
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dear our lovely reader,  

Mosaic 



Dear Lovely Readers,  

With our greatest gratitude, we proffer a big thank you for choosing to read 
this year’s volume of The Varina High School Review. For our twelfth annual edition, 
we have collected beautiful art pieces, poems, short stories, and essays that our 
students chose to showcase. We hope that as you turn the pages of this magazine, 
you will dive into the wondrous abditory of easy-stroked paint amongst lines of 
pristine sentences that illustrate the many talents of the students of Varina High 
School. The past year has been a tough ride for everyone, which is why we want to 
thank the students and teachers who worked together to bring forth another 
wonderful literary magazine. Despite the pandemic being an obstacle, one that we 
battled together, this hardship has not prevented the artistry from shining from 
beneath the layers of our students.  

We also want to thank Dawn Vass, Britt Wiedmeier, Carole Flory, and Krysta 
Robinson for their assistance in helping to exhibit the stunning art presented 
throughout this magazine. As you will see, the designs shown candidly embody the 
spirit not only of the students and faculty, but of the school, as well.  

Another thanks goes out to the Varina High School Creative Writing Club, 
including Mars Beazley, Autumn Bonds, Ashana Cotton, Amanda Crider, Alaina 
Gray, Akeem Scruggs, Cassidy Moogalian, DeShaun Morris, Kamari Stovall, 
Lynnette Kay Jones, Tyler Fernandez, and our faculty sponsor, Mr. Matthew Cullen. 

Yours Sincerely,  
Cassidy Moogalian 

Mosaic was edited by Cassidy Moogalian, Antavious Bell, Erica Diaz, Taylor Gilmore, 
Akeem Scruggs, Alaina Gray, Sakara Bailey, Chance Chapin, Quincy Clark, Miles 
Coleman, Amanda Crider, India Gayles, Christopher Grant, Craijaun Lewis, and 
Armani Ford. 

Our cover art was created by Mars Beazley, Glenn Richburg, Gabrielle Tyler, Davis 
Carter, Seth Chapman, Yorleny Duran, Sy’Mia Judkins, Victoria Allen, Christine 
Loiseau, Keyona Gregory, Josh Crenshaw, Brody Titanish, and Haley Gantz. 

Our cover was designed by Armani Ford, Alaina Gray, Akeem Scruggs, Amanda 
Crider, and Craijaun Lewis. 
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eccedentesiast darling 
 
the fabulist's prelude 
hums your discourteous motif. 
lies reside behind your feigned gleam. 
it isn't what it seems, as you lie between your teeth. 
strip the plastic from your box, i want all of you. 
don't hide from my eyes, darling. 
a willow tree will only weep without a winter rain. 
 
delicate as a flower. 
sad as a sonnet. 
fold a pinky promise 
into a shawl and 
wrap me near until 
my voice is all you can hear 
and can sense my shaking 
arms are with you as 
the towers of fear tier. 
 
morning comes, onerous to greet the day. 
    why didn't you stay? 
lemures become you, phantom of a misbelief. 
pillow is bare, you were just here. 
all i carry is a shard of glass. a memoire of you. 
 
why did you have to leave me, too? 

 
—Cassidy Moogalian 
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India 

I see the old Taj Mahal, 
The hot sun beaming on me like flat irons, 
Families strolling down the streets, slow as snails. 
A tiger with thick yellow fur and dark stripes 
Roars with strength, grace, and power. 
I taste the chickpea stew, 
Smell the fresh breeze,  
And feel the air cool as the sun sets. 
My ears ring like a telephone. 
I hear the kids laughing in twilight, 
And see their pretty smiles. 
I’ll be there someday. 
In India, I’ll wait. 

—India Gayles 

Glenn Richburg 
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Keyona Gregory 



The Rescue 
by Wanja Kimethu, Chandler Nixon, Natural Green, Rachel McConnell, Michaela Banks, Ki’Mari Michaux, 

Dominique Melton, and Charles Stamper 

 
Jason pried the window open and slipped into the dark kitchen.  He’d scoped 

out the house and decided that this was the best way to quickly get inside, to the 
underground bunker that held the items he needed to steal in the next three hours.  
After disabling the security code, opening the window wasn’t much of a challenge 
for someone with his skills. 

As a precaution, he pulled a small metal canister from his toolbelt, spraying 
water mist into the empty air in front of him.  His guess was correct:  the water vapor 
revealed lasers, red and blue, cutting through the darkness.  One touch and he would 
lose his finger. 

