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Alanzo Angelo
Kaylee Lindeman
 

So precious and sweet, in my arms you lay
My son, I love you in every single way
I’ll be here for you every single day
I love you more than any words can say
Nothing can ever keep me away
6 pounds, 11 ounces you weighed that day

It seems like just yesterday to me
My son, as perfect as can be
My son, I hope you see
My heart is the lock and you have the key

Mommy and daddy love you and in our hearts we pray
That you’ll grow up to be just as loving as we are today
So precious and sweet in my arms you lay
My son, I love you in every single way
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Abstract
Amanda Hunter

Acrylic Painting
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Alone
Stephen Hamlin

Alone
I’m shown

The rareness
And fairness

That life brings me.
And it stings me.

But I’ll always carry on,
And I’m not the pawn.

I am
The king.
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 African Sunset
Brandi Sullivan

Chalk Pastel
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Appreciation
Emily Stevenson, AKA Bubbles

Formidable
Difficult
Tear-jerking days
Days when I feel like I’m in a haze
I want to stop
Drop
Give up
Die
I want to sit down
On my knees
Cry
Cry
Cry
Cry out for help
Cry out in pain
Then I see you
And it’s cured again
A shot of happy-sauce
Straight to my brain
Lucky 
Happy 
Alright
Okay
Because of you I’m okay
With another formidable day. 
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Bear Drinking
Walker Whited

Oil Pastel
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Aurora Stern
Tanya Nickoli

The way she lays and sleeps through the night
She feels so warm and real
She so perfect and amazing, she puts everything out of sight

I may be young but holding her feels right
She fills my life but it feels surreal
Her first crawl, talk, fall or even her first kite

It’s all baby steps I’m willing to make right
Knowing I’ll watch her eat her first meal 
I will always protect her with all my might

Because of her parents I know she’ll be bright
With all her intentions my heart is hers to steal
Her name is Aurora Stern, you better get it right!

Through this world, for her I’ll fight
But for her heart, peace is my deal 
I hope you stop and realize she is my light

She is my shining star with a mean bite
She may be very angry, but love is what I feel 
Even though a lot of things may be a fright
I’ll lay her down with a kiss and say goodnight
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Bee
Julia Kahumoku

Photograph



9

Beauty and the Beast
Amber Mahoney

Little Red Riding Hood
Walking through the woods
Basket in hand
The scent of the fresh soup and bread
That she made for her poor sick granny
Filled the air around her
And with every step she took
The wolf’s longing for her grew
And he watched her with his deep green eyes

Little Red Riding Hood
Got to grandma’s porch and walked in the door
She didn’t notice the wolf hiding
Behind the door
She fed her poor old granny
And stoked the fire

Little Red Riding Hood
In the dim light of the moon
Walked home
Then in front of her stood a wolf
With piercing green eyes
She didn’t panic
She walked right up to him
And he transformed into a young man
With brilliant green eyes and blonde hair
Little Red Riding Hood smiled
And in the faint light of the moon
They fell in love
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Birch Tree
Amber Mahoney

Watercolor
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The Attic
Breanna Erwin

Here I sit in a room full of broken things.
Memories scattered on the floor.
Amongst them is the shattered glass 
Of the life I held so preciously in my hands.
I watched as it slipped through my fingers.
As if it was merely placed in the hands of a child 
That could not hold something so precious, 
So heavy.
The room gathers dust now.
No one cares to revisit such things.
These memories lie broken, forgotten.
Yet they haunt me.
Questions that were never answered,
Truths that were never found.
All I can do is sit here and cry.
Asking why to a god I feel has long abandoned me.
Who am I?
I can see the girl through these photographs yet, 
I don’t know who she was.
I still don’t.
I feel like I’m lying to myself and everyone around me.
I can’t help but pretend that the life I lead is truly me.
I’m lost in this abyss,
And I fear I may never be found.
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Blue Mountains
Kurt Hoenack
Chalk Pastel/Glue
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Child-like Wonder
Ashlee Twiford

