Introduction

The Write Touch is published annually by the Council Bluffs Community Schools in cooperation with the Optimist Club of Council Bluffs, Iowa.  Council Bluffs Community Schools, Lewis Central Community Schools, and Iowa School for the Deaf are invited to submit entries.
Credits include:

Title by Wendi Miller, Abraham Lincoln High School Alumnus

The Council Bluffs Community School District, the Lewis Central Community School District and Iowa School for the Deaf provide instruction and encouragement to young writers.  It is our desire to share their work (as it is originally written, with minor editing) through this magazine with school patrons and citizens of Council Bluffs.

The selection of writings to be published is determined each year by a panel of judges from the Optimist Club of Council Bluffs.  In addition to selecting the writers to include in this journal, the Optimists also honor these authors by holding a breakfast in their honor in May of each year.  The students who are published are honored by receiving a plaque of recognition at the breakfast.  Parents and teachers of the students are recognized as well.

We hope that you enjoy these works by our young authors and that you remember the citizens of this community who have made this magazine possible.

Roger Williams
The Write Touch Coordinator
The Optimist Club of Council Bluffs
The Write Touch can be accessed on line at the Council Bluffs Community Schools Web Site (URL) at www.cbcsd.org, then select The Write Touch button.
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“It’s Funny”

By Brooke Criswell
7th Grade, Fred Baker, Kirn Middle School

It’s funny how hello always will end with a goodbye.

It’s funny how good memories can make you cry.

It’s funny how forever never really seems to last.

It’s funny how much you would lose if you forgot all about your past.

It’s funny how friends can leave you when you are feeling down.

It’s funny how when you need someone, nobody is around.

It’s funny how people will change and think they’ve become so much better.

It’s funny how many lies can be packed into one “love” letter.

It’s funny how people can forgive but they do not forget.

It’s funny how one day can contain so much regret.

It’s funny how life turns out to be.

But the funniest part of it all is…

None of that is funny to me.

“Friends”
By Stevie Fortner

10th Grade, Diane VanNordstrand, Kanesville High School


Friends





Indispensable....optional

     
       Role models....false idols





Trust and support....deceit and despair


    Secrets....rumors





Laughter....crying


  Love....betrayal





Appreciation....rejection


Genuine....or insincere?





Friends and foes
“Quiet Chaos”

By Logan Combs

12th Grade, Rod Cameron, Abraham Lincoln High School


It’s snowing!  As I leave work, walking through the front doors, an icy cold breeze blows my hair back.  I feel an all too familiar chill crawl down my neck.  I walk into the white chaos; coat zipped as tight as my fists are clinched.  I get to my car and stare at what is happening around me.  WHITE!  It’s everywhere; I see the snow banks towering over the cars in the parking lot; the carts buried underneath a blanket of snow.  I put my key into the ignition and start my car.  As I wait for the presence of heat to return to my face and hands, I see my breath in the cold air.  Finally my car is warm and I’m heading home on the slush covered streets that show the paths of people I’ll never know.  I pull into my driveway and head up to my door.  As I slide my key into the lock I look behind me one last time to see what was earlier white chaos, to now be calm dots of white floating in the air, weightless yet falling down as oddly as up.  It’s calm and beautiful.
“Spring”

By Ashley Pruitt

8th Grade, Chris Maddux, Kirn Middle School

When I am outside in spring,

I feel like twirling and,

Dancing in the rain,

As the happy person I am.

Jumping in the puddles, 

Making them splash in my face,

Makes me feel as if I was,

Crying on this joyful day.

“The Final Shot”

By Morgan Kinkade

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School


As I am running down the court, playing my heart out, I am in my zone.  I feel secure and at ease as I am on the court, feeling at home.  I know I can do this.  I can make this basket.


I see the pass about to be made.  The point guard on the other team glances at me and sees me staring at the ball; she throws it to the wing.  I jump in front of the pass and I make the steal.  I am on my way down the court to make a layup.  


Ahead of me, I see a fast moving pace of lines racing all around me.  I feel like I am running in a strobe light.  There is a big, dangling, square-shaped board with an orange square painted up and around the rim.  The rim is like a ring that is falling off the board’s “finger.”  The net is hanging off the rim which is where I want the ball to end up, the prize, and a swishing sound of triumph.  The orange basketball is in my hand.  It is smooth with little creases in it; it is the feeling of safety to me.  I have the possession of the ball and I am in control.  The ball is bouncing up and down like a yoyo off my hand, as I am dribbling down the court.  This is MY court, my time to put some points up on the scoreboard.  

Nervously and from being just plain hot, I am sweating.  I smell sweat, yet fresh air from running fast down the court, but not fast enough.  I am sweating all up and down my body, even on my legs!  I am worn down, yet adrenaline pushes my depleted muscles.  I am determined.  


The crowd is going wild as I am running down the court with my hair flying back.  With ten seconds left on the scoreboard, in the fourth quarter, I am ten feet from the basket.  There is a defender that has beaten me down the court and has set her feet.  She is as tall as a tree and has arms like the branches, holding up high and sturdy, right in front of me.  I jump off of my inside leg for a layup, pushing into the defender and......I MAKE IT!!!  The crowd is pounding on the bleachers.  They are going wild!  

