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ALL ALONE IN A GREAT BIG WATER PARK

by Alan

| woke up eager for King's island, and thought in extreme depth. | had
never been there before! My cousin was always talking about the Vortex. But,
| personally thought it was way too fast for my taste. | wanted to go to the
wave pool so bad, because my friend told me there were sirens and then the

waves came in.

After my daydreaming was done, | smelled the aroma of scrumptious
golden brown pancakes smothered in luscious syrup. Even while | ate them

| queried, "When are we leaving?"

"As soon as | lay out some ground rules,” ferociously

snapped mom.

"Don't go any place without us knowing where you are!" announced dad.

Finally, we were on our epic journey. | was in my car for what felt like
eons; the car was scorching hot as the sun glared in my big eyes through open

window.

My sister was singing off key to 100 bottles or juice on the wall. | was

irritated by the constant chant. Finally, we arrived at the kingdom of water and
roller coaster rides. The people looked like a swarm of ants scurrying away from

a magnifying glass.

On our way in, | skipped ahead of the group but then my older sister
quickly snatched me, she was 6 at the time. | could barely wait to rampage

around the famous wave pool!

We charged through people in the scariest part of the park (or so |

thought) at least 2 times before locating the entranceway to the best part of the



park. Next to the entrance was a jingling crescendo as the tremendous trolley

trotted along side us.

Then we all jolted over to the odor of a chlorine infested water park (of

doom); and before we knew it we were in the middle of a coliseum looking dome.
We all were jogging; the thought of swimming took over my mind. We soon sited
a pool that we all could agree on; it had a wooden structure that sailed the 7
seas, in the center a watchtower rested. Out of the cannons flowed a constant
stream of freezing cold water. We all started running into the pool and frantically
splashing each other. Then, my eyes gazed upon an ocean looking pool, my
friend immediately popped into my head as his voice echoed in my 4 year old

mind.

| wanted to go to that pool so bad | mumbled because the thought
of swimming in it made me go brain dead, "Mom, can | go over to the

wave pool?"

But with out waiting for a response, | just started sprinting over to that

wonderful pool.

Soon, | was in water with at least 250 people recklessly

splashing about.

| swam until my toes couldn't touch any more. But without a warning |

heard a siren glaring out in the deep side of the pool.

Then the waves were crashing down on my tiny head nearly drowning
me. Gasping for life, | felt like my lungs were out of oxygen; | felt like | was a

fish with no gills. | flailed to the diagonal surface and | got out of that death



pool. | coughed out at least 2 cups of chlorine-contaminated water. For the

first time ever | realized that my mom wasn't by my side; | was terrified.

After all that | started perspirating, Fran away from the weird lifeguard

chasing me. In the distance | saw a lady crying. | examined her more closely

and realized it was my mom. She was far away.

I ran to her and then we both were crying. Relief flooded me as | dug my
face in her shoulder and just let it all out. My mom said it was going to be a
long time until we went to Kings Island again. | was so happy to see my mom,;

| really didn't have a care in the world.






As |

walk through
my camp

| notice

The campfire,
The river,

And the trees
Then | wonder
how it feels

to be those things.

Campfire

| am the blazing fire
warming you on a
cold star-lit

night

The burning flames
crackling

in the night

while the crickets sing

I am the blazing, burning fire

River

| am the wet, streaming river

Camp Comes to Life

by Keegan



My currents strongly
pushing

and

pulling you.

Deep inside my pools
lays priceless
treasure

| am the wet, streaming river.

Trees

| am the tall, strong trees
Standing tall

above the rest

Standing strong

against all storms

| am the tall, strong trees.

Now I’'m walking through
my camp

and

| know

how it feels

to be

The blazing, burning fire,
The wet, streaming river,

And the tall, strong trees.






The Darkness
By Paige

Looking into the darkness,
Thinking...
Thinking that someone is there
Thinking that | will hear the window

Shatter into a million pieces.

Looking into the darkness,
Movements...
Movements of frightening people
Movements of monsters

In my imagination.

Looking into the darkness,
Noises...
Noises from the door
Noises from the closet

that | know are surely there.

Looking into the darkness,
Lights...

My night light still shining

Bright like the blazing sun

Lights in the Monster’s



Gleaming eyes

Looking into the darkness,
Voices...
Voices of my mom on the phone

Voices of the people that | see in my imagination

Looking into the darkness,
Colors...
Different colors when | close my eyes...
Pink, blue, green, and yellow
Different colors in my room....

Black and gray

Looking into the darkness,
Slamming Sounds...
The Slamming Sounds of car doors
The Slamming Sounds of my sister’s

door closing

Looking into the darkness,
Dreams...
Crazy dreams that have terrible
people in them

Wonderful dreams that have people that



I love in them

Looking into the darkness,
Prayers...
Prayers for the Lord

Prayers for myself

Looking into the darkness,
Everything’s there...

I blink and it’s all gone.



March 30, 2005

Dear Reviewer,

To flat out tell you, I love writing! But it wasn't always this way. In
third grade, writing was my least favorite and my probably worst academic
subject. Moving right along to fourth grade, my teacher, Mrs. Wells, was able
to dig down inside me, along with the help of Mrs. Rosenberg. Working
together, gradually teaching me to write better or more efficiently, | began to
love writing the way | love it today. Over the course of this year, again with of
the help of Mrs. Rosenberg, my writing teacher, and Mrs. Wells, they taught
me how to enhance my writing by using voice, figurative language, and

alliterations,

I'll be the first to admit that voice is my favorite and probably my best
technique in writing. Voice allows my personality to flow through like when
California had all of those landslides! If | don't have a lot of voice in my writing,
it doesn't allow the audience to hear my message or to know how or what |
want the audience to feel. My teacher, Mrs. Wells, loved in my personal
narrative when | said "Leaped into my dad's black car, then yelled "Step on it"
as if | just robbed a bank!" This helps the reader know that | was in a hurry.
Instead of saying that | was in hurry, | showed it with expression. Using voice in
your piece allows the reader to know how | act most of the time. It also lets the

reader feel ' as if they know my writing like the back of their hand.



Another strength of mine that | learned this year is figurative
language. It includes similes, metaphors, alliterations, and repetition. Here's
an example of repetition from my poem; "Down, down, down it dives,"
Repeating the same word over and over again is repetition. I've learned
many techniques to enhance my figurative language, One of the ways is by
using my yellow writing folder, this is a reference to use like a dictionary or a
thesaurus. It has lots of ideas and techniques to upgrade my writing like all
of the other words to use instead of said and how to spell them. Another way
that | enhance my writing is by reading published author's writing and
listening to my friends writing. | can learn from my friend's mistakes and |
can learn good things from them. From my friends writing, | learned that
poems don't have to rhyme; this helped my literary piece, Our American
Symbol. From authors like Leigh Anne Florence, | learned to use more
effective wording. Reviewer, if you don't already know, reading and writing

go together like this and that. The more you read, the better your writing.