Do you remember the days when the snow that was left on the trees in 
the spring could sometimes resemble birds?
Or when the breeze on those same trees during the summer could, for a 
split second, make it appear like the leaves were revealing faces, just like 
the kinds you would see in the “find it” puzzles?
Do you remember when the beams of light that came off street lamps 
resembled strings, attaching to your car wind shield, pulling you down 
the streets to where you were going, safe and sound?
If I showed you a page riddled with triangles and told you they were 
mountains, could you imagine them so? 
I wonder if you still see teddy bears and dolphins among other shapes in 
the clouds. 
Would you still be impressed by a warm rainy day followed by brilliant 
rainbows?
Can you still consider it magic to see such brilliant colors in flight, or 
will you claim it’s only reflections of light on water, and pass it by, 
continue on with day-to-day life. 
Will you always ask questions and stay curious? You will be older and 
think yourself wiser but will you stay in childlike wonder? 
I hope you will always know from your hair to your shoe soles that 
beauty can be found wherever you go. 
I hope you can always learn…
Learn with ambition and passion, and go beyond thinking outside the 
box. I hope you can blaspheme limits, and believe that the box isn’t part 
of existence. 
I want you to know that laughter is power, and smile like when you were 
younger. You are growing up, but not out of your imagination.
I want you to look around at this world in awe… 
Have the consciousness to know that it’s not ignorance to seek happiness 
in every situation. 
You can still be content with the fact that life isn’t simple AND still be 
smart enough to take each issue with a grain of salt. 
I hope you can love like back when you were a kid, without conviction. 
Remember, when everything was so innocent, your eyes, ears, and minds 
open just like the doors that are waiting, waiting to bring you to new 
blunders. But that’s no problem, there’s no reason to be scared. 
It’s just another child-like wonder.
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Cockatoo
Sean Antonsen

Graphic Pencil
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Earth, Fire, Wind, Water
Kaylee Lindeman

As I sit on this rock,
the ground beneath my feet.
The imperfections of the sand,
the gravel perfectly un-neat.

I hear the river flowing past,
as it splashes against the rocks.
The current moving fast, 
as the water calmly talks.

You can hear the logs crackle,
as the fire slowly burns.
I watch the flames ignite
As the Earth continuously turns.

I can hear the wind’s whispers,
as I write about this night.
I watch the world around me,
and enjoy the beautiful sight.
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Cougar
Sean Antonsen

Graphic Pencil
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Four Elements
Shaila Dysert 

I feel her under my toes, 
She tells me to dress warm,
Her mood constantly changes,
Her fashion changes every few months…
This is earth.

He tosses me around when he’s angry, 
And when he’s calm, I only hear a whisper, 
When he’s happy, he lets me breathe in deeply, 
No matter how much we disease him, he let’s us live 
He is air.

She is destructive, when let free,
Yet warm and romantic when she is contained,
She is hypnotic and memorizing,
She can be threatening to all around her.
She is fire.

He makes up 80 percent of our world,
When he is calm, you can see him for what seems like 
galaxies away,
When he is angry, you see his frown move up and 
down his surface,
No matter the emotion, you can see through his mask,
He is water.
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Dark Night
Amber Mahoney
Chalk Pastel/Glue
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Feeling Unreal
Allie Harrington

