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Halloween Night

By Kaayl Keck

Vampires dance as bats fly in their sight,
Mummies and zombies give cats quite a fright
Witches do bicker and snarl and fight
All on that dreaded Halloween night

Giants stomp ‘round with considerable might
Jack-o-lanterns glow, scary, erie and bright
Werewolfs howl and prowl by the moon’s light
All on the dreaded Halloween Night

Eager to give their candy a bite
Children jump to quite a height
When monsters jump out left and right
All on that dreaded Halloween night

My Name
By Rian Gohier

My name. My name is like a title, a 
position I’m not fit for. My name is like a warm 
breeze in cold weather. My middle name is a 
gift. It gives others happiness and joy. My last 
name states I am both logical and religious.My 
full name. I could only think that it means that 
I’m a small logical king that the world is 
blessed to have. I feel like this is not accurate, 
for my name sounds like a nice sunset that 
looks great, no matter how you look at it.All I 
see in myself is the night sky, empty with very 
little light and a hidden secret that is kept from 
the world. My name comes from a lot of other 
cultures, which means I am a live ragdoll that 
has been stitched up with different fabric. My 
name is not one that fits me, it would fit 
someone else better. 



My name is a leader, a ruler that brings joy and happiness to the world. However, I am not an 
inspiration to the world. I am not a gift to the sky. All I am is an ordinary person who hides his face 
from the world. My name wasn’t handed down to me from an elder. It was just chosen for me.

My title should be passed to my older brother. He can lead people. He can protect people. I 
can’t do any of that. He can voice ideas that are important and give worth to a conversation.

My name is like a flower that you would pick from the ground to admire it’s worth. What I 
see of myself is the flower that is overlooked because it is ordinary with no unique qualities. I see a 
flower that is trampled to get to something better than the flower could be. My name is like a 
position, for it grants someone respect, for having just a title. However, the title is meaningless when 
given to a person who can’t do things correctly.



Wintery Flakes
By Katelyn Bell

 If the right thing was letting go, then I was 
definitely going to choose wrong. How could I give 
up on my town when I am the only person who 
could do something?

A few years ago I was looking out the same 
frost covered, antique window up in my room that I 
am now. I am curled up in my great grandmother's 
quilt. The quilt is so precious to me not only 
because she made it, but because it had quilted 
pictures of my beloved home in Lithuania before 
the war. It had a scene from a spring many years 
ago. It was made with yellow, cream, and baby blue 
fabric. The quilted sun in the corner shone on all the 
fabric boxes that made up my town. It captures a 
happy time when no one was thinking of war.

Sometimes I like to play this game in my 
mind of what would be happening if the soviets had 
not come. Right now I would probably be sharing 
secrets while making a snowman with my best 
friend ever Elze. I had not seen her since her family 
hid. Happy thoughts like this never last long.

In the years before, looking out 
this window I saw happy people getting 
ready for Christmas. The snow was 
falling gently on the sidewalk and you 
could see happy kids running from each 
other having a snowball fight. I had not 
seen that happy street for a very long 
time. I was seeing the same street at the 
same time and nothing was the same.  



There was no one on the street. You might see an 
occasional cat roaming but even they left in a hurry. The 
only people you saw were the soviet officers and their 
hard expressions as they walked back and forth on the 
street like my town was a prison. 

The flakes were starting to cover the roofs of the 
building and the sun just barely rising was making them 
sparkle. I was about to leave the calmness of my window 
when I saw movement on the street.

The soviets were taking people again!! There was 
a wooden trailer attached to a truck with the soviet sign on 
it in the street. The trailer looked like an animal pen with 
old wooden walls and rust covering the metal doors but it 
was not used to hold disgusting animals. It was being used 
to hold people. They knocked down a door and barged in. 
I couldn't see anything for a moment but then the soviets 
came out of the house leading a mother and her two kids 
into the sparkling snow after them. I knew that girl. She 
went to the same school as me and she was an amazing 
artist. She, like everyone else had no reason to be arrested. 