He heard a dog bark somewhere in the next room, then sniffing sound.  The 
nose of a large canine brushed and exhaled against the closed kitchen door.  
Someone shouted from the second floor: “shut up, Polo!  Go back to sleep…” 

Jason slid beneath the security lasers, pulling across the cold, smooth floor.  
He heard the footsteps of the dog outside the kitchen door. It followed him, its chain 
scraping as it moved.   

Jason crawled into the dining room.   
“Who’s in there?” a voice demanded, right outside the dining room door.  A 

moment went by and then the door to the dining room swung open and Thomas, his 
best friend, entered the room.   

A sense of relief washed over him.  He didn’t understand why Thomas was 
here, but he trusted his best friend with his life.  Maybe Thomas could help him out 
of this situation.  Maybe Thomas could help him save his wife from the people who 
were forcing him to commit this crime.   

Jason got to his feet.  Thomas looked at him, looking less surprised than Jason 
expected.   

“Hi, Thomas.  Can you help me?” 
“Of course I can help you.  What are you doing here?” 
“I’m, uh… I mean, what are you doing here?” 
“I’m house-sitting.  How about you?” 
 “My uncle and his crew kidnapped Gabrielle.  If I don’t steal the diamond 

necklace hidden somewhere in the basement of this house then they’re going to kill 
her.  How do you know the Jansens?” 
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“Your uncle?  The one who owns the big building downtown?  I’d heard that he 
was shady but I didn’t know that he was that bad.  I’ve been friends with the Jansens 
for years.  They’re in Japan for a month and asked me to keep an eye on the place.” 

“So will you help me?  They’ll kill her, Tom… I’ll pay the Jansens back 
somehow, I just have to save her.” 

“Of course, man, you know I’d give my life for you.  Let’s do this and save her.”   
 
The basement was huge, running all along the east side of the mansion.  

Thomas stood next to him, peering into the darkness.  “You first, Jason… I’ve never 
been down here.”  

Jason took two steps forward.  His second footstep came down on something 
like a thick cord.  He felt a sudden tightness wrench around his ankle, and then he 
was up, pulled into the air like a damp piece of laundry hung out to dry.  The trap-
rope tight was pulled tight around his ankle, and now he dangled from the ceiling 
with his head about six feet from the floor.  He called out to Thomas for help.  

But Thomas was gone. 
Jason didn’t know what had happened to Thomas.  Maybe he’d gotten scared 

and ran away, or maybe he was off looking for something to cut the rope and free 
Jason’s leg.  It didn’t matter.  There was no time—Gabby needed him, so he had to 
get free and pull off this heist in order to save her.  

He saw a hunting knife on a nearby shelf, wedged between two canisters of 
motor oil.  He started to swing himself like a pendulum, moving back and forth in the 
dark basement air, trying not to bash his head against the boxes and random dusty 
objects piled up nearby.   

But even at the furthest point of his swing, he could not quite reach it.  His 
change in position, though, did let him see that the basement door was cracked, just 
enough for someone to look through. Jason grew nervous when he noticed this. He 
wanted to give up, to just hang there until something happened, but he knew that if 
he did that then they would kill Gabrielle.  He swung himself harder and harder, 
stretching out his hand for the hunting knife. 

As Jason was swinging and swinging, he heard the basement door creak, then 
footsteps coming down the stairs.  He was frightened; there was no way to hide. 

Suddenly, he felt relief—it was Thomas, come back to save him. 
“Thank God you’re here, I was worried that you wouldn’t come back and help 

me.”  His best friend simply looked at him. 
“I didn’t come here to save you.  I came here to betray you.” 
 “But, why?” Jason said. 
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“You trust people too much to be a good thief.  This was going to happen to 
you eventually, so it is better that it’s me instead of someone else,” Thomas laughed. 

Jason stared at him, unable to speak. 
“Get out of there and do this, fast, or your wife is dead,” Thomas said, 

seemingly without emotion.  Jason watched as the man he thought was his best 
friend looked around then reached down and picked up a screwdriver, placing it on a 
box just within Jason’s reach.  Then Thomas turned and walked into the darkness.  
Jason heard the stairs creaking as he ascended.  A moment later, the basement door 
slammed shut. 