Beyond all odds, my final way that I've grown as writer this year is by
using transitions. Transitions are an awesome way to help my writing. My
teacher, Mrs. Wells, informed me that "Transitions help to put the reader at
ease. If the writer doesn't put any transitions in, it makes them feel "uneasy"."
| like to use my writing folder for transitions. On page 22, there must be over
100 transitions to choose from. In my transactive piece | used lots of

transitions. One of them is "In addition, I'll bet there are loads of animal

adaptations that you haven't heard of."



Reviewer, | thank you for reading my letter and | hope you enjoy
scoring and reading my portfolio. This year voice, figurative language, and
transitions have helped me become an awesome writer. Next year it will
sort of give me a jump start for fifth grade. I'll NEVER forget this year and all
of this information will help me to love writing even more than | already do

today!

Sincerely,

Evan



April 11, 2005

Dear Reviewer,

| absolutely love writing. In fact | was excited about 4th
grade because | heard there were portfolios so | knew there would
be a lot of writing. Most kids were worried or didn't like to write, but
| was excited. | write about what | feel and what comes to my
mind. | start out with a strong lead to grab the reader's attention.
This way my audience/reader is interested from the beginning.
Also on the state test | knew we would have to show what we
know through open-response questions and on demand prompts. |
just couldn't wait until the start of 4th grade!

In my opinion writing not only is a way to express yourself, it
is also educational because you are able to learn about the many
writing techniques. Sometimes | can express myself better through
writing, than talking. Writing gives me the opportunity to think
about what | want to say before | say it. | can also change what |
am saying if | choose to.

| think that this year | am a better writer than ever. This is
because of Ms. Wells, Ms. Rosenburg, and Miss Simms. They
help me by saying things like, "what could you add here;" or, "what
could you say there." This really helps me because once | get an
idea | can just take off!

| like to write in a quiet place like the library. It gives me
time to think without any distractions. All of this has helped me
with my writing.

Here are a few writing techniques | try to

use.

* Detalils
* Rhetorical questions
* Transition words

| have developed as a writer by adding details. This is a good
way to keep your reader interested. Why, you ask? Well, because



when you add details it makes the reader feel like they were there. It
also paints a picture (snapshots) in the readers mind because of the
extra information. Like for example instead of saying the dog was
beautiful, you would say the dog was beautiful with its soft gray eyes
and its fluffy white fur. As you can see there is a big difference. In my
personal narrative "Good-Bye" | put, "l started to wonder if my
grandma would suffer now that the person she had been with for 72
years was gone." | think that sounds better than, | wondered if my
grandma was o.k. It sounds better because it has more detail and
information allowing the reader, or audience, to have more insight to
understanding of what is being said. Other ways | have learned to
add details include:

» Thought shots-lets your audience know
what you're thinking

* Dialogue-conversation between
characters to help the reader get to know
them

» Sensory details-helps the reader know
what you see, smell, touch, taste, and/or
hear

Rhetorical questions are another good way to make the
reader/readers just say wow! They are important because It makes
the reader feel like they know me. When the reader understands
what | and trying to say, they can feel my emotions. In my poem
“Holding-On” | wrote, "Is there an end to my problems?" This is a
good example of a rhetorical question. Rhetorical questions are
guestions that you don't expect an answer to; it makes the reader
think which keeps them interested in my writing. They are great to
use because they add a little spice to your piece!

In my Mr. Silberman letter | used great transition words.
Transition words are important because they move time along.
Without them your piece won't make sense. Here are some examples
of transition words:

* Then
* Next

e Another
* Well



* Also
* In the past

¢ |In the future

Transition words are good because the reader would be
confused without them. Many times kids forget to use
transition words, maybe it is because they are small words
and they do not see their importance. |, however, see how
important they are and often use them to move my writing
along smoothly. -

In conclusion, writing is a great way to get your thoughts
down on paper. One thing | have learned with my writing is that
you can do anything with a little time, work, and heart.

Sincerely,
Miranda
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Jake searched the Internet for castles he and his fiancé could stay in on
their honeymoon. He remembered once that Jennifer said she would love to stay
in a castle, so she could feel like a princess. Finally, he found one. The Ethie
Castle in Scotland. It sounded perfect!

After a beautiful wedding and a night of eating, dancing, and lots of
laughing, the newlywed couple was ready to go on their honeymoon. Jake and
Jennifer left hand in hand to go to the airport and board their plane to Scotland.
It was a long trip, but they were filled with excitement!

Once they arrived, they got in a taxi and went off to their dream castle.
During the cab ride, Jennifer said in a whiney voice, “Oh honey, I'm so excited!
I’'m so glad you decided to come here on our honeymoon.” Just then Jake looked
up and shouted, “Hey look! There it is on the hilltop! WOW! It looks exactly like
the advertisement described.”

They pulled up the gravel road to the main door of the house. When they
got out of the taxi, they looked all the way up and almost fell backwards. Jake
exclaimed, “Wow! It looks like the top touches the clouds.” Jennifer looked at
Jake and giggled, “Thank-you for making me your princess.”

The two walked through the enormous black wooden door. Then all of a
sudden, SLAM! The door shut behind them. Jake and Jennifer were so startled
and confused they were unable to speak. They both looked around at the castle
in amazement. It did not resemble the advertisement at all. Instead it looked like
a nightmare! There were cracks all over the ceiling and running down the walls.
The chandelier was hanging from the ceiling by a few wires. The entire place was
covered with spider webs. The wallpaper was stained and peeling. The floor was
covered with several inches of dust. Jennifer began to whimper.

They turned back to the door and tried to get out, but discovered it was
locked. Their dream castle went from beautiful and graceful to down right
horrific. Then they heard a very low creepy voice behind them, “Let me show
you to your room.” “You are crazy! We're not staying here!” screamed Jennifer.
The butler cackled, “Oh, but yes you are. Once you come through that door, you
can never leave! Ha, Ha, Ha!” “AHHHH!" screamed Jennifer. The young couple



ran up the stairs, into the first room they came to and slammed the door. Jake
ran to the window and looked out---“Whoa it's a long way down. We'll have to
find another way. Come on Jennifer” Jennifer wailed, “What do we do now? |
want out of here! I'm afraid that so called butler will stop at nothing to hurt us.”
“Don’t worry honey, I'll think of something.” Jake reassured his bride.