I wanted so badly to run out and stop them from 
taking them but I couldn't. It would bring my family way 
to much shame like it did the first time I tried to stop 
them. I watched as the family got thrown into the back of 
the truck and drive down the street and away. Every 
family in Lithuania is afraid to be taken by the soviets but 
not my family. Not because we are brave, but because we 
are cowards. When the Soviets came to Lithuania they 
needed insights. My father was a respected businessman 
and they told him they would kill me and my little sister 
Nisa if they weren't there insights. We are safe but will 
never have any support. Before everyone was hidden I 
would walk out on the street and people would make a 
bubble around me like I had a disease and was contagious. 
I would almost rather be arrested than live with the shame 
of having a part in the downfall of my country.

My parents hated what they had agreed to but 
knew that if they turned now they would instantly kill me 
and Nisa without hesitation. Some nights when I'm up in 
my room I can hear the faint cries of my mother from 
down the hall.

I walked down the stairs to my small living 
room with its peach colored walls. There was a fire 
going in the corner and I could smell fresh bread in the 
oven. I sat on the couch and called for my sister. 
“Nisa!!” I yelled , “Come play marbles with me!” I 
went over to the cupboard and pulled out the board for 
marbles. My sister came running down the stairs 
smiling and carrying a bag of her lucky marbles. “This 
time we play with my marbles,” she said as she sat on 
the other side of the board, “Get ready to lose”.

We had set up the board and I was about to go 
first when there was a loud pounding on the door. My 
parents came rushing to the door and looked at us. 
“Stand up and don't fidget,” our mother told us in a 
stern voice. I knew right away who was at the door. It 
was the soviets.

Me and my sister jumped up and smoothed out 
our dresses. My parents opened the door and three 
soviets stepped in without an invitation. My parents 
closed the door behind them.

“Good day to you Ma’am,” He said not very 
politely, “We have some information that we would like 
to share with you and your husband.” He looked at us 
now, “In private”.

 My mother turned to us now with a pleading 
expression, “Audria, Please take Nisa upstairs. This 
will only take a moment.” 

I didn't want to leave but I had to, for my 
mother. “Come on Nisa,”I said, “Let's go play upstairs.” 
We picked up our game and made our way up the stairs. 
When I got to my room I set the game on the bed and 
went over to the vent and opened it. The vent that 
connected to the living room one and now I could hear 
everything.

“....problem again” I heard the first officer 
finish.

My parents hated what they had agreed to but 
knew that if they turned now they would instantly kill 
me and Nisa without hesitation. Some nights when I'm 
up in my room I can hear the faint cries of my mother 
from down the hall.

 



I walked down the stairs to my small living room 
with its peach colored walls. There was a fire going in the 
corner and I could smell fresh bread in the oven. I sat on 
the couch and called for my sister. “Nisa!!” I yelled , 
“Come play marbles with me!” I went over to the 
cupboard and pulled out the board for marbles. My sister 
came running down the stairs smiling and carrying a bag 
of her lucky marbles. “This time we play with my 
marbles,” she said as she sat on the other side of the 
board, “Get ready to lose”.

We had set up the board and I was about to go first 
when there was a loud pounding on the door. My parents 
came rushing to the door and looked at us. “Stand up and 
don't fidget,” our mother told us in a stern voice. I knew 
right away who was at the door. It was the soviets.

Me and my sister jumped up and smoothed out our 
dresses. My parents opened the door and three soviets 
stepped in without an invitation. My parents closed the 
door behind them.

“Good day to you Ma’am,” He said not very 
politely, “We have some information that we would like 
to share with you and your husband.” He looked at us 
now, “In private”.

 My mother turned to us now with a pleading 
expression, “Audria, Please take Nisa upstairs. This will 
only take a moment.” 

I didn't want to leave but I had to, for my mother. 
“Come on Nisa,”I said, “Let's go play upstairs.” We 
picked up our game and made our way up the stairs. 
When I got to my room I set the game on the bed and 
went over to the vent and opened it. The vent that 
connected to the living room one and now I could hear 
everything.