I want to feel unreal.
I want to be catapulted into the depth of my own oblivion,
And I want my words to be captivating birds
That fly into your soul and mind
Making you feel a way you haven’t in a long time.
I’d like you and me to take a journey.
Follow me to a galaxy 
Of technologic electronics,
Or stride by my side on the way to far away.
A place, if I may say, is safe.
We can swim through psychedelic clouds of
Pinks, purples, and reds.
And they become the softest beds
On which we may lay and drift to sleep.
But this is better than a dream.
Allow me, my new friends, to introduce you to my reality.
Welcome to the place that never ends.
So, swing with me on vines of the tallest trees you can dream,
And into lakes of swirling whirlpools that take us down
Through our own, re-defined rabbit holes,
This place is never dull.
Come along as we go past guard rails 
And hack trails through jungles of grass
Taller and larger than the trees from our previous lives.
I want you to feel unreal. 
I’d like you to be excited to wake because
Dreaming is beginning to seem boring.
And most of all, every day, 
I’d like you to find your own way to journey out of reality.
And enter the sanctuary of your own private bungalow
In the deep garden of blissful, raw imagination. 
Things don’t need to be what they seem.
And contrary to popular belief,
Every time is the perfect time to dream. 
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Deer
Morgan Maitland

Graphic Pencil
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Graduation
Shaila Dysert 

Graduation has finally come. 
Even though I’m scared, 
I feel at home. 
How am I prepared? 

Never thought I would see the day. 
My friends said I could do it.
And now I’m going to post-secondary school.

I cannot be compared.
I am better prepared.
I have finally declared, 
That I’m not scared. 
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Desert Rock
Jade Lenaghen

Chalk Pastel
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Haiku
Frankie Lea Lugo

Today was so long
I just can’t wait to get home
My bed awaits me.



   24

Dog
Kyra Hoenack

Oil Pastel
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Haiku
Jennifer Cooks

Sitting here with you,
My heart races as you’re near,
And stops when you’re gone. 



   26

Dragon
Dylan Hambleton

Oil Pastel
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Hear/Here
Rosemarie Otten

Here today is a beautiful day
Here in Alaska is a wonderful place to be,
Here in Alaska is a land of opportunities,
Here is where I want to be, my forever home,
Here is where my daughter will grow.
Here in my arms I will always love her,
Here in my world I love everything,
Here with me you will want to be forever,
Here you will fear no more,
Hear me when I talk, I don’t speak loudly.
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Fall Reflection
Courtney Jones

Photograph
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Here is…
Breanna Erwin, James Pharr, Kaylee Lindemann, Chris 
O’Neill, Jasmine Masferrer

Here is where everything turns.
Here is where nothing ever goes wrong.
Here it waits for me like a sheath to a sword.
Here is the sun, and the moon, and the stars that light the 
night sky. 
Here the surroundings capture and imprison you in an 
endless scene of serenity.
Here is what I am and what I stand for.
Here the trees dare not whisper, nor do the birds sing, in 
fear of being reprimanded for breaking such peace.
Here is now; who cares about there.
Here not tomorrow or in five years. 
Here is where my heart belongs. 
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Farm
Alora Tackett

Extended Environment
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My Path 
Richard Fetuu 

I’m on this endless path
The point of no return
The future’s looking cold
I let my past just burn
From what I’ve learned 
It is easy to fail
On the inside you look strong 
Inside you’re frail
It’s hard to continue down a path
With mountains to scale
But there will always be help
You just got to follow the trail
You want to bring things with you
But not all are carriable 
Life has unexpected turns 
Account for the variable
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First Step
Levi Jones
Photograph
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Haiku
Jasmine Masferrer

Flowers are blooming
All the bears are awaking
It’s time for spring.
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Fish
Morgan Maitland

Graphic Pencil
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Haiku
Jessie Brabb
 

Precious Mother Earth
Life gives its planet beauty
Sunrise to sunset



   36

Flower in Vase
Lily Shannon

Chalk Pastel/Glue
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Journey
Cody Wood

Stuck here on this planet
Suffocating in human pollution
Need to find a place where I can breathe
Inhale that oh, so sweet, fresh air

I would just like to travel
See a change in scenery
Get as far away as possible
A place where I can’t get in trouble

I need to make a discovery 
A new home
A fresh planet
A different galaxy
Or even 
Another universe
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Flying Dragon
Ryan Johnson 
Chalk Pastel/Glue
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Home
Kasey Blann