They opened the door to the room and crept down the hallway. Jake said,
| think the only thing we can do now is look around for a way out and try to avoid
the butler.” Jake suggested. They ran down to the kitchen. They turned the knob
to the pantry door and set off an alarm of bells and sirens. Butcher knives began
falling from the ceiling dropping all around them. An axe swung from the wall.
The two dropped to the floor screaming. They crawled through the kitchen to
doors, which lead to the basement. They ran half way down the stairs and heard
a strange grinding sound. When they got to the bottom of the steps, they bumped
right into the butler! He turned around with a large blade in his hand! The blade
shone in the darkness, he had been sharpening it. “I have been waiting for you to
come” smirked the butler.

Jake grabs Jennifer and pulls her up the stairs screaming. They run into
the library. They could hear boom boom on the stairs... it was the butler's
footsteps! Jake commanded, “Quick! Start pulling books off the shelves and look
for a secret passage!” Jake had recalled from his internet research that old
Scottish castles sometimes had secret passages in the bookshelves. The two
began frantically pulling books off the shelf looking for a secret passage. Then
they heard a snap; they froze. Their bodies filled with terror. They looked over
and saw a portrait on the wall had opened. Jake looked inside- it's a secret
passage! Jennifer cries with joy, “Oh, Jake you are brilliant!”

They ran through the dark passage, hearing the cold laugh of the butler
echoing around them. They could see a light in the distance. The couple began
to feel relief. Once they got to the end of the passage, they looked down and
realized it was a HUGE drop down to the ocean. Jake and Jennifer thought, we
could either jump or take our chances with the butler. The butler was getting
closer and closer. The waves were crashing against the rocks. Jake looked
lovingly at Jennifer. He took her hand and whispered softly, “Well, if we can make
it through this we can make it through anything. I love you Jennifer.” Then the
two newlyweds jumped off into the ocean.



Freedom
By: Kalia

Why did

Thomas Jefferson and other loyal presidents Have slaves?
Why, didn't

We have more than one president, like Abraham Lincoln,
stand up to this?

It was not fair

That whites and blacks were

S.E.P.A.RAT.E.D.

It was not fair

That blacks were not paid

To pick cotton in a white man's field.

It was not fair

That blacks were not allowed

To learn how to read or write.

It was not fair

That blacks were to move to the back of the bus
And give up their seat.

It must have been hard when

Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.
marched on the road

to freedom.

It must have been hard when
Rosa Parks

had to move to the back of the bus
after a hard day.

And it must have been hard when
Harriet Tubman

had to pick cotton and be a maid.
Back then,

Everybody wanted freedom.

Even Harriet Tubman and

Booker T. Washington

even Martin Luther King Jr.

With civil rights and segregation

Rosa Parks was a role model

when she was told to give up her seat.
Everybody still wants it...



Freedom.

Now changes are everywhere

We have little white girls and black girls
Swinging,

Playing

Together on the playground.

Now changes are everywhere

We have little white boys and black boys
Outside

Playing basketball.

And now

We have all blacks and whites

going to the same

Schools

Restaurants and

Arenas.

We all have Freedom.



I am from
Bubble gum and
Sugar

! “HHH
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Lover's Danger
By: Nicole

If you have just picked this up you should know it's a story of
love and danger. So my friends let us begin.

Long ago in a time not well remembered lived a dragon. His nhame
was Org. Org lived on a planet called Donwage in a galaxy called Zolocsta.
Now if you wanted to reach this place you would need to go through a
million other galaxies which not even | know the names of. For there are so
many and some may not even have a name.

Org was a light green dragon. This in his culture meant that he was
the gentlest of all dragons. Org had many friends and was very much loved by
his family. Yet he had one tiny problem. He had never loved. Now Org was
reaching his fiftieth passing (which is like fifty years). As soon as he did, he
would be expected to marry. Every day he hoped to find his true love by
putting a sign outside his hut, singing at a cafe, or going to the market and
smiling at the dragonesses. Yet every day he failed.

As time moved on, the annual Love Festival and Love Ball
approached. Org hoped at one of the festivities he would find his true love for
this might be his last chance. Without marrying at his fiftieth passing, he would
disgrace his family name and if he did, then he decided he would have to
leave home. If he had to leave home then he'd go out into the forest, wander
around, and then die from starvation.

At the Love Festival all the fairest dragonesses were there. But none
suited him. Until his eyes settled on a beautiful dragoness in about her forty-
ninth passing; her name was Rebecca. Rebecca was a light red dragon. This
in her culture meant most beautiful. But all the other dragons were around her.
The big problem was that they were all more handsome than him. Org was too
shy to go up to her. So he followed her home and left a large metal button
necklace shaped like a heart on her but door. Little did he know this would one

day save her life.

Unfortunately Org was not the only one who loved Rebecca. A dragon
named Phoebeus also loved her. Phoebeus was a very dark blue dragon. This
in his culture meant doesn't always take the right path. He was so determined
to gain Rebecca's love that in fact he had asked for her love many times. But
every time she refused. But Phoebeus would not be put down. So he had once
again tried at the festival. Yet Rebecca still refused him. He had stormed off in
such a rage that his dragon fire breath had burned fifty farms as he did so.
Right then and there he swore, "if she refuses me again she will regret the day
she ever lived!" Know back to Org. He ran a Pananin (which is like a
newspaper). He delivered a Pananin to every but which included Rebecca's.
So one day he put a note in Rebecca's Pananin. It read:



Dear Rebecca,
I love you with all my heart. Will you meet me in the middle

of the of Love Ball's dance floor at the fithy-eighth hour? -An Admirer

Rebecca squealed with glee as she read this for she too was looking for her
true love. But wait! The Love Ball was tonight! She would have to get ready
quickly. Of course with her natural beauty she'd just have to slip into a dress
and tie up her long auburn dragon hair.

Phoebeus also knew of the ball that night and that everybody was
going to be there including Rebecca. He planned to kidnap her at the fithy-
eighth hour and force her to marry him.

That night Phoebeus, Rebecca, and Org all waited impatiently for the
fithyeighth hour. Finally it was three mums (which are just like minutes) to the
fithyeighth hour. Org started to the middle of the dance floor when suddenly
he witnessed a masked man kidnapping Rebecca! At first he was scared as a
dragon about to be killed by a knight. He was so freaked out he didn't know
what to do. Suddenly he thought to himself, "In my note to Rebecca | said 1
loved her with all my heart. What kind of love would it be if 1 didn't at least try
to save her?"