Jason grabs the screwdriver then begins to swing himself violently, straining 
to reach the hunting knife.  With the screwdriver, he just barely manages to knock 
the knife from the shelf so that it falls down on top of a box a couple feet closer to 
him.  He angles himself and reaches it and quickly cuts himself free, falling into the 
boxes and other objects with a heavy splat. 
 His fall causes a book to fall from the shelf beside him, revealing a strange red 
button.  Jason stumbles to his feet, and as he puts pressure on his right ankle he feels 
pain shooting up from it and hears it crack. Back on the floor again, he looks around 
and finds some string and old rags and two pieces of scrap wood, which he ties in 
place around his ankle to make a splint. When he gets up he is able to walk over to 
the red button that had been covered by the book.  It clicks when he presses it, and 
the entire bookshelf slides out of the way.  There, laid out in a small compartment 
right in front of him, is the diamond necklace. 
 A quick inspection reveals that the necklace is on a pressure plate, but does 
not seem to have any other alarms or barriers protecting it.  Jason uses the hunting 
knife to cut a piece off of the rope that had trapped his leg, then quickly replaces the 
necklace with it.  No alarm goes off, at least as far as he can hear.  He places the 
necklace into a small bag, feeling relieved. 
 Turning around slowly he heads for the stairs, thinking to himself, “I did it—
after all of this, I can finally see my wife.” He begins walking up the steps, looking 
back once at the place where he could have lost his life, before carefully opening the 
door and leaving the dark cold basement. 
 

Thomas is sitting in a chair in the living room drinking coffee. Crawling so that 
Thomas’s view is blocked by the dining room couch, Jason moves quietly through 
the kitchen before popping up and slipping out the open window. Outside he sees a 
white van at the end of the driveway, its engine running.  Running over to it, he 
opens its large side door then hears pounding footsteps coming up behind him.  He 
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turns to find Thomas with a bat in his hand. “Where do you think you’re going?” his 
former friend snarls.  Jason swings the van door and hits Thomas in his face, causing 
him to stumble and fall on the ground.  

“Jason!”  It is his wife’s voice, coming from inside the van.  Jason holds out the 
necklace and a hand comes out of the darkness and snatches it.  The driver presses 
down on the gas and the van jumps forward so that the open door slams into Jason, 
sending him sprawling to the ground as it speeds away. 

“Gabby!”  Jason cries out as he watches the van drive off down the long 
driveway.  He sees that Thomas has disappeared once again.  He runs down the 
driveway after the van.  He knows where they are taking her.  He has to get back to 
his car and over to his uncle’s building, fast. 

 
His uncle Harold’s building, the Sixth-Street Tower, was over 50 stories tall and 

had a number of basement levels.  On the lowest one was a long hallway that most 
people didn’t even know was there.  Jason walked through the door at the end of this 
hallway and into a huge room that was like a sweatshop, crowded with people 
screaming and cursing, steam rising from every corner.  In the center of the room 
was a boxing ring, with two men punching and wrestling each other.  He needed to 
his uncle’s office in the backroom, with its elevator that led right up to his uncle’s 
luxury suite.  Jason walked through the dark shadows at the edge of the crowd, 
trying not to make eye contact with anyone.   

Suddenly a tall, wide man in tan pants and a black dress shirt appeared beside 
him.  He saw other men moving through the crowd, coming towards him.  “Wrong 
way,” the big man said.  “Your uncle says that you’re going into the ring.” 
 

His right hand slammed into his opponent’s jaw.  Jason heard teeth grinding 
against teeth and the sound of the man’s breath shooting out of his mouth.  The man 
bounced off the canvas, unconscious, as the crowd gasped. 

Jason looked out into the crowd and saw his uncle’s men coming towards the 
ring.  They probably hadn’t expected him to win.  One of them whistled and raised 
his hand, pointing at Jason.  Jason dove between the ring ropes and ran into the 
crowd, bobbing and weaving, then hid behind a thick metal support beam.  They’d 
do more than make him fight this time, now that they’d finished with that game, and 
he had to find a way to get past them.  

He sensed someone behind him, the man in the black dress shirt, but he was 
too slow.  Pain filled his mind, and all saw was darkness. 
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They’d tied him to a chair.  It was a large room with thick curtains covering all 
the windows.  Out from the shadows stepped a man of medium height in a black 
suit.  He’d changed his clothes and his nose was swollen from where Jason had hit it 
with the door of the van, but Jason instantly recognized his former best friend and 
betrayer, Thomas.  Following beside him was an older, bald-headed man in a 
wheelchair, his beard white:  Jason’s uncle, Harold Green.   