A place
I like to be
Not all the time
But it is my home
It’s a place
I can always
Call mine
What I love is
The love I feel
When I enter
Those two cherry
Wood doors
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Curious Frog 
Griffin Hall 

Oil Pastel
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Life and Death 
Kyra Hoenack

Walking to nowhere
Houses dark and lifeless
The air still and quiet
The smell of freshly cut grass lingers
Houses dark and lifeless
Clear skies, moonlit graves
The smell of freshly cut grass still lingers Flowers 
picked out for the non-existent
Clear skies, moonlit grave
Houses dark and lifeless
Flowers picked for the non-existent Walking to 
nowhere
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Giraffe 
Tommy DuCharme 

Graphic Pencil



43

Lost Love
Jennifer Cooks

This thing inside me is gone.
Could it be that I lost it?
Could it be that I lost you?
But why, baby, why did I lose you?
Was it something I said?
Was it something I did?
Why, baby, why did you have to lose the love?
Can we start over from the beginning?
Just please forgive my mistakes.
Forgive the words I said to hurt you.
All I want is you by my side.
Can I have that?
Will I ever have that love again?
I hope we find our love again.
So we can be together.
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Horse and Puppies 
Amber Mahoney 

Black Ink
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Love
Jeremy Trout

“Love” is a word that’s been brutalized.
Just another useless word it became.
By people who say it because it’s memorized.

I see how this word is organized.
It’s a “Safe” word, for those who scare you, what a shame.
“Love” is a word that’s been brutalized.

It’s used to keep the people you terrorized.
I hate that it’s used in this abusive game,
By people who say it because it’s memorized.

“Love” used to be a word that is idealized.
There are other words I’d rather proclaim.
“Love” is a word that’s been brutalized.

Love is a joke, a lie that I visualized.
“Love” and “Lust” are meant the same,
By people who say it because it’s memorized.

“Love” is a word that will always be criticized 
It is a word that I will never claim.
“Love” is a word that’s been brutalized,
By people who say it because it’s memorized. 
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Iceberg 
Savanah Snow

Chalk Pastel
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Love
Rosemarie Otten

Love hits you like rain falls, you can’t stop love, 
When you find it, stars twinkle and tingle your heart,
Cloud nine in the sky is where you will be,
You will truly feel bigger than any body of water,
You will always feel good about yourself down or low,
Life is a journey that is your story of life,

Life is something you cherish, 
Love is a blessing joy,
Numbers of stars never compare,
The sky will never accommodate,
Water will flow with abundance,
Good deeds you will do,

Good like love will conquer all, so do all good,
Life will be wonderful when you find who you are,
There is someone for everybody here, you will find love,
No more gazing at the stars lost in the wonder,
Your gaze will be in the sky with the found,
Water is refreshing as your love will flow like water,

Water is pure liquid,
Good tastes will go far,
Life has a special meaning,
Love helps people every day.
Stars will always be shining,
Sky is the high limit,

Sky is the highest level but love reaches the sky,
You will be like a water lily floating high above,
With love you will have a good positive life experience,
Life will always reproduce just like love always comes around,
Deep tender affection towards a person is what love is,
Stars won’t seem as high when you’re a love star.

Love goes higher than stars,
Depths higher than the sky,
Soft streams of flowing water,
It’s things those are good,
You will have a life,
Nothing compares to your love,

Love lasts more than stars ever will in the sky,
Waterfalls are beautiful with intentions toward a good life.
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Native Flute Player 
Sean Antonsen

Graphic Pencil
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Love
Britany Rainey