So forgetting his fear, Org followed them to a dark and gloomy castle.

When finally he kicked the door down (which by the way was 500
pounds while he was only 300 pounds) he saw Phoebeus taking off the
kidnapper's mask. He was not surprised because he knew what the deep
blue meant in his culture. But this meant Phoebeus was the kidnapper!
Phoebeus tied Rebecca to a chair. When Org heard Phoebeus beg for
Rebecca's love, his heart pounded faster and faster, until he heard her
answer...

"Never!" she spat. Phoebeus stormed
off in rage.

Then Org saw his chance. So he popped out and started untying the
ropes around Rebecca. He had just finished untying her ankles when he
heard footsteps. He hid just before Phoebeus came in with a dagger in his
hand. Org was frozen in place as the dagger struck Rebecca in the heart.
Rebecca fell dead on the floor. Phoebeus stood over Rebecca snarling at
what he had done.

Suddenly all that anger Org was holding against Phoebeus burst
out. He kicked him then pushed him against a wall. Surprisingly the wall
gave way. Org let go of Phoebeus, in surprise, who fell to his death
because the room they were in was 200 feet from the ground. Org
stumbled over to Rebecca and pulled the dagger out. Then a miracle
happened...

Rebecca opened her eyes! The dagger had hit the large metal
button heart necklace which she always wore around her neck. Org picked
her up and told her about the note. Rebecca said that she had loved the



note. Suddenly they were talking about their friends," families, and lives.
They found themselves falling in love.

On the eve of his fiftieth passing, Rebecca was Org's special
guest. When Org asked Rebecca to marry him, Rebecca happily agreed.
Yet there was one more problem. Would their families agree to a light
green dragon marrying a light red dragon? Then they both agreed that
even if their parents disagreed they would marry anyway. For their love
was stronger than anything. So Org and Rebecca announced their
engagement. Their parents disagreed at first. But when they saw how
strong Org and Rebecca's love was, they happily agreed.

I hoped you enjoyed this. Remember there's someone out there for
everyone. If you can't find them now, you'll find them one day.



Mean Things Done

By Connery

| wonder why big brothers

Always staying up late

Being so lazy

Not even coming out to see me and my little brother

Never thinking about family.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to hang their little brothers upside down
Being so careless

Never thinking why they hang their little brothensside down.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to leave their food on the table
Having to be reminded to put their food up

Never thinking about their chores.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to close their doors
Thinking they need their privacy

Never thinking about anything else.



| wonder why big brothers
Like to be with their girl friends
Thinking about what they will do together

Never thinking about playing with me.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to go to college
Being so happy

Never wanting to stay home.

| wonder why big brothers
Let their little brothers hug them
Liking me and my brother

Never being mean all the time.



X






An Ocean Comes To Life
By Haley

I’'m swimming through
A deep ocean | notice,
The sand,

The seaweed,

The creatures ,

The waves,

Then | have a notion

What would it be like to be one of those things

SAND

| am the
golden
sand,
Scorching
Your feet,
Making
Beautiful,
Castles

At the beach

| am the



Golden

Sand.

SEAWEED
| am the
Emerald
Green
Seaweed,
Flowing,

In the
Deep sea,
Sliding,
Past
People’s
Legs,

Like

A

Snake

| am the emerald
Green

Seaweed.

FISH

| am the
Colorful
Shiny



Creature,
Swimming, in the sea
Hoping not to

Get caught,

By

A fishermen

| am the colorful
Shiny

Fish.

WAVES

| am the
Blue
Waves,
Smacking,
On the ocean shore,
Splashing
People

| am the
Blue
Waves.

Now,

I’'m swimming through
A deep ocean,

| notice

The sand,

The seaweed,

The creatures

And the waves

| don’t have a notion

| know

What it feels like

To be one of those things
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Olympic Ecstasy
By Patrick

“Wake up, Patrick, wake up,” my dad said as he shook me gently.
My eyes creaked open as | said “What?”

My dad replied, “Get up and get ready.” As he said those words my eyes
shot open, | leapt out of my bed towards my dresser and got ready. All in that

moment, | remembered where we were going.

| quickly got dressed into my snow clothes. All of my snow clothes were
blue save that the gloves were black. | stood there and somebody may have
mistaken me for a sumo wrestler. | had a very hard time walking up the stairs.
The beige carpet felt soft beneath my feet as | slowly climbed up the stairs. As
hard as it was, walking up the stairs, it was even more difficult putting on my

shoes.
| quickly awoke my mother and said to her, “Goodbye, Mom”
She replied, “Bye, | love you”

| quickly answered, “Love you too.” Then, | turned and slowly walked out
of the room to the car. My dad talked to my mother and turned to follow me to

the car. | quickly opened to door and hopped in.

The inside of the car was cozy beige. The leather felt soft beneath me.
As | buckled my seatbelt, my dad was turning on the car. | heard the motor turn
on and the headlights sent out a faint beam of light revealing the driveway and

street ahead. All else beyond appeared to be a dark abyss. The car started to



move slowly, and we then headed toward Salt Lake City. Very few cars were out
on the road. My dad and I silently listened to the radio as mile after mile flew by.

Finally, after an hour of intense anticipation, we were there.

Blue, yellow, and orange pillars rose in distinct difference to the security
gates. The pillars were placed throughout the slush-covered parking lot, large
obelisks standing guard. We trudged through the empty parking lot toward the
security gates. Security gates are never that ornate and these were no
exceptions. They were one story tall, and a shabby yellow. We went through
them without incident. Beyond the gates was a line of Greyhound Charter buses
four blocks long. The line was beyond an orange fence just as long as the line
itself. The buses were white and blue with the company’s insignia, a distinct
large greyhound placed in the center of the bus. My father and | were then
placed into a line to put us on a bus. After about ten minutes that felt like hours,

we were allowed on the bus.

After the bus was full, we steadily headed up into the mountain. The
panorama was magnificent. The mountain foothills surrounded us with heavy
snow and pine trees. The pines smelled crisp in the morning air. A faint
shimmer of light reached over the mountain as the bus climbed ever higher.
Later dawn’s pink fingers reached through the sky as we moved higher and
higher into the mountain. Then when the venue came into view, at first | was
annoyed. The venue broke the balance of nature. Suddenly, | remembered
what we were there for. A sign loomed up from the distance. It read “Salt Lake

City 2002 Winter Olympics”

My mind was racing as the calm of the ride broke away. My dad looked

over at me and said, “Calm down, Patrick.”



| replied, “I can't, but let's go.” So with that we left the bus and trampled
toward the venue, and the snow crunched under our boots leaving holes where
we stepped. The whole venue was filled with shops of pins and clothing. Paths
were cleared away making travel between shops easier. My dad and | looked

some of the shops but never bought anything. Instead we headed to the stands.