Whoa!  That was an erratic game!  I can’t believe I did it; I made the winning basket for Kirn Middle School to have a perfect season, WOW!  Although, I didn’t just do it, the whole team did.  Good job ladies!
“A Teenager No More, but a Mom Forever”
By Bobbi Jo Hassay

11th Grade, Jane Hanigan-Kinney, Tucker Career & College Center


If you would have asked me three years ago how I’d planned to spend my junior year in high school, I probably would have talked about prom and parties, about going out with friends and graduating from high school.  Three years ago, I would never have thought that today, I would be the mother of a sixteen month old little girl.  


So unlike most teenagers, I spend my time changing diapers and making baby bottles.  On October 22, 2008, everything changed.  That was the day that I stopped being a regular teenager and had to grow up.  That was the day that my daughter was born.  


Over the past sixteen months, I have experienced more joy and happiness, but also more tears and fear that I had ever thought possible.  And though I am on track to graduate with my class next May, being a good mom is my greatest concern.  At the end of the day, I would never take back anything that has happened to me; I have learned so much from having my daughter.  

Some people look down on me and judge me because I’m a teen mom.  But I have to keep my head up and not let them get me down.  At the end of the day, though it would have been easier to have waited – I’m happy to be my daughter’s mom.  I love my daughter.  There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for her, including leaving my teenage years behind.  


At the end of the day, though my life has changed greatly, I wouldn’t change my life. 

“Run at Pace”

By Victoria Krohn

8th Grade, Stephen Plummer, Kirn Middle School

I run, run, run,

Next to you.

Our pace going, 

Locked in right, left, right, left.

In this stage of my life,

I’ve got you on my mind.

You have me.

But then you slow to a jog.

Wait, no this wasn’t planned.

Then you walk and I keep running.

I run, run, run,

Wanting to look back,

And hold on to my past.

I keep going,

At my pace, thud, thud, pat, pat,

Kind of like a dance.

I guess you couldn’t keep up,

But I’ll see you again.

Maybe, you’ll catch back up.

But for now, I live through life with no regrets.

With my dance step as my pace left, right, left, right.

Hey, guess what?

I found someone new.

Though I won’t forget,

And you could still come back, but I go strong.

Taking chances with hope and fate, as

I run, run, run…

“Delaney”
By Kaitlyn Murphy

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School


A spontaneous, seven year old, curly haired, little girl dances into her purple bedroom.  I peek out my door just to see her fling open her toy box and grab a plastic microphone.  She starts singing a song she has just made up and then tries to dance along with it.  I try my best to hold back the giggles tickling my throat, but she hears me.  She turns to look, a huge grin on her face, like that of a fisherman who’s just caught “the big one.”  She laughs along with me and then runs out of her room, dancing all the way.

Delaney is my littler sister who always seems to be doing something.  She may be dancing, singing or pretending she’s on a faraway island with a beautiful princess.  You can tell when she’s enjoying herself, her blue eyes light up like a bright light under the ocean.  Her hands will shake and she’ll be running like a banshee.  


I’ll laugh at her jokes (even though they may not be funny) and clean her room for her (she’s not the neatest person).  Sometimes she’ll stand in front of our T.V., do a dance, and watch herself in the reflection.  She pretends that the television is a huge mirror, like those at dance studios.  I’ll walk into the room and she’ll stop and sit down.  I’ll tell her to get up and dance.  Her dancing reminds me of myself when I was younger.  

She dreams of becoming a dance teacher, or the girl who’s the star of a play.  I whisper to her, “You don’t have to be that girl, because you’re already a star,” I’ll point to my heart, “right here.”

“Determination”

By Alexander McGee

7th Grade, Fred Baker, Kirn Middle School



I take a deep breath.



I shift my weight to my back foot.



I take a deep breath once again.



I get on the balls of my feet.



I whip my hands around my body, as does the bat.


I focus very hard on the rotation of the ball.



I hear the clink of the bat and take off in a dash.



I touch all of the bases and jump into my waiting teammates.
“Imagination”

By Patricia Harte-Maxwell
7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School

Imagination is a mighty tiger,

Fighting to stay in the minds of all

Being calm and aggressive

Imagination is a newly sharpened pencil,

Ready for the world to flow from the tip of its lead

Imagination is a whirlwind,

Swirling and growing with every speck of dust

Imagination is a parent,

Worried for their child

Giving them hope in the blinding darkness.

“Box of Shyness”

By Angela Vergamini

11th Grade, Rod Cameron, Abraham Lincoln High School


I stand alone in a crowd of hundreds.  I am unnoticeable and unrecognizable.  I do not stand out; I blend in with the bland, colorless walls that surround me for eight hours each day.  I have no talents that would proclaim my existence, nothing to give my otherwise beige personality even the slightest splash of color.  I am silent for the duration of those eight hours; it is within this time period that I retreat to my box of shyness.


I am nothing.