Love isn’t something you feel for everyone 
But I feel like I’ve hit a home run 
These feelings are true
Without you I would not make it through 
Baby you’re my one and only 
Without you I would be so lonely 
If I whispered in your ear how I feel 
Because all this seemed unreal 
I love you so much that I can’t explain 
It’s so much it’s insane
You helped me through hard times
Without you I would only be good sometimes 
Could you be mine forever
Because I don’t want to lose you whatsoever 
I promise not to break your heart 
Because your heart’s like fine art 
Never to be broken or given away 
Cause to you there’s only one way 
Marry me girl I love you so much 
To give you that one touch
Because you are my world
It’s in such a whirl
One more time I’m going to tell you
I love you and we will make it through
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Kitten 
Charlie Petereson

Graphic Pencil
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Haiku
Danny Meyer

Grass seems green to me,
But to you it may not be.
I don’t see like you.
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Lady 
Brandi Sullivan

Chalk Pastel



53

My Future
Lanae LaPorte

My future you see,
Is a question to even me.
I don’t know where I’m going to end up,
But I know where I am headed.
My future is bright,
And full of possibilities. 
And what possibilities you ask?
They’re endless.
I can do, dream, and be,
Anything I choose.
But in the end it is all worth it,
Because I, 
have chosen to be free
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Light in Cave 
Tommy DuCharme

Chalk Pastel
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High School
Frankie Lugo and Allie Harrington

High school is a theater,
Complete with drama, characters, and costumes.

High School is our stage,
On which we act in accordance
With our up and down emotions.

High school is where we fight over lead roles,
Who gets to kiss Romeo on the balcony?
And most importantly,
Who gets the best costume for the next act?

High school is where divas secretly hate each other,
But we all come together to defend our play’s title.

High school is full of bad reviews
Harsh critics
Overly prideful actors
And sometimes, 
Disapproving glares from authority.

But high school is where we love each other most
when we take our final bow.
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Smiling Wolf
Krystal Campbell

Oil Pastel
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Rainbow
Colin Angeles-Tawara

On any ordinary day,
You would not find what I say;
Leprechauns with eyes of a 
Rainbow, strolling the streets.
Huge, white rubber duckies,
Rowing ravenously through the sky,
Happy, hella-hippos harrowing
Right behind. All the while, a
Massive rainbow precariously hangs
Above them all. Watching, waiting
For them all to stall. In it’s bosom
It carries one too many colors.
Among it’s many different hues,
Reds and yellows and greens and blues. 
But what’s this I see, this color so unsightly?
This color that resides in the rainbow,
It definitely clashes with the usual flow.
This most unsightly color
Was none other than…
Goldenrod!!!
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Look Back
Kyra Hoenack
Graphic Pencil
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Remember Them Cage Days 
Richard Fetuu

I remember the days 
Alone from home
Stuck in a cage

Trying to cope with different ways 
Stuck behind walls of stone
I remember the days

Nothing else to do but to pray
I’m all alone
Stuck in a cage

It’s my time to pay
I need to handle my own
I remember the days

I don’t know who to blame
All my joy is flown 
Stuck in a cage

My life’s ready for a change 
Myself and I have truly grown
I remember the days 
Stuck in a cage 
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Lounging Lady
Dakota Bailey

Multi-Media



61

Rock Bottom
Chance Gerhardt

I’ve been to the bottom 
Of every bottle
But there’s no love there 
All that’s there
Is hurt
And frustration
People that you hurt 
Take vengeance
The vengeance tears, 
Rips the world apart
But the bottom of the bottle
Doesn’t stop there 
It leads to drugs
Drugs lead to worse 
Jail
When your family bails you out 
They’re hurt
More hurt when you drink
But you don’t listen 
You rebel
You leave
Hearts are broken 
Trust is lost
But when you
O. D.
You wished 
You would have listened
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Lynx
Colton Benson

Chalk Pastel/Oil Pastel
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Swimming
Zach Russell

Swimming in the lake
Watching boats go through the waves
Waiting for my girl.
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Magnet
Katt Chudnofsky

Digital Design
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Sonnet
Emily Stevenson 

