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Eightyone teens were represented by the 169 entries received. We thank everyone who
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ARTt Grades 63 POETRY Grades 6
1st- Kendall Schoenhals (Haven HS, 8th gr) 1st- Courtney Ball (Sterling JHS, 8th gr)
2nd- Shyann Queen (Inman JHS, 6th gr) 2nd- Lexi Milne (Inman JHS, 7th gr)
3rd - Emily Fowler (Hutchinson M 8th gr) 3rd - Moriah Harris (Inman MS, 7th gr)
ARTt Grades 912 POETRY Grades 912
1st- Hannah Funk (Haven HS, 12th gr) 1st- Melinna Acevedo (Hutchinson HS, 12th gr)
2nd- Freddie Evans (Inman HS, 11th gr) 2nd- Timothie Foster (Buhler HS, 10th gr)
3rd - Veda Ann Mansur (Hutchinson HS, 10th gr) 3rd - Aisjha Miles (Inman HS, 9th gr)
PHOTOGRAPHYGrades 68 SHORT STORtE®&rades 6
1st- Bella Brownlee (Sterling Elem., 6th gr) 1st- Elizabeth Leck (Inman MS, 8th gr)
2nd- Macy Brownlee (Sterling JHS, 8th gr) 2nd- Gracie Smith (Hutchinson Magnet School/
3rd - Alisha Burris (Burrton MS, 8th gr) Allen, 6th gr)
PHOTOGRAPHYGrades 912 3rd - Christina Voth (Sterling JHS, 8th gr)
1st- Aurora Nadeau (Buhler HS, 11th gr) SHORT STORiE&rades 912
2nd- Chase Swanson (Buhler HS, 12th gr) 1st- Cecilia Garcia (Haven Virtual Academy,
3rd - Danae Moser (Buhler HS, 10th gr) 9th gr)

2nd- Allison Bomgardner (Buhler HS, 9th gr)
3rd - Aubrey Myers (Hutchinson HS, 12th gr)
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MY LOST FRIEND
by Courtney Ball

He was my best friend.
Haliurose, nice, kind,
Clumsy, adventurous,
Crazy, smart friend.
We walked around town
For hours
Talking about his life,
Dreams and hopes.
He always had hope no matter what.
He loved to dance.
Danced as much as much as he breathed.
He was great at it, too.
Once we were walking around
And we heard a boom.
We turned around and saw an old lady on the ground
We helped her home
And then left.
He wanted to make a difference in the world.
| wish he still could.
Once he put on makeup
And a dress just to make me smile.
| almost died laughing.
LQff YA&da KA& I22R KSI NIZ
Full of passion and love.
| hope he is still dancing and helping
And watching over me today.
Oh, how | miss you
My lost friend.
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by Lexi Milne

On a beautiful
Starry night, 1 was
Wondering by the riverside
Watching the stars go flying by
From Earth they look so very small
But they are bigger than us all
Saturn, Neptune, Jupiter, Mars, all of them among the stars
Exquisite elegance, danger and fear
Brilliant beauty, dark and dear
Wondering by the riverside
Oh, on a beautiful
Starry night
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ALL SUMMER LONG aCe
by Moriah Harris

All summer long
| listen to my song.
It helps me keep calm
Just like my lip balm.

Sometimes | sing aloud,
| even sing it proud
[ A1S GKSNB AayQd I ONRSR
Or a rain cloud.
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But | wish | had disappeared
To get away from reality.
| wish they would agree.

| do not like being alone.
L R2y Qi FSSt tA1S LQY ¢Sttt 1y26y0d
But when | find my song,
| begin to feel strong.
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RAIN DROPS
by Melinna Acevedo

| loved you all | could
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So all I ask is this,

You of all people know

How much I love the rain.
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To love me through every crystal drop.

So next time it rains
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That wherever you are
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And what used to be.

With every rain drop

Your heart will stop

And with every thought of this

A tear will slip.

Those passing by
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Or a rain drop slowly making its way to the Earth.
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Of water sliding down the glass

Unconsciously spelling your name

In all the twists and turns.

