it—you’re lying to try and trick me!” I said.  

“Just admit it, Isaac, your memories are starting to come back. You remember the way 

you stabbed them, the way the blood felt on your face, and the way that you looked at me 

with that cold soulless stare and I stood there horrified, and night after night when we left 

you would disappear and—”  

“Stop it right now!” I yelled, and then I just sat there shaking my head and said “No it 

can’t be true… it can’t be true” over and over again. Then I got up and left without a second 

thought.   

But the entire way home it came back to me, every horrific moment, every terrified 

scream, every drop of blood hitting my face. “No, it wasn’t me… my mind had been warped 

and twisted,” I said over and over, at one point screaming it to myself like a man about to 

die. I was going to leave it at that. If it was me then I would try and stop it… now that I was 

conscious of it, it would be easier. I ran into my house and sat on my couch, repeating to 

myself over and over and over again like a madman pleading, “It can’t be me, I didn’t do, it 

was the other personality— that broken-minded devil inside me did it, not me.” And after 

hours of saying that to myself I went to sleep, content in that fact that I would not turn 

myself in, planning on how to control myself; and with that last thought I slipped into a deep 

sleep, but this time I didn’t dream of beatings and death. I saw myself with a twisted face, 

my expression warped, and it said, “Why, Isaac, why won’t you accept me now that you know 

about me?” and I awoke screaming bloody murder. 

For the next few days, at least, I didn’t dream. Instead I lay there, awake in my white-

padded room, content with sitting in the physical manifestation of hell, listening to the 

tormented souls of the damned as they scream and yell their maddening screams. For I have 

saved countless lives and that of my brother’s as well by locking myself away in this padded 

room, deep inside the hell that is also known as The Salem Institute for The Criminally 

Insane. 
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Mental Illness 
by Aaren Johnson 

Two summers ago, I watched a show called Shameless. In the show there was a 

character named Ian. I was captivated by this character because for the first time that 

I’d ever seen, a show didn’t romanticized what mental illness looked like; instead, you 

were looking at the raw and uncut version. Ian was 23 when he was diagnosed with 

bipolar disorder, which was passed down to him by his mother. We saw how he 

struggled to take his medication, because it would make him feel numb. But without 

the pills he would go through emotional highs and lows. One day he’d be this fun, 

optimistic, upbeat person, and the next day he could barely bring himself to get out of 

bed. 

The study of the human mind has always captivated me; a human mind is a 

powerful thing. Psychopathology is the study of mental disorders, including efforts to 

understand their genetic, biological, psychological, and social causes. Mental illness has 

played a role in our existence for a long time, and has had life threatening impacts in 

our history. Mental illness doesn’t discriminate between any gender or race, and can 

occur at any age. It has many different manifestations, such as bipolar disease, 

depression, schizophrenia, and post-traumatic stress disorder. All of these are different 

from one another, all are caused by different circumstances, and all need very special 

treatment.  

People with mental illness have always been treated negligently or hidden away so 

nobody would have to deal with this issue. There have been 22 school shootings in the 

past year, and 297 mass shootings. This comes from a lack of the knowledge that would 

allow us to detect the warning signs of someone with mental illness. Mental illness is a 

very sensitive topic for some people, but there is a highly-important conversation that 

we need to have in order to prevent these tragedies from happening.  

We must remember that people with mental illness are still humans and should be 

treated as such. They shouldn’t be heavily sedated to the point where they can’t 

function.  They should not be locked away in a room for 24 hours. People with mental 

illness are more likely to be victimized than the general population, ten times more, on 

average, than people who commit violent crimes. They often suffer from humiliation 

and guilt because of how people treat them based on a condition that is out of their 

control. 

I think that fear is what makes mental illness such an untouched topic. There are 

people out here who are born without any remorse or sense of morality. Did you know 

that three percent of the people you meet in your life walk around without a conscience? 

Studies show that these psychopaths have reduced connections within their 

ventromedial prefrontal cortex, the part of the brain that is responsible for sentiments 

such as empathy and guilt, and which meditates fear and anxiety. We have seen many 

examples of these cases, including Ted Bundy, Jeffrey Dahmer, John Wayne Gacy, and 

the Zodiac killer. It is amazing how they almost got away with it due to the people’s 

disbelief that someone could do the unthinkable and not feel anything.  

              I believe that if we took the time to sit down and study people like this, we 

would be able to detect the early signs before it’s too late. Looking to the future, I hope 

that we will be able to put people with mental illness in a place where they can live 

normally and be treated for their illness properly. 
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Dark Side 

by Safari Judkins 

 
Toes, feet, and legs, an average human being. 

How they grow over the years,  

Creating memories over a lifetime. 

Motivated at a young age, they set their dreams to heights they can achieve; 

How joyful! 

Yet with everyone, a dark side under a smile. 
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