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Hlole lo the Readen:

Thank you for reading these pieces written by the 3rd period Creative Writing class!
It takes courage to sign up for Creative Writing, and even more courage to publish
something for the public eye.

Creative writing is more than self-expression.

These pieces were chosen specifically to impact the reader: YOU. These students
hope to inspire you, see or experience, and learn from their mistakes. Some
students want to inspire you, and some want to make you cringe or laugh. Others
want to let you know that you are not alone.

Although there are no "quills" involved, students are using the power of words to
make a difference. Speaking out is only part of making this difference. The other part
is listening to others, using your imagination, and gaining understanding.

Thank you for reading! | hope this publication encourages you to both produce and
consume ideas. Only then, can we make a difference!

- Mrs. Whittington
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The Hospital Bed

All she does is sit in the hospital bed by herself.
She uses the stupid ice machine and sees the
doctor every two hours to check her vitals. She
had torn her ACL in a soccer game. She then had
to have surgery and now she awaits the time
she will be released. Like a lonely sailboat in
the Pacific Ocean, she lies in the hospital bed
all alone. She doesn’t get much sleep thinking
about the next season, wondering if she’ll ever
play again, pondering the thought of when the
next time she’ll get poked and prodded, and the
pain. She prays and hopes that she will recover
soon so she can get back to walking and
running and more importantly, playing the sport
she loves.

Katie Bennett



She is so beautiful She is also loyal, and not the jealous type

blue and green flashing lights with cords strewn about like gorgeous hair Always turns on when | want her to

When she wakes up you can feel her cool breath press against your leg. and if something’s wrong, she’ll tell me.

A clear body allows you to see her true beauty, She’s not the jealous type

her inside personality when I'm using a different computer | get no complaints.
She is talented She never grows old.

processing hundreds of math problems at once. Fans stop working

She can run too cords get frayed,

She can run and run and run for days without getting tired. but they're simply replaced.

Hey I'm going out with the guys tonight,

hummmmmm.

Hey I'm playing on my Xbox instead instead of with you,
hummmmmm.

Only positive feedback.

By Sawyer Burton
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Mackenzie Gustafson

-.Spoken Word . i
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Whispers: A Collage by Anna Jaarsma

The Flirt

Entering the library was Alige, along with her distinct laugh. She was still giggling from
her friend Cameron talking about catching a unicorn even though he probably wasn’t
smart enough to know what a unicorn was. Cameron raced behind her like a puppy
drooling. Passing by the librarians, Alice smirked and acknowledged them both as if she
knew them from previous visits. Cameron mindlessly followed. She turned and asked,
“Race?” Cameron nodded and before he could get a head start she had already bolted
towards the back. Chasing after her, they flew past adults who raised a few eyebrows but
quickly looked back to their books. Cameron caught up and grabbed her waist as Alice

squealed. “SHH, only whispers,” the nearest librarian snarled.
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My Toilet
By Craig Miller

I think my toilet
hates me.
Like a child being bullied

he is attacked every day.

Every time | complete
my worlk,
he becomes a motorcycle, growling

with rage and fear.

His tears flow down
like a river.
He cleanses his pale white skin

of the filth trapped within.

He just doesn’t understand.
I can’t control it.
Gallon after gallon,

like a burst dam.

But still he sits
on the frigid bathroom floor.

Waiting, watching, worrying

Flush.




enioritis

Perin CoMMURTE
Hicu Scoool

@i rtant f%[

iy ¥

r ¥
ilr.l,_-.

ost times in
lsewhere

ut honestly who wa®

lass is something | cannot b‘r._r

to this frustration
eachers today are out of poWer

. . ) of writing cations
oeu]rust wait until the end of thelllP It is a burden on My CHUTHIN

It has to end beie graduation

go to a public schoo
It'hm oing to miss high school

I’lLL Miss all of the fan'times

we remember that gu o lost 3 :
ball guy “ ‘i -

‘ve had some rough times
ate some dirt



Dom & Letty Toretto: He hands her the necklace,

.’- .l
He starts to slow down, The necl(l}c.t.l'1at holds a

. 5 . secrets,
an interesting car amuses him,

he wants it!

What's more excmng is the gorgi! 0

l1ke they instantly have

dy knows that h Through,

He tried, sh
s she know thatt etrieq, s

And then she findlly/res
missing,

it was family.
Toretto had
But he had s
Toretto, g

to make S

to a vegli

Bridn




Katie Van Zee

The Younger Sister

My brother is 4 years older than
me.

His name is Jon.
Jon with no H.
Make sure you get it right.

Our birthdays are one day apart,
but we are four years apart in age

| remember hearing stories about
how he was mad when | was born

He was never actually mad,

He just didn’t want to admit that
he was happy he now had a little
sister to deal with

| remember the first time he let
me put my “play” makeup on him
and mom got real mad.

When we were little we always
played together everyday.

We rode our bikes around the
farm, and played on the swings
together for hours on end.

| remember the time we moved
and sat on the floor and ate pizza
in our empty new house.

| remember when | broke my leg
two days before kindergarten.
He was there to help me.

We would sit out in lawn chairs
while mom worked in the garden
and he would read to me.

| remember when we would go
outside after it had rained.

We would test how deep the
puddles were with a stick

It was always fun.. until he would
shove me into the puddle

| remember when we made our
own teeter totter above a mud
puddle

He launched me into it.

| got covered in mud from head
to toe, ruining my brand new
shirt.
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Spoken Word Poem by Isabella Wisham, excerpt from Eyes(And
what they can do).

I throw my body ahead of me to catch the underground express,

And throw back glances to check if you're still with me amongst the
mess.

We are fleeting images, racing against the crowds and our curfew.
But that was enough for the eyes.

Enough for the eyes to catch our darting figures,

As flocks of blustering people circle the gaping tunnels.

We are tossed with the turbulent rabble and slip under into darkness
like a mourner's veil.

I hear the cross engines bicker,
Whipping up the air with its panting breath,

Like a beaten dog lapping up the iron tracks as if it had turned into
water.

Its sleek, silver muscles quake with drowsiness,

Even so, it is commanded to push onward for another daily routine.
Chug, Chug, Chugging on coal.

Huffing and sputtering with its heated cheeks.

The doors of the floodgates release their sweating prisoners,

And swarms of people struggle to swim upstream.

The car crams us into its mouth like a greedy child.

Short Story by Isabella Wisham, excerpt
from Holy Ghost.

Steadily the room about me was sinking into
stillness and the pursuer's footsteps were
gradually fading. And yet I began to listen, to
a faint inhale of breath, as if'a living body had
awakened beneath the floorboards: a sound
that was not my own, but perhaps from
another's. It could not have been me, for my
breath was well taken, caught by the common
cold of grief. A vigorous current was pressing
at my door, rattling its golden knob. My bare
feet cautious as to what heavenly bodies may
surrounded it, shaking my uneven heart. My
smoldering hands drifting prayers up to

heaven, thinking with utmost certainty,

"[f I am to be a mere flicker in the gorge of an
evil and treacherous world, lit by God's holy

fire, make me burn!"

Flickering wickedly strong and fervid in my
soul was a Spirit unlike any ghost before. The
Holy Ghost, as it was named, had surged
beyond the threshold of my door.
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