But as I am silent and nothing, they are loud and…something.  I watch them closely, taking in every small and seemingly insignificant detail.  I notice their drama, their petty and pointless “problems” that they continuously fuss over.  From their reactions, all their noise, and every little thing they do or say, I see them for who they are.  I know all of them so well; I know the ones who are truly sincere, and the ones who are backstabbing liars.  I know them better than their alleged “best friends” do, better than their parents do, and perhaps better than they themselves do.  I know them because I am silent and always watching.

They depend on each other so heavily; it makes me laugh – for I depend upon only myself.  I survive on my own in my box of shyness.  Accepting kindness or assistance in any form is weakness, and I am not weak.  I do not trust, I do not love, I do not depend.  I live in my box of shyness, and this is how I choose to live.

“Voice”

By Britteny Johnson

8th Grade, Rebecca Bryan, Kirn Middle School


As I walk on stage my palms are sweating and I can feel the adrenaline rushing through my body.  The first syllables form on my lips and I feel amazing.  Power and excitement rush through my body and I feel invincible.  I never want this feeling to subside.  As suddenly as the rush started, my music stops and I stand there peering out at the dark outlines of the audience.  


For one moment everything is quiet.  My stomach starts to churn and I feel tears forming in my eyes.  They hated it, they hated me.  Then almost simultaneously, the audience stood and started cheering, whistling, and clapping.  It was like a mad house out there, but it made the tears go away, and my stomach started churning for an entirely different reason.


I walk backstage and stand there, taking in what just happened.  I wanted to feel the butterflies flying too fast in my stomach, and the thrill of the ride as it comes to a sudden stop, all over again.


To you this may just seem like singing, but to me it is a voice, a new voice for me.  A voice that will never fail me, that everyone will have to listen to because it will inspire and sadden.  A voice I will use for good.  A voice I will use to tell a story.  


Someday I will look back and know that it was the best thing that ever happened to me.  It gave me a reason to try and inspire and make people feel different emotions.


My voice will lead me through my life.

“My Bedroom”

By Jennifer Christensen

7th Grade, Fred Baker, Kirn Middle School 

My room is a mess

I must confess

There’s pizza with spiders

And pudding with ants

Candy with cockroaches

And gum stuck to my pants

And maybe moldy cheese on the floor

I’ll probably just shut the door!

“Ignored and Unheard”
By Tyler Sopcich

7th Grade, Fred Baker, Kirn Middle School
I wish that I was heard and not ignored

I wish me and mom wouldn’t fight

I wish all the people would go away

I am ignored and unheard

I wish the pressure would go away

I wish I knew who my true friends are

I wish me and my family weren’t so messed up

I am ignored and unheard

I wish I had a million dollars so I could stop my mom from worrying

I wish I could be the man my dad wants me to be 

I wish I was truly the person people see as me

I wish I was heard and not ignored

I wish I could be the kid my mom wants me to be

And not the troubled one she sees

I wish I could see my dad happy again

These are my wishes that you see and that will never be filled

‘Cause I’m ignored and unheard
“The Golden Girls”

By Shelby Knauss

8th Grade, Chris Maddux, Kirn Middle School


For many people, a favorite song is one that makes them feel nostalgic or that just made them happy as a child.  My favorite song, “In the Country” by the Golden Girls, does just that.  When I hear the song’s magical lyrics, “In the country, we ride horses, doo da doo da doo doo doo!”  It takes me back to the playroom in the basement of our tiny first house.  Stevie, my older sister, was the lead singer of the Golden Girls trio, and the songwriter of those brilliant lyrics.  I was seven, two years her junior and always the sidekick, never the hero.  The neighbor girl, Alisha, and I came up with some fabulous choreography.  I must note, however, that even now Stevie insists that she was the choreographer as well.  Ten years later when we talk about our band, Stevie, hands on knees and bopping up and down, whines, “I came up with this move.  In!  The!  Coun-try!  We!  Ride!  Horses!”

Our sole performance was one to remember.  It took place in our playroom with a one-man audience.  We had somehow conned Alicia’s brother, Tyler, into attending.  We brushed off the fact that he was bored with the whole thing and would much rather have been playing video games.  To us the whole night was a success.  The afternoon we had spent practicing our singing and dancing in unison had totally paid off.  

Unfortunately, the band broke up after that one performance.  That breakup too is an area of contention.  While one member of the band (Stevie) believes that Alisha’s brother caused the breakup by throwing a rock at one of the backup singers (me), we backup singers remember things a little differently.  I personally remember that the lead singer’s ego was, at minimum, a contributing factor.


There have been several other attempts to start a band.  This one, however, has left the biggest imprint on my life.  As silly as the song was, as a seven-year-old, “In the Country” just had a way of making me feel special, like I had done something very important by writing and singing it.  The lyrics and choreography still have a special place in my heart with their little girl flair.  Now, I can’t say that it’s the song itself that makes me so happy, but more the memories that come along with such an experience.  
“The Hunt”

By Joshua Williams

11th Grade, Jane Hanigan-Kinney, Tucker Career & College Center


Since I was eight-years-old, I’d anticipated the thrill of my first hunt.  When that fateful Saturday morning finally arrived, my dad and I drove about 30 minutes to our hunting location.  Once there, my dad said, “I’m sending you on a walk.”  He then gave me directions:  follow the fence line until you get to a group of trees, sit in the middle of them, and don’t move.  “The deer will run there when I push,” Dad said.  What my father failed to tell me, however, was that I had to hop the fence and walk straightforward.  Confused, I took a left and followed the fence line to the road – two miles beyond my intended destination.  I was lost, frightened, and only eleven; I couldn’t do anything but cry.  