“What’s going on?  Why am I tied up?” 
The two men began laughing. 
“I’m pretty sure that by now you’ve guessed what we want,” growled the older 

man. 
“Uncle Harry, I have no idea what you want.  And where is Gabby?” 
The older man gestured to the younger one, who pulled one of the curtains 

aside.  Light streamed in and Jason squinted his eyes.  Out on the balcony he saw his 
wife staring through the window at him, zip-tied to a chair, a man standing next to 
her pointing a pistol at her head.  They were high up on the top floor of his uncle’s 
55-story building. 

“You know what we want.  The necklace was for Thomas so that he would 
help us out.  But now you are going to sign over the deed to the company to me, and 
we will release Gabrielle unharmed.”   

“Grandma left the company to me because she knew about your real 
business.  But you still think that I stole it from you?” 

“You talk about stealing, but only one of us is a convicted thief.” 
“That was years ago.  You know I’m clean now.”   
“Yeah, me too.”  His uncle smirked.  “Clean, no matter what I do today.”   
Jason pushed himself up suddenly – as fast as he could – then slammed his 

entire body down sideways against the tile floor.  The back of the chair snapped and 
he sprung to his feet, his arms freed.  Out on the balcony his wife’s leg shot up, 
knocking the gun from the man’s hand.  On her feet now she drove a knee into the 
man’s groin, causing him to double over, then drilled her elbow into the back of his 
neck, sending him flopping to the ground, unconscious. 

Thomas came at him and threw a left hook.  Jason blocked the punch and 
countered by grabbing Thomas’s forearm, bending it back as his former friend 
howled in pain.  Jason rammed his shoulder into Thomas’s chest, sending him 
crashing into a nearby table.  Gabrielle ran in from the balcony and they hugged 
each other in what felt like the biggest hug ever.  His uncle froze in surprise at first 
then rolled quickly back towards the corner of the room, gesturing frantically at 
someone that Jason couldn’t see. 

10 



At that moment the elevator door exploded inward.  Eight men in bulletproof 
vests stormed in, the yellow SWAT logo clearly visible on their chests.  Gabrielle 
stood beside him, her hand on his shoulder.   

“’Cuff ‘em” his uncle snarled. 
Three large SWAT-team members walked towards them, handcuffs dangling 

from their gloved hands, while the other five raised the barrels of their assault rifles.   
“This is illegal!”  Gabby cried out, stunned. 
Looking at one of the advancing SWAT team members, Jason spotted the 

insignia of the Red Dogs unit.  He looked at the name stitched on the man’s uniform:  
Miller.  Miller from the Red Dogs.  He knew this man – Miller, the man who had 
arrested him and convinced him to get clean.  The man who had saved his life.  

Jason flashed the Red Dogs hand sign, thumping the rock of his right hand 
into the flat palm of his left.  Miller froze in his tracks, looking at him more closely.  
“Jason?”  

“Miller, remember the guy whose name I wouldn’t give up, the one who 
trained me and told me what to steal?  It was my uncle, Harold Green.  The man who 
your unit is working for now.  I don’t know what he told you, but it was all a lie.”   

Miller’s hand shot out towards Jason’s stomach and he doubled over, 
expecting the hit.  But Miller was pressing some small metal object up against 
Jason’s midsection.  A flash-bang grenade.  Jason grabbed it as Miller turned and 
moved quickly away. 

Jason jumped into the glass window, breaking it.  His wife jumped out behind 
him.  The room behind them was full of smoke and their coughing, disoriented 
enemies.  They step over the railing of his uncle’s balcony then jump down to a 
smaller one about twenty feet down from them.  Inside on that floor they take the 
stairs, running down flight after flight until they find a way to leave the building 
through a side door.   

Back at their house they close and lock the door then grab the basics they will 
need plus the deed to the company.  They hear a loud banging at the front door, so 
Jason looks out through the peep hole and sees Miller, who looks like he is in a hurry.  
Jason decides to trust him and let him in, and Miller looks at Jason seriously for a few 
seconds then goes in for a hug.   

“Jason, it’s good to see you man,” Miller says, happy.  
“It’s good to see you too Miller, but what are you doing here, you going to turn 

me in after helping me escape?” Jason asked, extremely worried. 
 “Jason, man, you are like a son to me.  Of course I’m not going to turn you in.  

And now that I know that the man we were investigating when we caught you years 
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ago was your uncle, we have a good chance of busting him if we work from the 
evidence that we already have.  I’m here to help, so grab your stuff and follow me 
quickly!”   