It’s been a long time since your last true smile.
It’s been a long time since your last true laugh.
It’s been a long time since I saw you blush.
It’s been quite some time; you’ve been in a rush.
I understand, friend. I’ve done you the math.
I think that I know why it’s been awhile.
I’m asking you now, what I have is grand.
I have you a cure for your bleak disease.
It’s inside this box that I give to you.
It depends on you, what smell, sound, and taste.
It’s quite clear to see, just don’t look with haste.
It’s just a bit of my hope and love, too.
If you use it right it’s sure to appease.
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Mask 
Ean Johnson

multi-media
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Terrified
Christopher Smith

Red eyes glare from beyond the grave
The moon’s great force shines down upon the soldier
His fear and contempt make him an easy target
The shadows of night progress to the battlefield

The moon’s great force shines down upon the soldier
He wipes the sweat off his brow and steadies his aim
The shadows of night progress to the battlefield
All light fades as the new dawn shatters

He wipes the sweat off his brow and steadies his aim
His fear and contempt make him an easy target
All light fades as the new dawn shatters
Red eyes glare from beyond the grave
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Moon and Stars 
Shane Hambleton

Chalk Pastel/Glue



69

The Beach
Jeff Katsoris

A sunny place to sit
Bars of sand are deep 
The perfect blue shade fits
Dunes golden color, some steep.

People are swimming.
Fish are gleaming.
Crabs are scuttling.
 
Golden rays over open canopies
Gulls singing above the sea
The sound sleeping of manatees
Relaxing all day is key. 
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Moon Trees
Roseann Agoney

Watercolor
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The First Date
Christopher O’Neill

I was sitting in the trenches
Gunfire and cannons shooting past my head
Masking the songs of morning finches
Palms sweaty
My knees were trembling
However
The passion caused my courage to grow
So I jumped up
And 
Advanced my lines
I ascended the hilltop in one brave burst
And finally my mouth opens
And I say
It’s warmer over here by the way
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Pier 
Amanda Hunter

Extended Environment
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The Fried Chicken Thief
Stephen Hamlin

I stood at the kitchen window and there was a smell
Something I didn’t recognize
But something that satisfied my craving
Like biscuits and gravy
Oh, how it smells so good
Like GG’s cooking in the hood
Time stopped as I gazed
Momentarily I was hazed 
I was lost when this aroma hit my nose
Imagine the exact opposite of smelly gym clothes
I asked myself 
Who knows, maybe this might just be the best fried 
chicken I ever had
It turned me mad
I simply lost my mind over its taste and smell
I must rebel, I must have more
So I kicked in the kitchen door
I washed in like a snake on the floor
But too bad, in my escape
I dropped the chicken on the floor.
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Pirate Ship 
Josh Rode

Sculpture
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The Future is Intimidating
Ashlee Twiford

I am frightened and concerned
I wonder what lies beyond this universe
I hear the voices of our generation
I see a lack of appreciation  
I am concerned but insightful

I pretend that I can make stars of empty skies
I feel the pressures to be that way 
I touch the clouds, but only just barely 
I worry that almost is the best I can be
I cry out of pure frustration
I am insightful yet scared 

I understand it is mind over matter 
I say that I will get better 
I dream that this all works out 
I try to take my days with a grain of salt
I hope that I will meet my best potential 
I am scared and shaking
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Mask 
Josh Rode
Multi-Media
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To My Past Self
Tyler Torrey

Never forget you mother’s love. 
Learn regret and forgive yourself
For all your shortcomings 
That brought you so far. 
You can’t live like this forever
So hurry to find yourself 
And discover your true wealth.

Love your neighbor and
Forgive your enemies 
Never hold a grudge
Because in the end it won’t matter.
We live in so many countries
But our hearts are in the same place;
We all long for a lover’s face. 