I ran to the nearest house, hoping to find help.  I pounded on the door, but there was no answer.  Scared, I turned and walked back toward the road.  Luckily, a truck was coming.  I was so happy, believing the driver might be my savior, but he just drove past as I tried desperately to flag him down.  There I stood – shivering, terrified, and wondering if my dad would ever find me.  It seemed like an hour had passed before I saw the next vehicle.  This one stopped.  Two men got out, and I told them my story with frozen tears streaming down my face.  They said that they drove buses for a nearby school and could help me look for my dad.  Still, I had been lectured about stranger-danger and wasn’t sure I should get into their truck.  Ultimately, I had limited options:  be kidnapped, killed, or freeze to death, so I decided to take my chances with the hooligans.  

Before I got into their truck, the men told me to unload my gun, which – reluctantly – I did.  We started pulling away, and though I was completely vulnerable and fearful, I was relieved when they took the first road on the right from where I veered off course, and in the distance, I could see my dad’s truck.  


By then, I was so upset that not even the prospect of hunting mattered; I was never so glad to ride back home.  In all my anticipation, never did I dream that on my first hunt – I would end up the hunted and not the hunter.
“Buzzer”

By Josie Thomas

8th Grade, Chris Maddux, Kirn Middle School

Beady basketball sweat covers my body,

Seeps through my pores,

My body is dampened.

Anxious nerves and hard work.

I look into the stands

See the fans yelling and cheering,

Yet the only sound I hear

Is the scoreboard clock,

Eliminating seconds from play,

Ten, nine, eight.

Suddenly,

My tired arms

Toss up the round, orange ball,

My body is frozen

In anticipation,

And in the next two seconds,

I’m being raised up by my teammates…

WE WON!

“My Dog Buddy”

By Mike Bertrand

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School


Buddy is an inquisitive, brave soul,


Standing guard to protect all, is his goal.


Whether running, barking, or just getting up to stand,


Buddy is always loving and wants to lick your hand.


Late in the evening, he hears all noises, animals in the creek during the night,


Waking the house to let us know, possum, skunk, or raccoons want to fight.


A lap dog he may be,


But when we are hanging out,



he is a true best friend to me.

“The Apartments”
By Savannah Hunter

12th Grade, Elizabeth Jones, Thomas Jefferson High School

We simply called it “The Apartments,” and I lived there for seven years.  The place wasn’t fancy, but it had its charm.  There were two rows of apartments, one on the west side, and one on the east.  There were also four apartments up the stairs above the picnic area on the south side.  They all opened out to the courtyard.  The lawn was always green with lovely thick grass that was just asking for me to run barefoot across.  


Two of the best things about “The Apartments” were the courtyard and the picnic area.  The courtyard wasn’t very big, but it was perfect for pitching a tent in the summer and allowing the breeze to waft about.  The air, even though we lived 200 feet from Broadway and 20 feet from Avenue A, never smelled smoggy.  It was always fresh, and if I was lucky, the spicy and fried scent of tacos would flow down from the Mexican restaurant across the alley.  

The courtyard had two rows of bushes along the front on which grew vines that secluded our house from the busy street.  However, the sounds were unavoidable:  the racing “vroom” of speeding cars, the steps and shuffles of foot traffic.  But those were the harsh outside noises; I preferred the friendly, almost calming noises of our neighbors.  The sound of TV’s and radios through the open windows, the snap of a door shutting, neighbors’ friendly voices, and even the loud slam of the dingy white wooden gate door as it swung shut almost violently.  Best of all, when the weather was nice, I would go sit in the open picnic area and play my clarinet.  I loved the way the sound echoed through the area, bouncing off the walls and surrounding me with a sound I couldn’t achieve anywhere else.  I think the neighbors enjoyed it too.


There was Bill, my favorite, in number four; an aging man in his 60’s who often gave us ice cream pops to enjoy on muggy days.  On the opposite end of the spectrum was “The Old Lady” who often got upset when our blue Nerf foam soccer ball would accidently collide against her screen door, the noise from which sent us streaking back to our apartment, number one, in a flash.  There were other neighbors too.  Bachelor guy in number two, who we didn’t see a lot, and when he moved, we hoped it was to get married.  Across the courtyard, in two apartments right next to each other, were “Bill’s two girlfriends.”  In all reality, he wasn’t dating either of them, but took them each separately to dinner on occasion.  Finally, there was “Boxers Guy,” I think I only saw him in regular clothes twice in the seven years I lived there.  An older man in his 50’s, he lived alone and it didn’t matter if he was getting his mail or answering the door, he always wore plaid boxers.