“....problem again” I heard the first officer finish. 
“I don't care what it was,” said my father, “We do 

not like you coming here without warning”
“This is different. There was a family that escaped 

us.” There was dead silence in the room for a moment and 
my heart fluttered with pride for that family even though 
now all the soviets were looking for them and they would 
probably be dead soon. 

“So what do you want from us?” My father asked.

“I don't care what it was,” said my father, 
“We do not like you coming here without warning”

“This is different. There was a family that 
escaped us.” There was dead silence in the room for 
a moment and my heart fluttered with pride for that 
family even though now all the soviets were 
looking for them and they would probably be dead 
soon. 

“So what do you want from us?” My father 
asked.

“We heard this family knew you well,” the 
officer said, “ The Danutes.” My heart dropped. 
Elze, Elze Danute and her family escaped and were 
being hunted. The worst part was that I knew where 
they were hiding, which means I am the only one 
who could let it slip but I am also the only one who 
can help them.



I stopped listening through the vent and went 
to sit by Nisa. “What is it?” She asks. She was 
always so good at reading faces. I didn’t know how 
to put this so instead of telling her I say, “I forgot to 
get beans for dinner tonight. I'm going to go get 
some.”

I grabbed my heavy quilt of the window seat 
and walked to my door and opened it. As I passed 
Nisa I said, “Please don't say anything till I get back 
from the store.” I knew she knew I was lying but she 
nodded anyway. 

“Be careful Audria,” she told me as I left the 
room. 

I went into my parents room and onto their 
balcony and walked down the steps that led to the 
back porch. I stepped onto the porch as silently as I 
could. I snuck around the side of the house and turn 
the corner. I listened to make sure there was no one 
there. I breathed in deeply and crept toward the 
outskirts of the yard. 

I went over to the cellar door and opened it. 
The cold air rushed at me as I climbed in. I spotted 
and old sack on one of the shelves and filled it with 
food and water. I wrapped the quilt around me to 
hide the food and took off walking casually but 
quickly down the street.

I turned onto my friends street and started to 
slow my walk. There street was just like any other. 
Two story houses with grey or white paint and wide 
yards. I looked behind me to make sure there were no 
officers then I darted between two houses and kept to 
the side of one. I spotted my friends yard and made 
my to it.

I stepped onto there porch and checked the 
back door. Locked. I looked around and remembered 
something my friend had told me. 

She had said that if I ever needed her then I 
should look to the pots. I walked over to one and 
lifted it up. There was nothing so I dug through the 
dirt and struck something at the bottom. The key! I 
quickly walked to the back door and unlocked it then 
I made my way up stairs. 

There whole house was trashed by the 
soviets. There was broken stuff everywhere. Elze and 
I had played this game where we would hide in her 
attic. The thing with her attic is that there is a hidden 
door to it. 

Someone turned a light on and now I could 
see that I was in a condensed space with a ladder to 
the attic filled with food and bed roles with sheets.

Elze was there with her family. Her little 
brother Darius, her mother, and her father. They all 
crowded around me and started to ask questions. I 
then recounted what had happened to me and they 
told me how the soviets had come to their house but 
they had already hidden. 

I sadly told them that I couldn’t stay long 
then handed them everything I had with me. The 
food and water I had brought and then I handed my 
precious quilt to Elze. 

“How long will you be here?” I ask. 
They all turned to there father. “I don't know,” he 
said, “We could be here for months.” 

“Do you have enough food,” I ask.
 “We only have enough for one month”. He 

said sadly. 
Without thinking I say, “I will bring you 

food”. 
“No” said Elze's mother, “That's too 

dangerous Audria”. 
“No I need to.” I told her, “for once I have the 

chance to help instead of hurt. Please.”
They finally decided that I could come once a 

week but not if it was too dangerous. We said our 
goodbyes and as I went to leave Elze hugged me 
hard, “Thank you. Be safe. '' 

“I will” I promised her. With that I stepped 
out of the attic space and closed the hidden door 
behind me. 