Hidden within the chaos

Will be the story of us.
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Thinking of how when rain slides across your lips
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THE DARK CYCLE
by Timothie Foster

Beginning new, Journey began
Unaware of the infamous plans

Heading out to start my trek
My goals | would not and could not forget

Not for riches or for fame
Simply to relink the flame

The beasts did maul, the poison, fire
The undead curse ties me down with wire

And when they brought me to an end
The curse brought me back again

But allies, too, did | meet
Their help put me back upon my feet

For on the trek, | held my pace
My goal to save the human race

The sun did fill me up with light
To go down into the dark and fight

Corruption tried to take me down
No wraith could bring my hopes to drown

At the end of my long quest
My fate entwined with all the rest

Sacrificed to the fire
To momentarily rest the curses dark ire

To keep the flame alight for a thousand years
Till another faces my fears
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WE ARE ALSO HUMAN
by Aisjha Miles
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This is our life, please let us choose

Maybe we look just like a nerd
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Maybe we look dark and glum

All we want is to be loved some

Maybe we are, the best at lying
Maybe we are, the best at spying

You did this to us with your own hand
But no matter what, we are still human
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RIPPLES ON THE WATER
by Elizabeth Leck

The sun shone down upon the water, making it glisten as if a thousand stars and gems were embedded
within the cool liquid. Adam was with his sister, Adria, sprinting to the shore of a large, crystal clear pond that
seemed as a lake to the adventurous children. They were in their Secret Place. The place shared only with the
kind, elderly librarian and his boakouse. The place with a sea of liquid crystal too grand and immense to pass.
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place with wildlife and untold legends wherever you looked. For the children, the place had no magnificent
name; it was simply the Secret Place.

Adam and Adria had just escaped the stifling confines of the school building a little bit ago, and they had
Nbzy 2@0SNJ KSNBE Fa a22y a GKS& KFR RNRBLIISR GKSANI 6S=z
lay in the cool, soft, shadowed grass as they waited for their hammering hearts to catch up with their growing
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feast on as they went.

At ages six and eight, the children has yet to learn anything but basic numbers and letters. However,
their minds had the ability to contain and fathom the deep thoughts of only the greatest thinkers, although the
thoughts were not so elaborate as one might assume. The thinking chambers belonging to the children were
simpler than those of their peers, yet could comprehend more than most adults. This, of course, was
unbeknownst to the duo.

Adria, after cleaning her fingers of the ambrosial juice (much unladylike slurping involved), headed to the
ayrftft ONBOAOS Ay (GKS NRrOla GKS& dzaSR (2 KARS GKSANJ
young lady much preferred the freedom of these over the limitations of the seoéepyired dress. While Adria
went to change behind the privacy of two trees and several bushes, Adam sprawled out on thérmigand.

Changed, Adria removed herself from the living wall, and skipped over to replace the clothes she now wore with
her dress, neatly folding the skirt and gently setting it in place.

Adam sighed as Adria sat contentedly beside him. For several minutes, they were intrigued by the
critters and sunlight dancing through the refreshingly clean air. The boy, youth that he was, could not stay still
forever, though, and eventually stood.

Adria tore her eyes from three flitting butterflies as her brother rose, and watched him select four flat,
round pebbles from the earth. Adria admired her brother for many things, skipping stones toward the top of the
list. This would be a show worth watching.

Adam walked to the very edge of the water. He had abandoned his shoes some time ago, and the wet
earth felt blissful as it squished between his toes. Carefully selecting one stone, he gracefully brought his arm
back, then swung it forward, letting the smooth stone roll off his forefinger like water droplets off a leaf. Both
pairs of eyes were locked on the stone as it arched downward, barely skimming the water before a second
ascent and descent, momentum carrying it in a perfect curve. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Seven skips they
counted. Almost before the first stone sank, Adam released another missile, sending it on its wondrous journey
I ONPaa GKS 022t SELIyasSe ! RNAI aYAtSR (2 KSNESt T ¢
their elderly neighbor who, in his youth, set the record for skipping with twelve skips coverindosixfget.

Adam held his own with eight. Adria, as well as the great Willie himself, had faith that Adam would grow to be
the next record holder.