The place has changed quite a bit.  About a year before we moved, a balding older man who worked for the landlady, cut down our bushes, our vines, and my beloved tree.  One year a robin created a nest in that tree containing three eggs.  We watched her protect them even on a day so windy, my dad joked that she had to be seasick from all the harsh swaying and rocking the wind caused.

“The Apartments” were very important to me and still are.  I lived there for seven years.  I grew up there.  Even though it wasn’t your traditional house with a chain link fence and big backyard with a large white dog, it was a great home filled with happiness that will stay with me forever.

“Fight for Your Life”

By Megan Cartwright

11th Grade, Jane Hanigan-Kinney, Tucker Career & College Center

Falling through the center

Of what I felt was home,

I cannot find the reasons

For why I’m so alone.

My darkness takes me over

Claiming its victory,

Calling for my soul

And all I’ll ever be.

Heading for the darkness

When all I want is light,

Can’t you hear my screaming?

I’m trying to win this fight.

“Darkness”

By Jared Holcomb

8th Grade, Stephen Plummer, Kirn Middle School


Darkness



is a veil




ensnaring all the weak


Darkness



is a seed




growing evil in our souls


Darkness



is an ominous cloud




overshadowing each and all


Darkness



is a shadow




watching day, stronger by night


Darkness



is a call of hope




for without the darkness






no one longs to see the light

“No Answer”

By Jacob Andersen

12th Grade, Rod Cameron, Abraham Lincoln High School

Writing this poem of sadness, singing a song of pain

Thinking about the future wondering if death will reign,

A lifeline stretched so thin this world is so unfair

I ask myself this question, does God really care?

She’s got a three year old daughter she is her pride and joy

A 13 year old son he is her only boy,

Her partner has been with her through the wear and tear,

I’ve got another question, can God hear my prayer?

She is such a caring person she’s gonna be alright

I know that she’ll pull through; she’ll put up a fight,

I try to hold back my tears but it’s too much for me to bear,

I’ve got one last question, hey God are you there???

“Laurel”

By Alexis Konfrst

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School


Laurel’s mother walks into Laurel’s bedroom to say good-night, but finds her singing a little tune and peering down at the street below.  Her mother watches and waits for her to be finished.  Slowly, her eyes start to close, and her head droops.  Now she’s fast asleep in Laurel’s bedroom doorway.  Laurel realizes that her mother is resting in the doorway and creeps slowly out of her bedroom.  Once she is out, and halfway down the stairs, she runs as fast as she can until she gets into her mother’s closet.

Pulling down all the clothes and getting them out of the drawers, she comes out wearing a small, sparkly, little black dress which is not really small on her and of course she couldn’t forget the red pumps that went with it.


Laurel’s mother wakes up to a shrill voice calling for mommy!  She fled down the stairs to her bedroom, thinking, where is Laurel?  She looks through mountains of clothes and hears a little voice say, “Mommy, try to find me.”  As the mother searches through stacks of clothes, little Laurel sneaks out of the room, still wearing her mother’s clothes.  A voice squeaks out, “When are you going to find me?”


“Where in the world could that child be?”  Her mother proclaims while scratching her head.  She finally finds her little daughter, sitting in a small kitchen cupboard, eating a slice of baloney, wearing her favorite dress.  She wants to scream and yell at Laurel, but just sits on the floor and laughs.

Laurel asks, “Mommy, why are you laughing so much?”  As the mother gets up and brushes herself off, she asks the daughter if she wants to go and play some more dress up.  They stay up all night trying on different combinations of clothing.  They soon fall asleep upon a pile of clothes.  The mother wakes up, carries her little angel up to her bed, then falls fast asleep, lying on the floor beside her daughter’s bed.  She soon wakes up with the bright morning light shining in her face, but where is Laurel?

“Autumn Memories”

By Xinyue Qi

11th Grade, Pam Rochholz, Abraham Lincoln High School


Walking on the old street in the town with friends, the sun shines aslant on the lands, casting patches of phantom shadows.  We step on the thick fallen leaves.  The suddenly clear sound of our laughter is the finest sounding music of the fall.  The golden leaves sparkle, dancing in the sky with the soft wind.  I watch as they softly land on the lively grass.  From the green to the golden yellow, it is the most beautiful picture of the world.  


Suddenly tears come into my eyes.  I feel as if there are tens of thousands of feelings burning in my heart, but no words can describe how I feel.  Everything reminds me of my life in middle school before I came to America.  I remember the warm sun shining through the window, decorating the whole classroom with light and shadow.  I remember sitting there peacefully, looking outside at the sun, the grass, and the colorful leaves dancing in the soft wind.  Thinking, thinking about whatever was on my mind, thinking about the things in the bottom of my heart, the things that make me smile.  I didn’t even realize it was so joyful at the time.  It was only when I left my family, my friends, and my life in China to come to a new country with a different culture that I finally realized all of the things I took for granted.  

Many people are just like me—they cannot feel the joy and happiness when they’re living it.  It only surfaces when it becomes a memory, a shadow, a colorful soap bubble beneath the sunshine, an obscure dream.  It’s only when it has passed, or even when they lose it, that they begin to realize the precious.  