I walked back through the now heavy falling 
snow covering the dead ground with its whiteness. I 
now had a mission, a purpose and I was going to 
fulfil it whether it was melting heat or biting cold. I 
will always go through the wintery flakes.



                     Timpanogos
 A 5 Sense Poem

By: Collin Gibson

I see the city before me bright like the sun.

I smell the wild flowers surrounding me and the glaciers stuck to the 
mountain.      

I was half dead once I got to the top. I taste the
refreshing, cool, wonderful, water that tastes so good.     

I hear the wind whipping around me, the chill of it cuts to
the bone.

I feel awe-inspired by the mountains and valleys 
surrounding me and the huge lake and city below me.



Zero and Daffeny
Evelyn Larsen

It was a gloomy night and the old mansion looked as imposing as ever. With its high black 
wall and wilting bushes in front of the brown brick walls. Everything about it said “go away.” It was 
owned by Heift Llivnai. No one ever saw him though. He was merely the owner and everyone knew 
that. There must of been a million rumors about what he did. Everyone was waiting for the day 
someone would try to break in. Which is what Zero and Daffeny were about to do. Crouching on 
their tippy toes with their legs bent, Zero and Daffeny were poised outside the old mansion. With 
each passing second, the worry crease on Dadffeny’s forehead deepened. Even with the crease in her 
brow, she was still stunningly beautiful with wispy dark hair framing her face.

“You don’t have to do this.” she whispered. Zero looked at her with a glint in his stormy blue 
eyes. Her emerald eyes held his gaze.

“Just watch me.” He said darkly. With that he pulled from his belt a screwdriver, dull green 
on the handle with rust peeping up the metal. He hesitated for only half a second before setting to 
work on the ventilation duct. 

“Sometimes they’re so foolish” he whispered to no one in particular. “Why create a 
ventilation duct connecting to the outside that leads straight to the treasure room.”

The duct popped off in Zero’s hands and he let out a sigh of relief. The vent made only the 
slightest thud as he set it on the moss covered ground. With barely a pause Zero pulled himself into 
the vent. There wasn’t much room to spare, and turning around would be an adventure, but he was 
slim and he would manage.

Right.
Left.
Right.
Right.
Left.
Stop.
Wait.



Minutes ticked away. Zero’s hands were shaking and his 
heart pounded against his ribs so hard he thought it would burst. 
Back and forth the guards paced. One or two humming. Their eyes 
stayed firmly fixed on the door. They must have been warned 
someone would try to break in and yet they were oblivious of the 
boy sitting above them, about to do just that.THUD!

CRASH!
BANG!!

Zero smiled. Daffeny’s distraction must have started. With a 
jolt all the guards rushed out the door.

What fools they were.

Still there wasn’t much time before the guards would return. 
Zero set to work with the metal cutter leaving a square hole with 
one piece of metal bent up. To that he tied a length of rope, and 
dropped down into the treasure room. It wasn’t hard to find what 
he was looking for. The one piece of brown among all the sparkles. 
He lifted the lid and a triumphant smile played across his lips. The 
treasure was in side. Quickly he slipped the box into his belt, flew 
up the rope, and scrambled as quickly as he could back along the 
vents. Then he was running. Daffeny was running too.

“I got it Daff!!” Daffeny smiled. “We finally got it back.”



Bruce Banner Limerick

Gabby Arnold

Banner was ‘fraid of the Hulky,

But he had refused to sulky,

So himself he rehabbed,

And then after, he dabbed,

Now, Banner’s built up some bulky



Thorns
By: Amya Parker
In a small village off the coast of Montenegro, Italy, there is a terrible war rearing its ugly head. In the midst of it all 

is a tiny baby, and two terrified parents trying to raise their newborn child.
“Tesoro, we haven’t even named our little bambino,” Josephina said lovingly in the middle of all the chaos. The 

sweet baby cooed, eager for attention. The baby was grabbing on to her wavy, long, blonde hair. Josephina smiled at the 
baby, then at her husband.