They grab their stuff and follow Miller to his car.  He drives them to an airport 
just outside of town.  Parked in the drop-off area, Miller hands them plane tickets.  

“Miller, I don’t understand,” Jason says, confused. 
“Like I said, you are like a son to me, and family takes care of family.  This was 

my surprise to my wife for our anniversary, but you need them more, and I can make 
it up to her somehow. These are round-trip tickets, but you’d better make it one-way 
for a while,” Miller says with a genuine smile.   

Jason takes the tickets. “Thanks man, this means more to me than you will 
ever know,” Jason says, hopeful that he and his wife will now be safe.   

Miller is staring at a white van coming up the concourse and rushes Jason and 
Gabrielle out of the car. “Now go, quickly, get out of here!” Miller says in a rush. 

“Thanks again man, I will see you again one day, I promise,” Jason says as he 
and his wife run into the airport.  It’s crowded, but they make it to the flight desk.  
“Flight 315 for Hawaii,” Jason reads off the ticket. 

“You made it just in time, Sir.  That flight is about to take off in a few minutes.”  
The attendant points to the door leading to the plane. 

Kevin and his wife make a run for it, down the gangway and onto the plane.  A 
few minutes later the plane takes off, soaring into the air, taking them to their new 
life in an island paradise. 
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The Beach 

The warmth of the sun,  
The soft brown sand. 
Salt in your hair, mouth, and clothes.  
You’ll be sun-kissed and tanned.  
Ripples on the water,  
The waves crash the shore. 
The aqua blue colors, 
The shells and sailboats and 
The smell of salty water. 
The calm of the beach  
Repairs my soul. 

—Natural Green 

Ashantee Henderson 
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Student Perspectives:  Zoey Arms 

 

Understanding the Misunderstood 

          Everyone has a battle they’re facing.  Not everyone wants it to be known that 
they are going through something.  Some people want reach out for help, but what 
if they don’t know how?  We can make it easier by listening and trying to see the 
points of view of others. 
          When I was about seven, I was walking down the street with my family at a 
market in Germany.  It was the Winterfest, and people were out and about, talking 
and smiling.  It was amazing!  My stepdad took me over towards a bratwurst stand, 
and there was a guy sitting on the ground, huddled in a blanket. He had torn up 
clothes and dirt on his face.  It was obvious that he was freezing cold.  I didn’t really 
understand why he was in that condition.  I asked my stepfather, and he told me that 
the man was most likely homeless. “How can he be homeless?” I thought.  “Everyone 
has a home.  Why doesn’t he live with his family?  He has to have a family, right?”  My 
stepfather was a stern man who didn’t feel like explaining to a seven-year-old that 
not everyone has other people to rely upon.  
         The next day, during German class, I asked my teacher why some people don’t 
have homes.  The teacher didn’t quite like that I was interrupting her class with an 
off-topic question, but she was intrigued by my eagerness.  After we finished the 
lesson that we had been working on, she decided to tell us the story of a young 
woman who had nothing.  
           The story was about an immigrant woman who had to move away from home 
because of terrible things that were happening in her country, including famine and 
war.  She moved all the way to America, where she was alone. She had no one, and 
when she tried to reach out for help, no one would give her the time of day. No one 
stopped to hear her story or give her support.  

I never really understood the story when I was seven, but when I moved to the 
States three years later, I did. When I moved to America, no one seemed to be able 
to understand what I was saying or what I meant.  I spent a lot of my time trying to 
learn English and use it properly.  I felt misunderstood and left out.  My experience 
was not the same as the man on the street or the woman from the story, but 
sometimes, like them, I felt that I had no one.  I learned from this how important it is 
to take the time to try to understand a person, to understand their feelings, 
experiences, and viewpoint.  
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Story from a River 

The always-rushing river 
Tells you many stories 

When you meet its gaze. 

—Taylor Gilmore 

 

Tranquility 

Green leaves falling down, 
Sunlight gazing through shadows. 

Tranquility reigns. 