So why do we just live in the place of memories?  Why not enjoy and be thankful of the life you’re going through?  Whatever you’re facing, just enjoy it.  Face it.  Experience it with a devout heart.  One day, you’ll be glad you did it.  You’ll realize that, even though you think you’re suffering at that moment, it actually is a beautiful time in your life because life itself is beautiful.  You can feel it only when you cherish it.
“Toasts to Life”

By Sidnie Lewis

8th Grade, Stephen Plummer, Kirn Middle School

Future;

To my dreams, I remain faithful.

Family;

To my loved ones, I remain loyal.

Voice;
To my opinion, I remain strong.

Faith;

To my beliefs, I remain persistent, but open-minded.

Present;

To right now, I remain living on edge.

Values;

To what’s important to me, I remain thankful for.

Perseverance;

To my will-power, I remain in charge.

Past;

To my memories, I remain infatuated.

Love;

To my heart, I remain true.

Me;

To myself, I remain respectful.
Life;

To the life I live, I will forever cherish.

“Nature:  Friend or Foe”

By Diana Schrader

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School

A quiet little creek bed
In what some people might call


nowhere.
Take a closer look

See a bustling society

Creatures great and small.

More than a creek bed,

It’s a way of life

Moving from

One place     To    Another

Like the water

or

staying rooted to the spot 

like trees

To most humans

the life there is a pest.

To me, it’s as important

as my own home

This creek

surrounded by beautiful trees

add serenity to

this wonderful place.

Water

flows as calm

as a cloudless day

the sound as lulling

as a lullaby

Sitting there

watching the water
relaxed as can be

Drifting to sleep in the

silk-like grass.

Nature:  Friend or Foe?

You decide.

“My Passion”

By Veronica Christensen

7th Grade, Tracy Schaefer, Kirn Middle School
When my favorite song comes on,

The beat vibrates my floor.

My vocal chords start to 

Shake and hum.

The beat takes my feet and

I dance into my tiny daze.

Once I begin there is no stopping,

The song is like a thief.

It takes my mind away,

From all my frets.

I love the bass,

Every time it hits

My heart beats

The song ends

And I am eager

For more.

“Letting Go of the Loss”

By Cassie Schilling

8th Grade, Chris Maddux, Kirn Middle School

Walking into the room,

A feeling washes over me like a tsunami wave,

Almost drowning me,

I am pulled under by its powerful wave.

The sermon passes,

Like lightning before my eyes,

Everyone around is crying,

And you feel like I should do the same, but no tears come…

It digs at my heart,

Like a shovel into the earth,

When she was run over,

I felt as though I was right there next to her.

Even though she is gone,

She is always with me,

She could be sitting right next to me, across the room, or looking down on me,

But she’s always there.

“My (ex) Best Friend”

By Brittany Cabral

11th Grade, Jane Hanigan-Kinney, Tucker Career & College Center


We all have our different fears.  Some are scared of spiders, others public speaking or heights.  But me…I’m scared of dogs.  Yep.  Those sweet little canines that are allegedly man’s best friend send me shaking.  


It all started in the summer of 1997, when I was only five-years-old.  I had headed over to my next door neighbors’ house, opened the front door and walked right in – just like I had done at least a hundred times before.  For reasons my five-year-old brain couldn’t understand, the neighbors’ dog was chained and tethered to a table leg.  Not knowing that the dog had recently been bitten on top of his head, which was only beginning to scab over, I reached toward him to give him a big pet, when he attacked.  

The dog’s crushing bite had ripped the right side of my face and blood immediately began streaming down my cheek.  I screamed from the pain and fright.  The neighbors’ babysitter came running down the stairs and saw me bleeding.  I couldn’t even tell her what had happened because I was choking back tears and shaking violently.  The babysitter scooped me up into her arms and flew out the front door to take me to my mother.  


Immediately, my mother hurried me to the hospital.  I had to be restrained so that the doctors and nurses could examine my wounds.  Ultimately, the gash required eight stitches – which may not seem like a lot, but it felt like a lot.

Ever since that day, I am really scared to go around any dogs, big or little.  If I am out and a dog approaches me, I do what I can to try to stay away from it – whether leashed or unleashed.  After all, I had known my neighbors’ dog very well and – though I now understand why – it still bit me.  


They say that dogs are supposed to be man’s best friend, but I have to say:  they are definitely not mine.

“Girl”

By Maddie Mendell

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School


As you walk through the hallways, you see a girl walking about in a slow manner, her sneakers squeaking along the tile of the floor.  She has the widest grin on her face with her sloppy hairdo bouncing on top of her head.  You can tell that she really doesn’t care what other people think about her, just because she knows who she is and doesn’t need to be told.  

Her smile is nothing too special.  But it’s not the smile, it’s what made her smile, or the feeling you get around her when she smiles.  It’s a warm feeling.  You know that she is someone that is happy and will set aside her problems to help a friend.  Her eyes are the color of the sky tinted with thin clouds.  Her face is just another face among many, but will stand out if you really take a good look.  

When she talks, the humor that escapes her lips is something you would not see coming.  She is a very funny girl; she sometimes hides her humor for only certain people to find, like a rigged scavenger hunt.  