The bleachers rose high above any other building. The view from the
bleachers was amazing. It looked over the bluff in which the skiers would come
skiing over. The sides of this bluff were lined with the same orange fence that
had restricted us from the bus lane. The snow covered the hill, gleaming from
the sun’s steady glare. Though our tickets did not permit us to sit in the
bleachers, we were allowed to stand next to the gate, closer to the bluff than
even the front row of bleachers. As we took our places | found it was hard to see
over the adults in front of me. | figured my dad would not be able to pick me up
so | looked around my area. | eyed a large cluster of snow near me. | decided to
try and stand on it. It was difficult getting to the top, both because the snow
crumbled under my feet and | had more clothes on then a whale has blubber.
Once | made it however, | was able to see the ski slope and television screen
featuring the skiers names and nationalities, many of which | had never even

heard of. A half an hour passed and then finally, the event started.

The announcer proclaimed the name of the skier, the nationality, and
then the red, yellow, and green lights went off. When the green light, flashed the
gate restraining the skier opened, and the skier hurtled down the slope. He went
at speeds that could match a car on the freeway. As the skier came over the hill,
| could hardly see the colors of his suit as they were blurred from his speed. As
he came into the opening that was the end of the run he quickly skidded to a

halt. He sent a cloud of snow into the air as tall as the bleachers, making his



figure hardly discernable through the dense snow. Eventually, however, the
snow faded away leaving the skier in the center of the arena, watched by every
person in the crowd he slowly headed to a door in the gate where he would be
able to take off his skis. This process repeated itself many times. Sometimes
the skiers crashed which brought a delay in the schedule, but my dad took
advantage of those delays to buy us much needed hot chocolate. The
temperature reached as low as 20 degrees. The chocolate tasted rich and
creamy, and the smell made my knees bend. It felt hot, on my tongue, nearly
burning it many times. Throughout the day as many as four or five skiers
crashed, allowing us to get hot chocolate. At around 5:00 the event ended.

Austria won the gold and bronze and Norway won the silver.

After the event we went to the medal ceremony for the day, and the
ceremony held a concert of many songs and bands, with the likes of La Bamba,
Stop, In the Name of Love, and the host Steve Young. After the concert and
group games the audience played, the ceremony began. Kelly Clark was the first
American to win a gold medal in the Olympics, and we sang the national
anthem. This event was one | will never forget. An event like this can teach
many morals that are out there | just had to reach out and grab them. This
taught me that if | work hard enough | can achieve anything, just like those skiers
that spent years working on their sport. | learned that if | have the heart to do

something, | can achieve it with hard work and determination.



Saying Good-bye to Dessey

by Kristin

| was on a roller coaster ride last summer. Not one you ride on for fun at
Kings Island, but an emotional one. | was at the top of my roller coaster in the
beginning of the summer, because | was just about to get my very first puppy!

Little did |1 know that | would hit rock bottom just a few weeks later.

In the beginning of the summer | found out that Gail's Vizsla was going to
have puppies. Gail is one of my aunt’s friends. | was so excited that | begged
my parents, every second | could, to let me have one, until they said yes. The
morning | was going to get her, it was a pleasant June day. That morning my
dad called to tell us he had my puppy at his work in Frankfort. Earlier | had
decided to name her Odessey and call her Dessey for short. After what seemed
to be a horribly long drive, we were finally there! When | saw her, | couldn’t

believe it. | thought | was dreaming; I finally had a dog!

When we got home, we took her to the backyard and let her run and play.
It was awesome having a puppy! | always had someone to play with, but it was
also a lot of work. | had to sleep in the basement the first few nights, and wake
up to her crying every four hours and take her out. Going swimming at my
grandparents’ house was also a problem. We could only be gone for about two

hours before | had to be home again to let Dessey out.

After that, everything started going downhill. We couldn’t take our usual

day trips that we go on during the summer. Also, if | wanted to go to a friend’s



house, | couldn’t stay very long. When my friends came to my house, | had to
stop and take the time to play and let her out. | was always on edge because |
worried about Dessey chewing the furniture or peeing on the carpet. | did not

want my mom to yell at me, and it was important that she learn to like Dessey,

because she doesn't like animals.

Two weeks later, | talked to my mom and asked if | should give Dessey
back. | wanted to do the right thing for Dessey’s sake. That night | decided to

give her back.

| told my mom, “I can’t do this; | can’t care of Dessey all by myself. If |
have as much homework in seventh grade as | did in sixth grade, along with the
time my tumbling classes take, | would not have much time to spend with her. It
just wouldn’t be fair to Dessey. | mean, | would have time for her on the

weekends, but she needs my attention every day.”

Later that night my dad took pictures so | would have something to
remember her by. We also played tug-o-war together. She didn’t like the toy
made of ropes tied in a figure eight | had gotten for her, so | used an old towel. It
was almost impossible to sleep that night. | kept tossing and turning, dreading
tomorrow when | would have to say goodbye to her. When I finally fell asleep, it
seemed but just a few minutes when | heard my mom call from the stairs to wake
up. I rolled over and stared at the clock on my bedside table. After | got dressed
and ate breakfast, my mom helped me load up all of Dessey'’s things into the car,
her toys, cage, dog food and towels. | took her out to the field behind our house,
to go to the bathroom for the last time. This was definitely the lowest point of the

summer, and most likely one of the worst days of my life.



Unlike the drive to get her from my dad’s work, which seemed very long,
this seemed like a very short trip up to Louisville. | cherished every second with
her up until we pulled into Gail's driveway. | saw Alli, my puppy’s mother, barking
from behind the fenced in deck. This was a very depressing moment in my life,
giving back my life-long dream for a puppy, which | had work so hard to get. |
hugged Dessey goodbye and walked slowly to the car. | blankly stared out of the

window until she was out of sight.

Since we were close to the Louisville Zoo, my mom thought it would be a
good idea to go to take my mind off of everything. For the rest of the twenty-five
minute ride to the zoo, | sat and cried in the back of the car. | knew it was a big
responsibility to have a dog, but that summer | learned it is hard to take care of

one all on your own, especially if you are only twelve.
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" There were three of them.... My uncles had
been building them for the past forty-five
years.... all of the towers were taller than

any of the two-story houses.... they were made
of steel.... They were built of a network of
ribs and struts....