—Chance Chapin 

 

Mars Beazley 
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Student Perspectives:  Brianna Johnson 

 

Be You 

          Have you noticed how some people will codeswitch or change their appearance 
for other people?  I can answer this with a definite yes, because I’ve seen that many 
people feel that they can’t be themselves in public without being criticized. Everyone 
in the world is meant to be different, so ignore the hate and just be that real person 
living inside of you, the one who’s not afraid of judgmental humans. 
          For many years I’ve watched my little sister grow—through elementary, middle 
and high school—into someone very unexpected.  Ever since her first three years in 
grade school, she was very outspoken.  She was rambunctious, the boss of her pack. 
Then in middle school she was homeschooled, which resulted in less interaction with 
her peers, creating a quiet, isolated teenager.  Her style and demeanor changed 
dramatically once she wasn’t involved in conversations about whatever was 
trending; it gave her the chance to dive deep into the water and create the person 
that best fit her personality.  Although my sister and I have nothing in common 
involving our style and demeanor, I truly love her personality and choice of style, and 
I’ve always given her positive feedback on things that made her happy, even if it’s 
something that wouldn’t match my preferences.  Just like my sister, you should 
never let anyone question what keeps you happy or how you prefer to live your life. 
Always follow your own path, because you’ll soon be out in the world, creating new 
trends of your own.  So if you want to rock a natural ‘fro with no gel or accessories, a 
bare face with no makeup or lashes, or even hipster clothes, then do it!  Your job isn’t 
to make people’s jaw drop just because you have on the newest Jordans or own an 
expensive handbag.  Instead, just stick to what best fits your personality.  Make sure 
that you are happy first, with your decisions building on the confidence you have in 
yourself. 
 At some point you might as yourself, “Should I really continue to be myself, or 
should I just listen to everyone else, and stick to what’s popular?” You might want to 
do this to avoid criticism, thinking that no one would judge your preferences 
anymore.  But everyone is unique in their own way, and no one is meant to have the 
same creative mindset.  Live your life how you desire, not for others but for you. 
Learn to make yourself happy without changing who you are. 
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The End is the Beginning 
by Robert Jones, Jordan Pierce, Franklin Brown, Trinity Adkins, Kaden Wegscheider, and Caitlin Coleman 

 
She hears footsteps outside the door.  Clutching the keys tightly, she slid into 

the corner of the room, her body changing color and shape as she moved until she 
looked like a tall black lamp, its bulb dim.  Through the glass-and-wire window she 
sees a dark shadow. 

A doctor enters the room swiftly, his long, white lab coat trailing behind him.  
He pulls out a plastic syringe full of green liquid and injects its contents into his neck.  
His eyes turn red and his body starts to lose its shape, melting down towards the 
floor.   

Soon he has turned into a large red blob covering most of the floor.  She can 
still make out his face in the center of it, and as she watches it rises up on a long 
stretching neck, and looks right at her. 

Breaking out of her shifted form, she lunges towards the door.  A slimy red 
arm shoots out from the blob and slams it shut.  More arms grow, wrapping 
themselves around her arms, her legs, her waist and neck, drawing her into it.   

Her skin burns as the alien slowly begins to digest her.  Immediately, she 
causes her body temperature to drop, drawing on her power to exert control over 
her form.  Her body grows colder and colder, down to zero and then below, until the 
creature’s red body hardens to ice all around her.  Shrinking her body down to the 
size of a small rat, she crawls out through a gap between the alien’s frozen body and 
the ice cold floor. 
 

Rain poured down in hard sheets of water, soaking her coat, splattering off the 
hood of the overheated ambulance.  She’d stolen it and made her escape from the 
hospital, but now she was stranded just a few miles down the road, in the middle of 
nowhere.   

Blue lightning hits the ground about ten yards away from her, right in the 
middle of the road.  Heat and light slams into her, knocking her to the ground.  She 
watches in terror as a glowing red sphere forms in the air above the point of impact.  
A burning yellow crack forms in its side as it splits open.  Inside she sees glowing blue 
hallways leading off in every direction. 

A sudden suction of air pulls her forward, through the portal, which closes 
behind her as though it had never existed. 

She walks down the nearest hallway, which glows blue, every part of it 
covered with a jelly-like slime that dripped from the walls and ceiling.  She hears the 
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sounds of things talking, even though no one is around, gibberish words that 
shouldn’t make sense but which she understands perfectly.  They seem to be asking 
her to turn over the planet Earth to them, as if she is some kind of leader, some sort 
of superior member of the human species who could do that for them.  Scared and 
confused, she continues walking down the strange hallway. 

Eventually she reaches a door.  It is made of dark glass, and through it she can 
see shapes moving on the other side.  The shadows stop moving, then turn towards 
her.  The door slides open and she sees four large, reptilian creatures standing in a 
circle, their green-scaled heads looking right at her. 