She talks with an excited tone in her voice, like whatever she’s talking about is the only thing she is thinking about at the moment.  And if you take the time to talk to her, she will say things that will really surprise you.  

“A Life Story”

By Natalie Carlon

8th Grade, Chris Maddux, Kirn Middle School

Life, like a piano, has notes high

And notes low.

We strike a chord, not knowing what

To expect;

The best,

Or

The worst.

Yet the white keys outnumber the black

Reminding us that there are good times to come

Even through the sourest of sounds.

Life, like a tree, stretches its roots

Far

Into the ground,

Anchoring itself in a safe haven.

Yet, it opens up to the world through its branches

Cradling the stars

And providing a place for everyone

Amongst its leaves.

Life, like a piece of paper, is blank.

It doesn’t tell us

Where to go

Or who to be.

Instead, it hands us a quill

And an inkwell

And encourages us to write our own story.

“How Alcoholism Has Impacted My Life”

By Carroll Hinchion

11th Grade, Jane Hanigan-Kinney, Tucker Career & College Center


Alcoholism is a very dangerous disease that can cause great stress on a family.  I know; it has on mine.  My whole childhood, I was surrounded by the disease.  From as far back as my earliest memories, both of my parents drank heavily.  Drinking and getting drunk seemed to be their greatest priorities in life.  


I was too embarrassed to have friends over – never knowing what state my parents might be in – and ashamed to have anyone see my house with dirty dishes and empty bottles scattered everywhere.  Though my parents tried to hide their addictions, it was pretty obvious.  


Going to school was like a welcome vacation from my life, and walking home each afternoon felt like hell; my steps grew heavier the nearer I got to our house.  Sometimes I would stand outside the front door with tears in my eyes, knowing what was waiting on the other side.  


As the years progressed, my parents’ drinking got worse.  My mom drank so much that it ended up taking her life, and when that happened, my dad’s drinking plunged even further.  Beyond my control, alcoholism was a part of my everyday life, and the weight of it on my shoulders made me want to collapse.  

I started having trouble in school. I made wrong decisions.  I felt like I had no one to talk to about my problems.  I begged my dad to quit drinking; he wouldn’t.  He seemed to care more about the bottle than me.  


When he finally had no choice but to check into rehab, it was one of the happiest days in my life.  Things improved instantly.  Though there were bumps along the way, now that my dad is sober, we are rebuilding our relationship.  I have so much respect for him and all that he has accomplished.  I know that we will never be completely free from the strain of alcoholism – my dad courageously fights those demons everyday – but I am hopeful that things will continue to improve.

“Spoken Aloud”

By Cody Ray

10th Grade, Pam Rochholz, Abraham Lincoln High School

I use this verse to speak

To speak the words I’m scared to seek

And here I say that I am strong

That I am weak

I say the words I cannot speak

I use this verse so you can see

So you can see who I try to be

And here I say that I’m scared

That I’m free

So you can see this part of me

I use this verse to feel

To feel the things that can’t be sealed

And here I say that I’m not gone

That I am real

I’m hurt by wounds that haven’t healed

I use this verse to end

To end the truths I needed to tell

And here I say that I’m not strong

That I’m not weak

I’ve said the words I needed to speak

“The Dragon”

By Deahnna Dreher

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School

The dragon comes

From darkest night

Stealthily, he hunts

His prey.

Not elk, but deer, he hunts

Gliding under a cloud.

A dark shape, looming and

Sacred, slowly dips toward

The herd, as silent as a shadow.

He plucks one up and carries it away

To give it a quick,

Painless death.

With a flick of a claw,

The deer’s spirit starts to float

Away.

The dragon knows that before he eats,

He has one more job.

Slowly he rises into the air

Guiding the spirit behind him.

He flies up into the heavens,

Leading the deer’s spirit into the afterlife,

To final peace.

“Safety First”

By Erich Hilske

8th Grade, Carrie Nepple, Wilson Middle School


The main concern for many people is safety.  Safety should always come first no matter what.  I am always safe now but once upon a time I wasn’t.


It was a great April afternoon, partly cloudy with a high temperature, but that didn’t mean disasters couldn’t happen.  I threw the ball back and forth warming up today’s pitcher, Matt.  My shades blocking the sun like an umbrella as I received the high heat from the C.C. Sabathia-like pitcher.  The heat struck me; I fell back shocked like a deer looking at head lights.  I got up realizing the heat had hit me in the right eye with its burning rage.  I knew I was out of the game instantly.  Just like a great pitcher hit by a line drive…I’d never be the same again.  


As my mom sped like lightning down the highway, my vision got worse than a bat’s.  Finally, we arrived at some strange doctor’s office and I guided my way to the door like a man in a boxing match getting back up.  The gash under my eye was finally out of blood after what seemed like five gallons spilling out, so I felt a little better, but when I realized I would need stitches, I was horrified.  I felt like Frankenstein and that doctors would be stitching closed a gap in the eye lid or closing my head shut, but that was unrealistic.  The doctor saw me and I guess he couldn’t do anything because he sent me to the experiment room (E.R.).  The group at the E.R. was a little strange, wanting to take a look at the Frankenstein monster.   