' R YQA 26y aAYAES 461 OSNBRI K2gSOSNY ¢KS NAR3ISA Ol
he watched, the previously smooth water shimmered where the first stone had descended. The shallowest of
ripples began appearing, and a circular gap parted the waters.
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stunned to catch it as it flew back to his hand, and it fell to the ground. The thin waves dispersed only to
reappear roughtly a yard away. The process was repeated with the second stone, the small object landing gently
beside the fist.

Astonished, Adam squatted low to the ground, with some difficulty bending his trembling leg. His hand
slowly retrieved the two stones. He somehow managed to stand up and pocketed the peculiar duo. He
hesitated, his hand resting on the stones in their stowaway for a moment longer, then decided it was safe to
keep them there for the time being.

Adria noticed that her mouth was still standing awkwardly open, and hurriedly clamped her jaws shut.
{KS YAIKG y20 KIS 0StASOSR 4KIG KFER 2dzad GNIF yaLRANE
diminished her doubts; she trusted and admired her brother. AlImost anything he believed, she believed. It took
her only a short time to decide that the stones were definitely magical.

Adam inspected the two stones he had not yet thrown, and upon selecting one, he slid the unused stone
into his empty pocket. He struggled to bring his still quaking arm back, and attempted twice, failintj at$.
probably just a trick of the eyelle tried semsuccessfully to reassure himself.
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from a look of utter confusion to one set in grim determination. He pulled his arm back. He threw with all his
might, but the third stone came skipping back.
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made a vow. A vow to discover the meaning and the making of the miraculous stones.

Inspired byThe Mysteries of Harris Burdjdky Chris Van Allsburg
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FINDING THE WENDIGO
by Gracie Smith
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started recording.
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Brett went outside. He felt as if something or someone was watching him, but he brushed it off and did
his business. He heard some branches break a twig in the trees, and then something jumped at him. Something
bloodthirsty! He screamed and the creature growled his terrible growl.
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Tommy peeked his head out the tent door and saw nothing. Then something began to growl. Tommy
looked up and saw the creature standing right there. The creature grabbed him and jumped into the trees and
ran away with Tommy and Brett in his hands.
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They knocked on the door of the Collins family.
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Of course Sam was lying. They were not park rangers. But they needed to stop whatever had made the
boys disappear.
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They asked many questions, but none of them would help to find the boys. They told them they were
going to walk through the forest and see what they could find. Sam and Dean left the house and went to their
hotel to sleep until morning.
They woke up early to get to the forest as soon as possible. To their surprise, when they got to the
forest, Haley, Ben, and some other man were there already.
GCKAA Aa w2exé alAR I IfSex LRAYyGAYya (G2 GKS YlIyo
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3 The)( set off into the forest. After a while ghey heard a growI,. Itwas a Iovud apd terrifying groyvl. Sam
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he thought was a bear.
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But he stopped after hearing Roy scream and then the screaming coming to a fast stop. Sam knew
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Then Haley came running over.
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But then the Wendigo grabbed Dean and Haley, and took off to wherever it was keeping the human.
Sam ran to Ben.
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They took off after the beast but soon lost its trail.

Gb2¢ 6KIG FNB ¢S 3IA2Ay3 G2 R2KE alFAR . SyX GKNRGA

But then he noticed an M&M trail that Dean must have left behind.
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The M&M trail lead straight to the cave of the Wendigo. They took off inside of it, trying to find Sam
and Haley. Then they saw them and Tommy. They were hanging from the ceiling with ropes. Ben and Sam cut
them down quickly.
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think they would be able to kill it. But then Dean shot at it once more and hit it right in the head. The
Wendigo shot up in flames and burned to a crisp.
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They quickly got all their stuff and left the cave. They called the police and they patched up their
wounds. Dean and Sam left, and they never ever came back to that forest again.
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UNTITLED lace

by Christina Voth

PROLOGUE

When a child is born and it laughs for the first time, its soul is fractured. A few of the shards stray
FNRY GKS AyTFlryidiQa o62Reé FyR FT2N¥Y Ayid2 Fy AYFIAYl NE
chooses; it is the best friend, though no good things can last forever. When a child grows up, the friend fades
away. They return to their dimension using the gateway key all carry, and then they retire and drink life force
NE3dzA F NI & G2 1SSL) GKSY fA@GS dzydAf GKS& | NBE NBI Re