So take up your happiness and spread it around 
To all the people who have none.
Don’t let the sins and hate replace 
The longing for world peace you hold inside.
Though you see others ripping one another’s soul 
Do not cower at their anger, help them be whole. 
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Playful Bear 
Sean Antonsen

Black Ink
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A Trail Of Consciousness 
That May Or May Not Lead To You
Katt Chudnofsky

If I could, I would write my feelings with steady hands
And I could tell you how I felt.

My emotions would wash over the page
Leaving behind trails of my intentions
And the swirling patterns of my hopes.

As secrets spill over my outstretched fingertips
Quiet words of love 
Would fill the empty miles like lined paper before me

I could cease the constant shivers
That follow the thought of
Looking you in the eyes as I let you into my soul

And if I could, I would keep hidden these fears, 
Within this fluttering heart of mine. 

But this silent cowardice 
Moves me in ways to betray my thoughts, tearing away my defenses
Though my resolve is strengthening

For your smile is as much a part of me
As my own heart, my breath
And the way our hands were made like matching puzzle pieces 

It’s this, just…this.
Together we create no limits
Just hope

Hope that the memories we make can be our new beginning
Without the fear or threat of a looming end
And stand together to find confidence in the dawn

I am not strong, but within your eyes
I am perfect, beautiful
And you are everything

I now stand before you with steady hands and heart
And this is how I feel. 
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Puppy 
Brandi Sullivan

Chalk Pastel
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Tritina
Jeff Katsoris

Soon it will be fall 
The clouds will be mist 
There will be orange leaves

Crushing crunchy orange fallen leaves
Beauty shall become of fall
The clouds lowered into mist

The bite of frigid mist
The sag of the leaves 
I can’t wait for fall

Fall of mist and leaves
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River and 
Trees 

Amber Mahoney
Multi-Media
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Question
Jeremy Trout

I have stubbed my toe
On the desk that’s in my room
Where did it come from?
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Rock Reflection 
Roseann Agoney

Chalk Pastel
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Untitled
Cheyanne Hunter

When I wake up in the morning
I look in the mirror
I do no recognize me
Sometimes I feel I have lost myself
I look harder into the real me
But the deeper I look, the more I lose
I try to just be me
That is all I have ever known
Maybe I will find myself
When I wake up in the morning
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Scowling Dog 
Ean Johnson

Oil Pastel
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Untitled
Ashley Walsh

I am an independent woman…
One that wants to discover every aspect of life
I am a mother to a beautiful baby girl…
One that wants only the finest for her
I am an army girlfriend…
One that will stand by her soldier
While he is out risking his existence for us
I am proud…
One that is proud in not only myself,
But my peers around me 
I am a mud bogging queen…
One that isn’t terrified of the harmless mud puddles
That will plaster my clothes 
I am a lot of things…
But one thing I will never be… a failure
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Mask 
Colton Benson

Acrylic
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Untitled
Amber Bisbee

Thinking
this is

harder than
writing down

how I feel
deep inside me.

I can only tell
you that it really

badly hurts to hold it
inside me. It bottles

up from toe to my lil’ head.
Someday soon it will blow up,

hopefully not in any one’s
face, and hopefully not too bad..

The anger that most express out loud
I keep deep inside so no one will

know how badly he let me down today.
Someday I will let him know how it felt.

to be pushed away from all I once knew.
I am sorry that I was never what you

really wanted or expected for a daughter.
Sorry you never really saw who I am be

coming.
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Seascape 
Emily Welch

Chalk Pastel
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Untitled
Tavia (AKA Tay-Tay) Stovall

While I was slowly riding in a car
I saw a rainbow from afar
I was looking around
Then I saw something making not a sound
It was a beautiful colorful arc
Like a piece of a circle star
It shone so brightly
Unbelievable, it made me happy 
Breathtaking like God painted
Such a beautiful sight I nearly fainted
It’s his best art work yet
It glows so brightly in the beautiful sunset
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Self Portrait 
Dakota Bailey
Chalk Pastel/Glue
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Villanelle
Cody Wood