Why can I hear you in my head?  She thinks at them.   
Something strange is happening to her ears.  It feels as though they are 

shrinking, or dissolving without any pain.  She reaches up and touches her right ear 
and actually feels it getting smaller.   

Their laughter fills her mind as the aliens respond to her question with a 
feeling of amusement.  Anger fills her, and she moves to punch the nearest alien 
with her right hand.  Something is wrong with her speed and balance, and the alien 
dodges easily.  She looks down and sees that the skin on her hand is cracking, flaking 
off, still without any pain. Underneath she sees a new skin, green and scaly.  At the 
base of her spine a bump of flesh starts pushing out, growing at an alarming rate.   

One of the alien’s tails loops out, wrapping around her legs, lifting her from 
the ground as easily as if she was a tiny bird.   

She stops struggling and stares at the creature. 
Please, just tell me what is happening here, she thinks.  What are you, and why 

are you doing this?   
But she knows.  These are aliens, and the people who had kidnapped her and 

brought her to the hospital were aliens disguised as humans.  And they want the 
Earth.   

Why was I chosen?  How did you find me?   
They tell her that she is an alien who has been disguised for years.  Had she 

ever wondered why she could control her body like she did, changing her shape and 
color and temperature?  Had she ever wondered why she never slept but never got 
tired?  She wasn’t human.  She was one of them.  Her mission had been to secure the 
planet Earth for them, to make it ready for their arrival.  But something had gone 
wrong:  she had become too human.  She had married and had a daughter.  She had 
forgotten what she really was.   

She runs back into the hallway, refusing to believe, hearing in her head the 
disturbing sounds of gibberish coming from the group of aliens that was coming 
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down the hallway after her.  She senses other ones up ahead, blocking her only 
route, her only chance of freedom.   

She thinks fast, deciding that she will try to fight them off before more of 
them show up. The aliens up ahead are different from the others, red and slimy like 
the one at the hospital.  She can feel now that she is one of the reptilian aliens, with a 
large strong body and a whipping tail.  The four red-slime creatures continue to 
block the hallway in front of her, speaking into her mind in their strange language. 
The woman finally unshrunk herself and went straight after one of the aliens.   

She goes straight after the nearest one, jumping and bringing her wide feet 
down on it hard, sending it splattering everywhere.  At that the other three let out a 
terrifying screech, calling other aliens for backup. She sees that the one she 
splattered has partially reformed and is winding itself around her feet, making it hard 
for her to move.  Multiple arms grow out of the other three, pinning her against the 
slime-covered wall. 

She knows that more aliens are on the way, but she has no idea how to get out 
of the situation.  She squirms and tries to maneuver her way out of the aliens’ arms, 
but there are too many of them for her, and they do not budge.   

Then the backup alien group arrives, more gelatinous red ones.  They 
surround her, attaching their tentacle-like arms to her head.  The aliens then begin 
to drain her energy.  She immediately starts to become tired and drowsy, but she 
knows that she cannot give up.  She begins to increase her body temperature, so 
that the entire hallway starts to heat up, and so do the aliens. She clenches her body, 
putting all of her will into producing heat.  

Fire leaps up from the floor.  Then one of the red aliens bursts into flames, 
letting off loud screeches as it thrashes around wildly.  The aliens unhook from her 
and she runs between them, down the hallway towards the entrance room.  She 
feels dizzy and nauseous—the aliens had pumped out so much of her energy and she 
had used up so much energy that she doesn’t have much left, and her vision begins 
to blur as she runs.  Her mind is filled with loud screeches of pain and anger coming 
from aliens all over the ship. She can sense them crawling towards her, can feel their 
presence around every corner.  She is almost at her destination… 

 She runs into the entrance room and finds a muscular, pitch-black alien 
crouching between her and wall that leads to the outside.  This alien has lime-green 
beady eyes, with glinting scales like a fish all over its back.  It opens its mouth in a 
roar and she sees at least three-hundred crocodile-like teeth layered in rows, one on 
top of the other.  Its thick, razor-sharp claws slice through the air as it comes in for 
the attack. 
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She wakes up in darkness, completely helpless.  She tries to move, but fails 
miserably.  Something is draining her away—her thoughts, her memories of her 
husband and her daughter, everything she has learned in her life as a human.  She 
sinks into the darkness. 

When she wakes up hours later, they tell her that they have finally arrived on a 
new planet, called Earth.   
 