STORY
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cheekst No! | will not give him up! He is my child! | rise from my place on the floor and angrily wipe away
my tears, smearing the rainbows I cry. | smooth down my cloud dress and make up my mind; | would protect
and watch over him forever. | will not lose him.

| reach into my pocket, pull out my portal key and open the dimension portal. As | walk through and
enter my world, | stand dazed momentarily; it has always been breathtaking how beautiful is is. The sky is
midnight blue, light lilac, and dusty rose where the sun sets. On the other side of me the sun rises, this time
with an array of golden hues. The cherry blossom trees shed their petals into the warm breeze only to regrow
once again. All of this around me makes paradise. The humans call it heaven and my kind angels. And we let
them dream, sweet dreams of paradise and love. If | do this | will never be able to return. I think of Weston,
and my resolve returns. | fly over to the temple of life and enter. | make my way through the maze of doors
and halls until | find it. The room of life. It houses all of the vials of life force in the world. I fill my pockets and
IAN}¥o6 Iff L OFy OFNNE o06ST2NB 2LIyAy3a GKS LR2NIFE F3F
and walk through the portal. Saying goodbye forever, | swallow a vial of life force. He may not be able to see
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had trouble sleeping. He was becoming numb, and somehow | knew that was worse.
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through the door, and stopped in front of the girl; this girl who wanted to take my boy away from me! Rage
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ran down the hall. | quickly changed back as | heard Weston open the door. He looked around the deserted
corridor, and | saw a tear slide down his face. He walked back into the apartment hunched over like a broken
man. As he laid down to sleep on his couch, | affectionately stroked his hair.
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| decided that | would get him some of his favorite foods from the store. | swooped through the aisles picking
up cakes, cookies, and candies. | flew through the streets, relishing the warm breeze that reminded me of
home. As | flew into his apartment, | knew something was wrong. Then | entered the living room, and he was
GKSNBE X KFy3Ay3d FNRY | y22aS |4GFOKSR (2 GKS OSAftA
was sad. | had driven everyone away until he was alone. Tears began spilling down my chiegksnust
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emergency vial of life force. | opened his mouth and poured the vial into it, and waited. Tears of pain and
anguish blurred my vision as | realized that he would never wake up. An unnatural screech filled the air, and |
realized it was me. | looked in the mirror at my face. It was distorted and grotesque. | had become a
bogeyman, and | had murdered my child. | put his noose around my own neck and stopped flying. A single
tear slipped down my cheek as the world went black and cold.

This is my last mark on this world. farewell.
T Cloud Princess Annette
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1880, | do believe. It was the day | had gotten to my new home from Ireland. | was a little girl, scared out of
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treasures in his house, but this one caught my eye. He gave it to me as a gift, along with this advice. He told
me to use the dreamcatcher until | met someone who needed it more. | hung it above my bed that night, and
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grandmother smiled softly as she remembered her childhood, and all the dreams that she had believed in
because of the dreamcatcher.

Gal NIIAy>¢é aKS O2yGAydzZSRI aL GKAY] @2dz O2dzZ R dza &
GFr1S dKAa FYyR KFy3a AG F020S @2dz2NJ 6SR® ! yR LQff (St
dzy GAf &2dz YSSG a2YyS2yS gK2 ySSRa Al Y2NBI (KSy LI a

Martin took the dreamcatcher back from his grandmother and ran to his bedroom. Martin gently
hung the dreamcatcher on his bedpost. His room was bare, even through Martin had been living with his
grandmother for a year. The dreamcatcher added a nice bit of color. Martin ran off to help his grandmother
finish moving boxes.

That night Martin fell asleep, forgetting the dreamcatcher was hanging above him. For the first time
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swimming in the river outside of town. When Martin awoke, he shook his head, knowing his dreams were
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grandmother had said that the dreamcather had helped her, and so Martin believed that it would help him,
too.

Later in the day, while Martin was helping his grandmother with chores, he heard a knock on the
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bone-crushing hug.