Sitting all alone in my own dream
In this darkness and only one to be my light
Waiting for her to be in this scene

With every breath like fiery steam
I deserve to dream of happy things, it’s my right
Sitting all alone in my own dream

Like a hell with more to bring
With her, change it might 
Waiting for her to be in this scene

Trying to make a sound, but can’t even scream
How will I see her from this height?
Sitting all alone in my own dream

How bad I must have been 
Soon I will have her in my sight
Waiting for her to be in this scene

With every breath like fiery steam 
Lighting up my darkness, for she is so bright
Sitting all alone in my own dream
Waiting for her to be in this scene



   94

Senora 
Tatiana Mariot

Charcoal
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Waiting for You
Colin Angeles-Tawara

How can you think our love is a mistake?
Wherever you go, whatever you do
I will be right here just waiting for you.
I am thinking that whatever it takes
Or how my hurting, heretic heart breaks
I will be right here just waiting for you.
My once steady heart now beats very few,
As my entire body trembles and shakes.
I always thought that you would be the one,
But baby just give me a second chance.
I always thought that this would be so fun,
But baby you just don’t know how to dance.
Now as we sit under this setting sun,
Can we survive this decaying romance?
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Trees by Stream 
Kjera Maitland

Watercolor
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We the People 
Richard Fetuu

Growing up feeling everybody lied to me
I try to be,
Something to make my parents more proud of me 
It’s hard to own property
I’m robbing him, he’s robbing me
It’s a repeating cycle, welcome to poverty
They say money is power, 
That the broke are just cowards
But I say release your energy, cause this moment’s ours 
And I speak for myself but also my people
We all the same, yet rarely considered equal 
Please explain this shame y’all brought on the people
Because alone we are weak, but together we lethal
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Fallen Star 
Colton Benson

Black Ink



99

WHAT IS HOME????
by Amber Bisbee

What is this place they speak of?
What is this place they call home?
They say people there help you.
They say people there care.
They say it’s somewhere safe.
Somewhere I should be at ease.
I think to myself…
Where could such a place be?
I think till I can’t think anymore.
Till the tears start to come.
Yet this home place they speak of.
Doesn’t ring a bell.
I hope someday I find this place,
This home place they speak of. 
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Textured Sun 
Josh Rode

Chalk Pastel/Glue
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When I‛m Dreaming
Tanya Nickoli

It’s only ever been a feeling
Never once has it been a thought
It can only be explained when I’m dreaming
The words that you speak is what it’s not
It starts out slow and steady 
Just like a drum beating and floating
Down stream
The more my adrenaline flows
The more impossible it is to move me
Cement plasters my arms and legs
Screams are seen but never heard
I get so scared that I’ll fall off the edge
It explodes and crashes into the dirt
It’s dark and quiet. It patters its feet
A face appears but who could it be?
A blossom, it blooms, can’t you see it?
A child whispers softly, and I don’t know
What to do
It’s only ever been a feeling
Never once has it been a thought
It can only be explained when I’m dreaming
The words that you speak is what it’s not
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Self Portrait 
Reed Czarny

Chalk Pastel
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Your Graduation 
Shaila Dysert 

Keep on learning, 
though your graduation’s done; 
Your whole life’s an education
That has only just begun.
Your diploma is the first big step,
For knowledge is the special key
To winning what you want in life
And being who you want to be. 
If you’ll always be a student, 
You’ll find the secrets to success
And travel and happiness 
On the golden road to peace.
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Toucan 
Tommy DuCharme

Oil Pastel
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Swamp Galaxy
Felicia Jones 

What if somewhere 
a swamp went so deep 
it led to another galaxy?
No one would ever know.
No one would ever show.
A swamp is slimy and grimy. 
A galaxy is mysterious and imperious. 
You would have to go through 
the ugly, to get to the beautiful.

A metamorphosis.
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White Wolf 
Kjera Maitland

Chalk Pastel