From each of the rungs.... dangled
thousands of chips of glass and shards of
porcelain and the inner working of old
clocks. Some of the pendants were short and
hugged the horizontal ribs, while others
dangled on long threads of copper. In some
places, a single wire held two drops of
glass, one under the other; in other places,
there were three--dangling consecutively,
one beneath the other. Some of the pendants
were evenly spaced in groups of three or
four. Some were bunched together like the
sixteenth notes on a musical staff followed
by a single large porcelain bob--a whole
note rest....

The towers were painted. Not solemnly

but astonishingly. Astoundingly. There were carniva
of mauve and violet, ochre and rose, bright pink an
sherbet, and all the colors were stop-and-go, mottl
a camouflage pattern. Lavender pink met lime green
middle of a rung, or cerulean blue climbed only hal

a vertical axis until it met aguamarine.

On top of the tallest tower, fixed in place,
were four clock faces, none of which were alike.

Atop the other two towers was a single clock face

on a swivel that rotated in the wind. The clock
faces had no hands."

~From The Outcasts of 19 Schuyler Place

By E.L Kongisburg
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ATP I

by Tiffany

A single tear escaped my woeful eyes as | turned the knob of the flimsy
door. Sinking to the pitiful looking tile floor. | grasped my exit from reality that sat
wrapped in my pocket. Slowly | took it out and unwrapped it with care after |
heard the comforting click of the door that | had locked. "Wouldn't want anyone
barging in while | had this in my hand, now would 1?" | sort of chuckled to myself.
| stroked the blade as if it were some lost love of my past.

Another tear made its way through my eyelashes and down my cheek as |
thought of the song | knew so well. "Why won't it fade? Outside | had to lie, I'm
okay. Inside my body troubled, full of hate. | had to let it out, before its too late... "
Well, its better late than never, | thought mournfully as | pressed the cold, jagged
blade into my skin. | gave an awful shudder of breath and began to slowly rip it
across my shaking forearm, tears forming as fast as blood all over me. Why did
they do this to me?

| glance at the sign as we pass it by. “The Ridge", it says. The sign
seems welcoming enough and the appearance of the place as far as | can see,
looks homey. My nails slowly etch out of my palms and | take a breath. It doesn't
seem as bad as | had heard, with bars and cell doors. | couldn't see any of that
sort of thing yet. My mind put the word on 72 font across my brain. Yet. | was
sure they were there somewhere.

We walk through the glass doors, my knees shaking invisibly inside my
jeans. Mom and | walk towards the small window in the front of the parlor. | take
a look around at my doom. It's a welcoming foyer and waiting room, much like a

doctors office. 'breathe tiff' | tell myself as | inhale slowly. Mom looks at me and

asks if I'm alright. | nod my head and smile, unable to speak.



The register person gives us a clipboard with papers on it and asks us to
have a seat. | sit down in a noisy chair, sitting rigidly and motionless, eyes
darting from the TV to the girl crying about 5 feet away. | wonder why she's
crying, but think it better not to ask. After a while, mom finishes the paper work
and we are left in the waiting room to wait. "evaluation dial 180...evaluation

180...", the speaker crackles throughout the hospital.

Finally, after what seems like forever, we are called back by a staff
member named Lisa. "Hi Tiffany, back this way please" | nod and follow her past
a mural on the wall that | would become all too familiar with. Lisa points to a
room off to one side of the widened and blank hallway. | walk in and immediately
lose my impression of the interrogation room image | had. There were four
armchairs in a room painted peach with carpeting throughout. After being
motioned to sit down, | plop down in the armchair closest to the wall in the
corner. No surprises were these people going to pull over on me.

Lisa makes herself comfortable, and begins the evaluation. She asks me
all sorts of questions, and | slowly got more comfortable and found a way to look
at Lisa in a way | didn't have to watch mom's reactions to my often one worded
answers. We work slowly through the obvious questions like why | was there and
what seemed to be the problem and things like that. Then we got into mental
history of the family and questions such as "do you know where you are and why
you're here?" to make sure | didn't have some awful disorder, the whole time with
me looking at the floor a lot, concentrating on my breathing.

When we were finished, Lisa left and we were left to ourselves in the

quiet of the room. | immediately closed my eyes, relieved that it was over for a



while and | didn't have to think until she came back. | was exhausted as if | had
run a mile. All | wanted to do was sleep and forget the whole thing ever
happened. | hadn't told my mother in a crowded waiting room that | had been
cutting myself. | hadn't gone back for the physical as if nothing was wrong. |
hadn't told my doctor when she went to raise my sleeve what she was about to
see. But | had, and there was no getting past it. So | opened my eyes to my
mother pacing closed them back when she turned around.

When Lisa came back, she said that the doctor had decided to admit me.
Something inside of me dropped. | hadn't expected to be admitted, not really. |
just looked at her with a look that pronounced | wasn't surprised and nodded.
She said | was probably, scared and that it wasn't as bad as | might have heard
it was. She didn't know the half of it, although I just kept that stare going for as
long as | had to look at her. She said she used to work on the unit back in girls
adolescence, and that it was really a nice place and | would fit right in. | wasn't

so sure, but somewhere inside, something was comforted.

We sat at the other side of the room at a desk that stood in a corner with
two chairs for me and my mom to sit at. Lisa took the chair behind the desk and
got out a packet of papers. | noticed her unnaturally long nails as she tore
through the plastic of the packet. Lisa took them out and began to scribble on
the top one. As she scribbled, she explained what the paper said and where
mom had to sign. | zoned out, bored of this and worried about what it would be
like back on the unit. Would they try to kill me in my sleep? They kept very scary
people here. | had heard the stories and believed them. Here with the crazy kids

and adults in a confined space, that's where | was.



When she was finished, we followed her back to the unit. We walked
through hallways and made turns towards the "Youth Units", past the more
familiar mural that signaled we were close to the way out. We came to what
looked like a nurses station to me and turned left after sets of huge doors that
were locked to which Lisa had a key to around her upper arm. Then we came
to the locked ward or "the unit" as | came to call it after everyone else. We

came to another single locked door and walked through.