 

Brody Titanish 
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Student Perspectives:  Lance Curry 

 

Lessons in Life 

        Every person in the world lives a completely different life.  They go through 
things that you may have never been through.  Yet we judge people.  Why?  After all, 
maybe they have learned a lesson that no one else has learned. Here are two lessons 
I’ve learned in my life. 
          When I was in kindergarten at Ward elementary, I was nervous at school 
because I was away from my mom.  I once cried for at least twenty minutes before I 
had to be escorted to class.  My mom told me to “remember that I’ll always be here 
for you.  You’re in my heart always.”  The lesson I learned is that no matter what, if 
you love that person, something of them will stay in your heart forever.  I have had a 
few difficult experiences in my life, yet this thought has kept me calm, happy, and 
relaxed. 
        At the end of seventh grade, an assistant football coach for my middle school 
came up to me and said “Hey Lance, come over here… have you ever played 
football?” I said no, I’ve never played.  He said “Okay.  Next year come to tryouts, and 
if you don’t like it then you can quit.”  It took me awhile to decide because I wasn’t 
really all that interested, but in the end I went for it and made the team on my first 
try.  It was tough, though, and in the middle of the season the coach said to me 
“Lance, people in life will beat you to the ground if you let them.  Stand up for 
yourself and be proud of who you are.”  He taught me the biggest lesson in life, 
which is be your own person. 
            I have had many other life lessons that have changed my life for the better, but 
those two have stayed with me the most.  I’ve held on to them very tightly, and I’ll 
never forget them as long as I live.  Yet everyone has their own personal life lessons. 
You don’t necessarily need mine—it’s all about what you can figure out from your life 
that ends up being so important that it changes you and helps you. 
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The Water Park 

The smell of chlorine lingering in the air. 
“There's an ice cream stand over there!” 
Splash, splash as the kids hit the bottom. 
“No diving!  That’s a problem…”  
The sun beaming down on me, 
And not even the towels are free. 
Wet little footprints on the ground, 
The colorful slides go around and around. 
Lifeguards blow whistles left to right. 
“I have no service… just one gigabyte.” 
Candy from the mouth, in and out. 
All the parents do is shout! 
Roller coasters go high and low, 
“Honey, come here, it’s time to go.” 
All the families out ‘til dark 
Having fun at the water park. 

—India Gayles 

 

Christine Loiseau 
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Big Feeling 

There’s a big feeling in the pit of my tar-filled guts, 
Uncomfortably settled in the depths of my mind, too. 
It grows until I feel the not-foreign feeling of nausea in the back of my throat. 
Why is it trying to drown me? 
It feels like I’m underwater, 
Gasping for breath, trying to draw in the forbidden and forsaken air, 
Yet my lungs feel crushed under the pressure of the water, 
Or the pressure of my mind. 
I feel guilt for deeds that I have yet to commit, 
The intrusive thoughts that make me feel this way. 
It’s heavy. 
I’m bearing the burden, 
I am the burden, 
But I will live. 
Whether it be for my mother who tells me that my words are like silk to skin, 
Or my sisters who tell me that I know how to be the best me that I can be, 
Or my brother who reminds me of what fire is still left inside of me. 
I will live, so you’ll see. 

—Kaya Morrison 

 

Yorleny Duran 

23 



i didn’t mean for it to be like this 

i'm sorry for the pillow-stained nights and midnight fights. 
you deserve carmine colored roses placed in a vase. 

i'm sorry you cut your lip and sprained your heart. 
i can't do much, i'm only seventeen. 
but if you wish, i can kiss it clean. 

i'm sorry you no longer wish to cradle the moon 
and lean into my doting touch like a teenager dépaysement. 
i've been a little lonely lately, my mind is a daylight nightmare, 
i've forgotten to love you like i should. 

i'm sorry i didn't hold you to me like sticking to spider silk. 
i didn't notice a beauty in the present as i've been counting 
moments like collecting pennies. 
too busy mourning the cost to cherish the amount it can give you. 

i'm sorry you shed your skin every morning 
to release the pattern another man crocheted for you. 
a new day, a new you, only to be replaced and done again. 

i'm sorry i couldn't yield a forever long enough for the two of us. 
time is as fragile as chocolate melted in the sun,  
but we are warm rum stored against ribs in the spring heat. 
we're too treacherous for a simple binding road covered in snow. 

i cannot build a sanctuary for our foliage trees. 
people envy beautiful melodies like you and me. 
i'm sorry, i'm sorry, i'm sorry 

—Cassidy Moogalian 
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