The ball had hit me like a sledgehammer coming full force at my eye; it got me.

It broke a blood vessel emptying blood into my iris which is very dangerous.  If the blood vessel breaks again I could go blind in that eye.  So the doctor sent me to my prison, two weeks with no physical activities or school.  It was like waiting behind a turtle on a one-lane road.  I had to stay in one chair for two weeks sleeping upright, but the worst part was going to an eye doctor every morning at 8:00 a.m.  He kept poking my eye and I hated it!


Ever since the April of my 13th year I have always over-compensated for safety in sports.  Sometimes I forget about how dangerous sports can be if you aren’t careful.  Every time I play baseball I always wear a helmet and whenever I see a
teammate or friend doing something Evil Knievel-like, I always tell them, “Safety first!”
“I Cried”

By Ashley Starkey

8th Grade, Stephen Plummer, Kirn Middle School






As my vision blurred,






I felt it in my throat,






Remorse, regret, and anger,






As the warmth overflowed.






A single drop fell,






No one by its side,






And I don’t know why,






But I cried.






I cried for the good times,






But also the bad.






I cried for the happy,






The painful, the sad.






I cried for the people,






That I’ve loved and I’ve hurt.






The tears slid down,






And hit the dirt.






As I sat there alone,






Think that I might,






I don’t know why,






I cried.
“My Sister, Karla”

By Valeria Espinoza

7th Grade, Fran Shorey, Kirn Middle School


Perhaps she’s way too pretty.  Maybe she’s too intelligent.  Perhaps she’s too loving, caring, and protecting.  Perhaps her personality and way of acting and thinking, is what makes her who she is.  She is someone who cares for me, like a safe, guarding an irreplaceable diamond from any robbers.  This describes the perfect big sister, my big sister.  


My sister, Karla, is my best friend.  She is like a second mother to me, full of knowledge and good advice.  Her experience through her teenage life has led me through the right path.  Her long, black hair, all the way to her waist, is like fancy silk curtains hanging from the wall.  Her big, light brown eyes are as bright and as beautiful as an evening sunset, so deep that it feels like she can see right through your thoughts and your mind.  

Her oval shaped face is like the shape of a newly hatched, warm, white egg and her lips are in the shape of a perfectly made, bright red heart.  Every word that comes out of her mouth is said just at the right time.  Karla’s eighteen-year-old perspective of life is more like a thirty-year-old, mature, logical and positive.  Her imagination is like that of a painter, creative, sharp, and full of possibilities.  In fact, she is a painter, in my eyes.  Her paintings are based on her opinion of life and the world.  She gets drawn away and expresses whatever comes to mind.  That’s who she is, and I hope she never changes.  She is a perfect big sister.
“A Tough Sillik”

By Jessica Sillik
8th Grade, Carrie Nepple, Wilson Middle School


My parents always had told me, time after time, to let a dog lick my hand before I start to pet it.  I have always been an animal lover, so if what they were telling me had to do with an animal, I would listen!  But somehow things still happened to go terribly wrong.


It wasn’t a normal day; and boy, was I thrilled!  At five years old anything out of the ordinary kindergarten schedule, is like going to the moon or something!  My mom, dad and I were in Jefferson City, Missouri.  The weather was phenomenal and it was around the middle of April.  We were there for my mom’s cousin’s wedding and I was the miniature bride, not the flower girl.  I was the bride’s “mini me” (I even had the exact same dress as her).


Previously, before the wedding, I was getting my hair done.  This hair salon was also a lady’s house, and she had a dog outside.  I remember thinking, now I am going to be a princess with a dog.  Afterwards, once my hair was all done up in a beautiful bun with tiny white pearl beads in it, I decided to wander outside.  That little voice inside my head was telling me I just had to pet that dog.  

I was exactly perfect eye level with this golden-yellow lab, just calmly staring at each other.  Right then, in that instant, is what I remember the most.  I gently and contently let this big dog lick my hand, just what my parents had frequently reminded me about.  And with that I slowly went to pet it’s head…

Meanwhile, my mom and dad were inside paying and on their way out (probably to see what kind of trouble I was getting myself into).


Right then, was when the unexpected happened.  With the blink of an eye my face was then forever scarred.  Underneath my left eye were teeth marks, instantly bleeding and towards the bottom of my cheek was a gash.  Instantly the loudest scream I think I ever could have screamed came rushing out of my mouth, along with a waterfall of tears.  My mom and dad came running towards me, comforting me in indescribable shock.  

These few hours are forever remembered in my mind, but this day doesn’t quite end there.  I was brave, “a tough Sillik” as my dad would say and walked down that large church aisle, with a proud bride following behind me.  I may have been completely devastated and embarrassed on how at the time I thought my face would always look!  But thinking back on all of this now I remember my mom’s exact words, “You will always be my brave and beautiful little girl, forever, no matter what.”


This huge day happened in my life at only age five.  I think the most important and memorable things in life happen when you are young.  The most important thing I have realized after all this has happened is to live life to the fullest because you never, ever know what may be just right around the corner…
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