The first thing | noticed at first entry was the smell. it definitely smelled like
a unit of 20 or so girls. Then | saw a bunch of girls in a well worn room on the
other side of what was to be called the "Day Room". The tile flooring was yellow
and blue and the walls yellow. To the left there was another nurses station, but
smaller than the first. It looked to me as if the girls in the room were having some
sort of get together with a few staff members to guide them. What they were
actually doing was having a group therapy time before phone calls and snack.
When | came onto the unit, a few peoples heads turned, and then they all
looked. Actually this calmed me down a bit because they all looked to be about
my age.

| walked into a back room and was told to wait with my mother until a
nurse came to go over the paperwork and such. So | waited and they brought a
tray for me to eat supper when | told them | hadn't eaten all day. This was the
beginning of a major problem while | was there. Apparently | was going to find
out the hard way that you're not supposed to skip breakfast and lunch and then
not eat supper. | didn't eat the ham, turkey and cheese sub sandwich and they

didn't fuss about it, figuring | had had a long day and didn't feel much like eating.



When the nurse came back with the paperwork, | expected to zone out
once again to take in my surroundings. But then the nurse began asking me the
guestions, not my mother and so | had to pay attention. It began much like the
admission questions with things such as "why are you here?" and "why did you
start?" to which | replied "l don't know exactly" and didn't get a very fond
reaction. | answered all the questions exactly what | thought mom could bear
hearing and that's all. By the end the comment the nurse had was "well, so
basically, the only reason you're here is to see why you've been cutting yourself.
You seem normal to me." | just smiled that smile | had given Lisa and was silent.

If only this woman knew.

The short blonde nurse named Amy left us in the blank room. A few
minutes later she came back with a cocky looking young doctor who had plainly
seen too many crazy girls to be able to deal with a "normal” one. He asked me to
stand without even saying hello. | obliged and stood. He went through the
motions of a physical and then threw a black box into my hands for me to hold
and checked my eyes and ears roughly. He asked me to touch my toes and so |
did and then said "you are lucky | was here, you would have had to wait until
tomorrow because I'm usually not here this late" then said bye without looking at
me and left.

Amy came back and told me to say bye to my mother and then she
would walk her to the door while | went into the unit. Mom said a quick goodbye
and kissed me on my cheek then left with Amy. | glanced at the clock in the
nurses station. 8:00 pm. It had taken 5 hours to get back to the unit after | had

gotten there at 3:00 pm. The group the girls had been having had let out and



they were mingling in the Day Room. | leaned up against the far corner and

sincerely hoped no one would notice me.

Just then a girl named Sandy came up to me and asked me my name
and to rate my day on a scale of | to 10, 10 being the best and | being the worst.
She seemed as if she had done this many times and was very bored with it. |
slowly found my voice and said "well ...I guess something like a 2 or 3..." "What
was good and bad?" she spit out as soon as she scribbled down my answer.
"Well | came here, but it doesn't seem awful" and she got halfway through
writing that down and stopped. | wondered what was wrong then she turned
around to a tall woman with very short hair and who looked rather like a flamingo
to me and asked "Carrie, do | do reflections on her? She just got here." Carrie
turned and said, "Oh hello. No, don't do her, she hasn't had a very good day |
bet. And step back from her, she hasn't had her skin assessment yet" | was a
little confused as to what a skin assessment was, but | figured | would find out
eventually. | looked at a clock on the wall inside the nurses station. 8:30 pm.

As | had guessed, | would find out eventually what a skin assessment
was. After | was told to wait in a room for about a half an hour, away from all the
other girls, the nurse and an MHA (mental health assistant) came and got me.
They told me to go to my room that was assigned to me and head to the
bathroom in the back. When | stepped through the thresh hold of the doorway, |
was surprised to see it didn't look like a hospital room. It looked like a hotel room
with two beds and a bathroom in the back and a window that reached all the way

to ceiling from a foot off the floor.



| walked towards the back of the room. One bed was unmade and bare,
while the other closest to the door was roughly made in blue blankets. By the
time | got to the bathroom, the nurse and the MHA were there in the doorway.
As | turned around to see them, | noticed about 5 girls in my doorway talking to
each other and looking at me. | smiled at them a warm smile and turned towards
the bathroom. | asked the nurse what | supposed to do. With her, she carried a
paper with a full page picture of a blank persons naked body on it. As she
answered, | figured it out. It was a full body checkup for any bruises, cuts, scars,
or marks of any kind. As they found them, they would mark them down on the
paper with the body on it.

As she took out the paper, | changed into my hospital gown on the other
side of the bathroom door. | folded my clothes and gave them to the MHA who
was with the nurse. She slowly put on gloves and began going through all my
clothes one by one. "Please take off your jewelry" the nurse asked me to do as
the M HA took my eyeliner out of my pocket and put it aside. | took it all off and
set it on the bare bed. Then | came out from behind the door for the nurse to see
me, with the hospital gown wrapped tightly around me and my arms folded. "Let
me see your head first" she said, as she checked my face and neck for marks.
"What are all those brown spots on your neck?" she asked. "They are caused by
my diabetes. It's a symptom." | answered. She nodded and scribbled something
in the margin of her paper. Then she asked to see my arms. | slowly stretched
them out in front of me, shakily as ever.

She said to the sight of them, "my god, honey child" then she asked me

to count the scars for her. | did and got my totals. 64 on the left forearm, 75 on



the right forearm, 11 on the upper left, and 7 on the upper right. Plus three on
each wrist. Then there were 5 on my left leg. She made circles around each part
of my body | had scars and cuts on and then made slashing marks all over the
circles. She then drew a line from the circle and put the exact amounts that | had
come up with on to the side. Then she had me do something very odd. She
asked me to quickly show her my torso from under the gown. | kind of stared for
a minute and made an odd face then complied, very quickly. She wrote down
my birthmark on my lower back and then announced that we were finished. By
that time, the MHA had completed the check of my clothes and had folded them
up on my bed for me. They gave me some privacy and let me put my clothes
back on. They took my jewelry, eyeliner and papers in my pocket and left me
bed sheets. Then they left the room.

Slowly my would be roommate made her way into the room. The first
thing | honestly noticed was her size. She looked kind of mean as well as big. A
lot bigger than me. It was time for them to go to bed, so then she made her way
into the room and introduced herself. "Hey, I'm Tina" she said. | smiled and
replied "Hey. My name's Tiffany" "It's time for us to go to bed. Want help with
your bed stuff to make it up?" she asked politely. "No, thanks, | can get it. |
think", 1 said laughing softly. | picked up a white sheet and began making up my
bed while Tina crawled into hers.

"So what are you here for?" she asked, once she was settled in watching
me. Used to the question by now, | stated simply enough, "cutting". "oh." she
said. "there are a few people here for that now. Can | see?" "uh-sure-l guess..." |

stuttered, pulling up my sleeves. "ohhhh-wow" she said. "l don't think anyone



here is as bad as that. Except maybe for Emily. But hers are old, not like yours."
confused as to who Emily was, | finished up my neatly made bed and sat down
to chat and get to know Tina a bit. "So what are you here for?" | asked curiously,
crossing my legs. “Aggression” she said simply as well, as though worn out of
the question. "l see. Well what did you do?" | inquired of her, interested in the
story | knew had to be there.