The pair stood on the doorstep, holding onto each other. Before long, Martin heard footsteps behind
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After a long while, the trio pulled apart. They stood in silence on the porch, just staring at each other,
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dreamcatcher. My grandn)o'fher gave it,to me when | was nine, back in 1918. Maybe | can write down what |
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Mr. Burns stood up from his desk and walked to the back wall. Carefully reaching, he pulled the
dreamcatcher off of the wall. Mr. Burns returned to where Lucy was standing and held the dreamcatcher out to
her.
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other thing | must tell you is the same thing my grandmother told me when she gave this to me. She told me to
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Lucy went straight home, and hung the dreamcatcher on her wall next to the picture of her mother. Lucy
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the smartest people could believe in something fake for comfort.

GD22RYAIKGX alYlF® L YAaada e2dzxé¢ [dzOd 6KAALISNBR |
f20SR Y& yS4 RNBIFIYOIFiOKSNWE

All night, Lucy saw stars and planets and moons. She dreamed that she was floating through space. she
dreamed that she was happy.
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Lucy and the rest of her team cheered. After all of their hard work, they had finally put a man on the
moon. For Lucy, this day meant so much more. This was the final product of all her hard work. She had become
valedictorian, got into her dream school, and finally applied to NASA, and now it was all paying off.
After the celebrations had ended, Lucy returned home. While she was getting ready for bed, Lucy
dropped an earring under her bed. She got on the floor and peered under her bed, looking for the pearl stud.
Instead, a glimmer of color caught her eye. Lucy pulled out the old dreamcatcher for the first time in years.
Lucy looked at the old gift and smiled before hanging it above her bed again. And once more, Lucy
dreamed of the stars.
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Queenie read the name on the door before walking in. She had been volunteering at this retirement home for
the last few months, and she could honestly say that she enjoyed it. Queenie had always loved stories, and
speaking to the citizens of Sunset Meadows after school provided many stories to listen to.
It was the first time that Queenie had ever spoken to the woman in room 17B, Lucy McCartney. Queenie
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where Lucy McCartney was seated.
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what it meant until | was eleven. That was when | realized how much | liked planets and space. Actually, | can
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dreamcatcher as a gift. It was one of the nicest things that had ever happened to me. The world has changed a
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joined in. That was when Queenie saw splotches of red and orange out of the corner of her eye. Shifting her
focus, Queenie saw an intricate dreamcatcher hanging from the dresser.
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admiring the colors.
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Queenie got out of the chair and walked to the dreamcatcher. She carefully picked it up and walked it
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Queenie.
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Queenie spent the rest of the afternoon with Lucy, then returned home. That night, Queenie slept with
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had been random characters and people waltzing through movements with no story. Queenie was let down, but
continued to sleep with the dreamcatcher. Before long, Queenie gave up that she would determine what her
dreams meant.
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Queenie grinned as she took her final bow. After years of working towards this, she had finally completed her
show. Queenie had found a way to tell her story through movement and dance and music, and it had taken her
years to get to this point.
After leaving the stage and returning to her dressing room, Queenie sighed. She looked to her mirror,
where a brightly colored dreamcatcher hung. Queenie smiled as she taped a copy of a letter next to the artifact.
The letter was from her old friend, Lucy McCartney, telling Queenie how proud she was of all she had
accomplished. Queenie had used the letter for inspiration every day that she worked on her show. And when the
show had finally opened, Queenie had dedicated the show to Lucy.
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in charge. Just remember that after you achieve your dreams, you should help
someone else find theirs.

Queenie smiled and took the dreamcatcher off the mirror. She had found her dream. It was time to help
someone else find theirs.
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DEMONS OF MY REFLECTION aC@
by Allison Bomgardner

I look into a mirror and see a girl with white hair. The hair is stringy and greasy, but soft. It hangs
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mass of snowy tangles. The hair whispers in her ears, phrases and words that make her heart beat faster and
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continues murmuring its honeyed jabs at the person in the reflection. | can catch a few words like
abandonmentanddeathandemptiness These words send shivers down my spine and make my hands grow
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overwhelming, practically drowning me in all of the questions and wOrsta S A OSy I NA2ad ¢ K2 &
bad. After all, | was living in the worsase scenario. | was almost positive that no one else had to deal with
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and | begin to drown ifear.

I look into a window and see a girl with gray eyes. The eyes are wide and bloodshot, but captivating.
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draw attention away from the eyes themselves. Silvery spidelns danced across the cracked irises, forcing
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living. Thoughts gather in her abysmal eyes; wicked, cruel thoughts that make me shudder. Hysterical words
repeated like a sick mantra, deranged phrases praised and glorified in the mind of this girl. This girl before me
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with insanity. Pain hides in the corners of her mind, barely recognizable, but still there. Still there, and still
functioning. It stabs periodically at these thoughts and ideas, a constant in the irregular. It grounds the girl,
keeps her from crumbling into dust. | can feel these thoughts poking at the edges of my own mind,
threatening to infest my own body. Wait. Ntbtreatening butalready donel begin to feel thoughts of my
own rise in my mind, poking at precarious spots. One wrong move and | would be gone, thrown into the
whirlpool the girl before me was struggling to fight. | recognize myself in the person, and | begin to drown in
insanity.

| look into a puddle and see a girl with blue skin. The skin is flaky and blotchy, but smooth. It covers
her entire body, like it should, but it looks eerily normal. Her facial features and the colors of her hair blend
together, but are in the background when compared to her skin. The skin shines underneath the dim light,
small ripples flowing across her body as wind moved the water in the puddle. It looked as if she had been
born of sapphires, but the skin had a cruel kind of beauty. Fat tears ran down sunken cheeks, leaving no trace
2F GKSANI SEA&AGSyOSd ¢KAA 3IANX RARYyQlUG S9Sy FtAyOK |
constant tears. Cracked lips twisted into a permanent frown, her entire body trembling under the stress of
keeping still. The longer | stare at this girl, the larger and heavier the cloud above me feels. | feel emotional
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girl is still standing up, with so much despair weighing in her mind and gaze. But, as | stare back at her
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person, and | begin to drown sadness

I look into a knife and see a girl with red teeth. The teeth are crooked and irregular, but polished.
They grind together harshly, making me jump back in sync with the girl. The teeth snag at her lips, tearing
delicate skin and bringing forth a thick liquid the same color as said offending teeth. They bite at her cheeks
FYR G(G2y3dzSs F2NOAYy3I KSNJ G2 adle airatSyd RdNAy3a GKAA
trembling with barely sheathed passion. Her eyes pour forth a torrent of rage, spilling across her facial
features easily. | feel a heat in my chest, previously buried, rise up. It filled my body with warmth, but | felt
colder than ice. Pictures and thoughts, injected with intense hatred, flew through my mind. This bitter
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understand these irrational feelings, but they threaten to take over me. The girl chuckled cruelly, yet
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the teeth. A shredded red tongue darts out, leaking words and thoughts that the girl was purposefully
keeping back. Biting phrases and sarcastic comments that are intended to rip at the recipient, hack through
their confidence and beliefs with ease. Some of these | recognize as things that have flittered through my
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| recognize myself in the person, and | begin to drowariger.

I look into a TV monitor and see a girl with black lips. The lips are cracked and thin, but full. They are
naturally painted with the color of the night. The lips make the girl look celieeforcing her skin to look
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believe. Her lips weave honeyed phrases out of air, jabs about her greasy hair, her freckled skinshalltoo
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meals in order to be skinny, in order to fit the ideal of what her lips tell her is beautiful. Even with all these
horrifying thoughts on the perfect girl, those simply were in one part of her mind. Other parts were
overtaken by what should be considered socially healthy, the level of athleticism she should be at, and what
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to examine myself as well. | fit none of the ideals people say | should be fitting, and | feel an overwhelming
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people see me as. The lack of faith in myself is soon on par with my insecurities, neither one of them
outweighing the other, but instead, each one of them working together in merciless harmony. | recognize
myself in the person, and | begin to drowrdioubt.