"Well, this boy tried to get smart with me and | threatened to kill him and
beat him up. Since I've done that a couple of times now, they sent me here" and
that was the end of that. | kind of smiled and shifted my position on the bed as |
began my story that I felt obligated to give, because Tina was looking at me
expectantly. "Well yesterday my best friend told a counselor that | had been
cutting. So my counselor called me to her office at the end of the day and asked
me point blank if this was true. | replied with just a blank stare. Then she asked
to see them and | shook my head no. she shrugged and began talking to me
about all these different things. | had no idea what she was saying, | was so
shocked that someone had told her and trying to figure out who it was." Tina
interrupted with "obviously.. That sounds awful" and so | nodded and continued.
"Then | finally got out of the office and ran to a bathroom, ignoring the teacher
who yelled at me for running in the hall. | just stood there and looked at myself
in the mirror, focusing on breathing. | almost forgot where | was, | was so
caught up in thinking about what had just happened and what was likely to
happen afterwards.

| walked back into my practical stats class and sat down at my desk,

shaking and eyes burning. | glance over at a friend of mine, Jamarr, and he



looked at me concern written all over his face. He had never seen me cry, and
here | was on the edge of tears in the middle of class."

"Poor thing" Tina commented sympathetically. | just kind of looked at her
funny and continued. "So when the teacher got done giving the lesson, | went
over and sat next to Jamarr and just put my head down while the teacher gave
out worksheets. Jamarr leaned close and asked "what's wrong?" | replied with a
blunt "nothing" while my eyes continued to burn. He wrapped his arms around
my shoulders and asked again, with an added "tell me" so I told him, in complete
tears by now and shaking while trying to sputter out my sentences. We spent the
rest of class sitting there, me watching him do the worksheet that | had left,
forgotten, on the table in front of me.

When the bell rang to leave school, | waited until | saw Holly, my best
friend pass by my class to leave the room so that | wouldn't be faced with
everyone alone. When she passed | told her that | didn't have to go to my locker
and that | needed to talk to her. She looked at me and said okay. We walked
down the hallway and met up with Connie, another friend of mine. | politely told
her that | needed to talk to Holly for a minute and so she left, promising to come
back. By the time that we got to the door, | had told Holly about what had
happened. Holly just had an uncomfortable look on her face and just nodded her
head. Then Connie came screaming up the hallway for me, trying to catch me
before I left the building. "Before you go off on Holly, it wasn't just her, it was me
too...” she gasped "what?" | said confused, not putting one and one together.
And so | found out that Holly and Connie had been the ones who had told on

me. | finished my story up lamely.



Tina just looked at me for a minute then said "you're a good story teller,
you know that?" "uhhh-thanks" | said sheepishly. Just then an MHA came in and
said that we had to turn out our lights and lay down. "Okay, thanks" | said.
Evidently that was not normally said to them when they told us to go to bed,
because Tina shot me an odd look again. The MHA turned out our lights and
told us to sleep tight. | laid down on the bed and tried to get comfortable. It
definitely wasn't home. Although | dropped off into a restless sleep right away to
the sounds of Tina snoring, | wasn't going to stay that way. Every hour | woke
up, and finally at three | got up and paced my room. In less than five minutes the
night shift MHA came and asked me if | was okay. "I'm fine, its just my first night
here, thanks" "l understand" she replied to my comment "just come up to the
nurses station at the end of the hall if you need anything" then she left the room.

| sat on the edge of my bed, sinking in the events of the past evening. 'I'm
at The RIDGE.’ | thought. 'I'm in a nuthouse. | must be crazy. How did | get
myself into this?' | got up and noticed a red light blinking on the ceiling. It was a
motion detector.

The next morning, after almost no sleep, they woke me up at 6:45 am to
get my blood for testing. As | laid on the bed waiting for her to take it, | thought
about my thoughts the night before. | needed to ask Tina a couple questions, but
when would she wake up? Noon? Did she even get up for breakfast? | had no
idea. Then | heard other people walking down the hall way and saw them getting
up. Then | heard the night shift MHA calling people from their doorway to "get up

for meds" and the first of my fourteen days at The Ridge began.
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Pomegranate Winks
by Whitnee

| painted

The skies' cheeks

With pomegranate juice

It bleeds a fusion purple-red
On my palms

And seeping deep

Into my core

Of spread-like oak tree limbs
Tracing

Letters impressed

On your trust

In-between the moment when
Life winks

And

| smile.



Their Skirts
by Whitnee

Under the vine of grapes
That curled around

My face

God's breath lingered
On my lips

They say that spirits dance
Two step tangos
Between terraces

After nights of sipping
The wine slow
Celebrating their death

| have never seen them
But on nights

That are alive

So alive

That | can hear heartbeats
In my ears

| sink my body deep

Into the twisted green
Hoping

To feel their

Skirts as they tango by.



Cracking The Sky
by Whitnee

We cracked the sky like an egg
Letting the yolk
Run down
Horizons
And off God's sketch pad
He didn't mind too much
Luckily
But we realized that the line
We crossed from reality
To surreal unconscious streams
Could never be walked again
At least by us
We knew too much
| don't think we planned it that way
We wanted to return
But the swirls of our Technicolor dreams
Seemed too close to leave
So we reached
And kept on reaching
Up Up Up
Running our fingertips on the backside
Of the world's hopes
Down the spine of her ambitions

Settling on timeless faith



Until time had no place in our lives
And al that was known and loved
By us

Forgotten.



Who Knew Her Eyes
by Becky

who knew her eyes

were grey and light blue
underneath all of

that brown.

when the sun stops

whisking her away

(like chalk floating

off of a blackboard)

the brown will melt into
hand-held chocolate which
looks like m&m's and

holiday wishes.

it smells like easy-bake-cookies
and drops notes like a jazz band
focusing on an evening

when everything's changing.

the blue and grey

(soft like beluga whales
and hope hidden under
wishing pillows)

works down through her

hips and seeps into



her toes.

it becomes the toenail polish,
the turquoise skirt she

stole from her sister, slung low.
it becomes her walk,

her snowman pitter-patter
echoing through the wood grain
of the floors.

and when she falls asleep

at night she soaks all the

color up from the world and
holds it between her hands
and her stomach until the

sun rises sunny side up

in morning windows.