| look into a DVD and see a girl with green freckles. The freckles are unsightly and laughable, but
charming. They cover her entire body with emerald splotches, so much so that her pale skin underneath is
nearly lost. Her face is the one thing not overrun with the freckles, even though they are splashed across her
nose and cheeks. The girl sneers, her clesféfhace tightening with a nasty expression. She begins to spout
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be athletic, or to be popular, the girl just wanted more. Sometimes, it goes as deep as her wanting someone
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people overcoming their problems and others supporting them wholeheartedly. How is it fair that some
people get support and others are cast aside like dirty rags? | begin to nod along with the girl, disgust welling
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musty garage and show off occasionally. Money that could be better spent helping people and saving lives,
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in jealousy,
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I look into a camera and see a girl. Hair the color of fresh blood falls in spirals onto shaking shoulders,
making her loolafraid. Mossy eyes shine from sunken sockets, weighed down by heavy bags as her gaze
darted around the room sporadically, making her lao&zy Her skin was pale, almost translucent, paired
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teeth, making her loolggressiveHer pink lips were bitten raw unconsciously during her mental struggles,
and she kept touching them, making her Iankecure Splotches of orange freckles were present across her
entire body, but heavily splashed across her nose and cheeks, although she seemed to now like them, as she
was scrubbing at her cheeks with broken fingernails, making herdisgsted { KSQa y 24 LINBGG @
YSY2NI 6f S>> odzi GKSNBQA a2YSUKAYy3 lo2dzi KSNJ GKI G L
click in my mind. | realize now what | was doing, looking back at my reflections all those times, picking myself
apart and labeling the emotions | felt most often. The names of my innermost demons bounce around in my
mind: fear, insanity, sadnessanger, doubt, jealousy® | 2 6 SOSNE (GKSNBQad 2y S 62NR )
of my life.Hope No matter what | went through, | always held a bit of hope, even if it was idiotic for me to
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My masks were the demons themselves, forcing me to camouflage my true self under the guise of whatever |
thought | was feeling. These masks are hurting me instead of helping me. My time of looking into mirrors,
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see what the world has to say about the real me. | recognize myself as the person, and | begin to drown in
hope.
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Samuel was different. Yes, our time was fleeting and, yes, | was left heartbroken once again. However, death
tends to induce a much heavier sadness, a burden that cannot be lifted, a wound that can only be healed by
time. | tried not to fall in love with Samuel Claflin but, with a laugh like heaven and a face like his, how could |
not? He was witty and smart, and always a little sarcastic. To top it off, his heart was made of gold,
nonetheless. His personality gave me life, almost as if | was stealing it from him.

| used to lie in bed next to Samuel, imagining the day it would all come to an end for us, for him. |
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grin waking me up. Or his auburn hair standing every which way, tickling my nose with the scent of his
shampoo from his shower the night before. He had the prettiest green eyes that were completely incapable
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weekend getaways and picnics on the beach, always decorated with flowers and candles. He loved to just lay
out under the stars, the wind blowing gently to make it not too cold but not too hot, either. He always had
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met someone full of so much life.

Months went by and Samuel started to wither. His once glimmering eyes were now hollow and dull.
With sunken cheeks and grey skin, he was hardly recognizable. It was so hard to watch a man who loved life
so much not be able to live it. He was confined to our bed for many months before being forced into the
hospital one last time. | was there when it happened. His mother had stepped out for some fresh air, so | sat
next to him by myself. He had been sleeping for nearly two days, waking up every so often when the nurses
came in, before dozing off. The room was stuffy and dark, totally drained of any life. The monotonous
beeping of the monitor rang in my ears; sometimes when | miss him, | still hear it. He knew | was there.
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hospital. Right before it happened, | felt him waking up. He opened one brilliantly green eye and then the
other, and just looked at me. | could feel the tears running down my cheeks and | could see them forming in
his. | held his soft, cold hand in mine and moved as close to him as | possibly could. | could hear him chuckle
at my desperate attempt to get close to him before he pulled me onto the bed with him. | nuzzled my head
into the crook of his neck. His skin was icy but covered in sweat. His tears were rolling off his cheeks and
soaking my hair. | wanted so badly to take away his pain and make him stay, but the time was near. | rang for
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body relaxed and he was gone.

| stood with his mother at the funeral and held her hand. She had become family to me, the mother
that | had never had before. Her body trembled next to mine as the tears took over her petite body. Every
now and then a small, desperate gasp escaped her mouth, but it was mostly just soft whimpers and silent
tears. The service was beautiful, decorated with the brightest flowers we could find and lit up by the tall,
white candles that Samuel had always admired rather than paying attention in church. Towards the end of
the funeral, his mother made her way to the front to read the eulogy | had helped her write. She wore an all
black dress and a veil to cover her eyes, but it did not hide the stains on her cheeks from the stream of tears
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so tightly that the veins in her fingers twitched under her white knuckles. | hurried up to her, catching her

before she collapsed. | escorted her to the stairs, her shoulders hunched and her head dropped, her heart
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I made it through the service without a single tear. | felt so numb, as if there was nothing left inside. |

had been crying for so long and now here | was, looking at the love of my life for the last time and all | could

do was miss him. | laid my flower on his chest before they shut the casket. It was not till the door was sealed

that | felt hot tears escape my eyes and once they started, they would not stop. | sobbed horribly, filling the

empty room with the sounds of my sadness. | held onto the casket, my head resting where his chest would

be. A hand grasped my shoulder and his mother looked at me sympathetically, for she knew the pain | was in.

She grabbed my hand and we watched as they took his casket to the hearse.

Several weeks after the funeral, | finally built up the strength to go through some of his things to
return some of it to his mother. Pictures of us decorated the walls, reminding me of a better time. | went to
his dresser and started to rummage through his clothes before coming across something at the bottom of the
drawer. | removed a layer of clothes to reveal a neatly wrapped gift. My hand reached the box that had my
YEYS LI AYGSR 2y GKS (2L Ay {FYdsStQa Of Sy KIFIyYyRgNAI
examined the box carefully before opening it. Inside was our favorite movie and the scarf | had been bugging
KAY F062dzi F2NJ Y2Y(iKax odzi KS NBFdzaSR (2 o6dz2 F¥2NJ YS
under the scarf was an envelope with nothing on it. | opened it gently, and on the top, the note said
a mn ®c dwe dags after his death, our ongear anniversary.

oMy heart, my queen. My person, my bean. My love, my life. And now mywife?

It was then that | noticed the ring taped where the note had been. My hand flew to my-ayiee
mouth. The ring glimmered in the soft light of our bedroom as | slid it on my finger. It fit perfectly. | hurried to
the bathroom, tears forming in my eyes. | threw the cupboard open and pulled out theveedold
pregnancy test that flashed positive. | looked up to the sky as if | expected to see him there, and whispered,
G, 2dzZQNBE F2Ay3 G2 6S I RIFIRX {FYdsStod 2SQNBE I2Ay3 (2
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Young Adult Reading Program
J,OR\ A short time from now, in a library not so far,

far away, teens will be invited to participate in
WAR 0301 OU 7A00hd OEA wYox:
program at Hutchinson Public Library.
Registration begins Friday, May 26th, and continues thretugh July
27th.

Throughout the summer reading program, teens can submit forms
for each book they read, each two magazines/comics they read, or
each hour they listen to an audio bogk. These forms are used for
weekly prize drawings and for the 'grand prize drawing at the end of
the program.

Teens who register also receive a punch card, which is punched when

Ulro OOOL#El Ul OO AEOOO AEOA Al Ol O¢
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All teens who register for the program will be

invited to our end of the program party, where M@]y fhe

xAS11 Al OI AOAx & 0 | CgO@BAIA DPOEL
@

Interested? Need more info? Contact us at Wﬁﬂ’m 14

6635441, x.145, or at ©

hutchteens@gmail.com.

Find us on !

Be our friend! and learn about upcoming events and other cool stuff!
Just search Facebook for OHutchinson Pu
Board. o



NEW BOARD MEMBERS NEEDED

Interested in applying for Hutchinson Public
Li brarydés Young Adult Advisory Board? |
youodre currel@tydugani n gr ades 6

apply.

The YA Board plans programs and activities

for area teens, and helps with some material

selection. YA activities sponsored by the

library include a teen summer reading

program, gaming days, the creativity contest, and coffee houses.

Application forms are available at the
as wel | as from some area school |l i br ar
newsl|l etter.) Return your application to

have interviews soon after school is out.

Want more info on the YA Board? Contact Terry at the library (66341, ext.
145; terrychristner@gmail.com).

COMING UP:
May 1sil5th 2 Apply for YA Board

Applications available soon
from area school librarians & at the public library.

May 26tRJuly 27th?

Teen Summer Reading Program
3S6WRU\ :DUV’

July 27th? EndoftheProgram Party

for teens registered for Teen Summer Reading Program