“I think we should name her Nifea,” she said.
“After the flower?” Luca said.
“I think it’s a dolce,” she said.
“Anything you want, Josephina,” he said sweetly.
“I think we should send her to mi sorella’s house in America to raise her away from the destruction,” she said with 

concern.
“I agree wholeheartedly, but when would Rosa come to get her?” Luca replied.
“As fast as she can,” Josephina said, a little snappy, but faithful and true to her only sister. 
Two days passed. Under the cover of night, Rosa ran to her sister’s door. She knocked quickly twice, then Luca 

opened the door. A little exhausted, Rosa brushed her chestnut-brown hair out of her eyes and said in a breathless whisper, 
“I’m here!”

“Come in before you get caught!” he hissed.
She quickly came in the door, took off her shoes and sat down on a chair. She took a deep breath and smelled the 

scent of freshly baked ziti wafting through the house. Josephina walked out of kitchen and saw Rosa. She ran towards her 
immediately. They hugged very tightly, and they both yelped in excitement because this was the first time they had seen 
each other in ten years. Luca smiled. He was happy that his wife 
was happy.

“How was the flight?” Josephina asked.
“It was very good. By the way, you haven’t told me 

what you named the little bambino yet,” Rosa told her.
“We names her Ninfea, after my favorite flower, the 

water-lily,” she replied with thoughtfulness. Josephina handed Rosa 
the baby and said to her, “I hope you that you will grow up with 
beauty, grace, song, and the chance to find true love when you get 
older.”

Luca and Josephina kissed the baby’s head, and Luca said, 
“Raise her in America for sixteen years and a day. By then the war 
will surely be over, and one more day so we can prepare for her 
return.”

Josephina started to cry at the thought of her baby leaving. 
Luca wiped her tears and whispered, “Take good care of our 
daughter,” in Rosa’s ear.
His eyes started to water. Then he covered his eyes because he 
didn’t want them to see him cry and end up losing a shred of his 
dignity.

“I’ll take good care of her. I love you both very much. 
Goodbye,” Rosa said. She then left with the baby in her arms and 
her eyes started to tear up. She wiped them with her shoulder and 
caught the next flight home to her little house in Utah.



Ninfea did grow in grace, beauty, and song, along with the truth about war and her family. After 
sixteen years, she knew that day was the day that she had to leave all the roots they had set down in America, 
for something new all the way in Europe.

 She was so used to going to school, doing chores, homework, and taking out the trash at the same time 
as her neighbor (her crush!). His name was Eugene. She’d noticed him a long time ago, but she didn’t think he 
noticed her. Ninfea thought about her mixed feelings on the plane rides to Italy with her Aunt. When they got 
there, Rosa forgot what her brother-in-law had said about taking her either on or after her birthday. Was it on 
or after her birthday? I know that if I did one of those they wouldn’t be prepared, but it’s been a long sixteen 
years so I brought her on her birthday. I’m sure it won’t matter. 

They walked inside the house and were immediately welcomed, hugged, and kissed.
“You’re too early. We haven’t prepared her room yet!” Luca whispered in Rosa’s ear.
“Sorry, I forgot. It’s been sixteen long years.”
While Rosa and Luca were talking downstairs, Josephina was showing Ninfea upstairs to her room. 

She walked in and saw her old baby crib, wallpaper, rocking chair. and changing table. Ninfea took a step 
forward into the room and accidently stepped on an old toy. It slid backward and she fell forward, hitting her 
head hard on the changing table. 

“Ninfea! Are you all right?!” Josephina asked.
There was no response. Josephina shook her, but there was still no response. Luca and Rosa came 

running up the stairs, and Josephina told them about what happened. They turned her over, and found a big 
gash on the side of her head that was bleeding. They took her to the hospital and the doctor said she had 
slipped into a coma.

One hundred days passed of them constantly visiting and praying she would wake up. One day a 
special person came to visit her. Rosa and Eugene had kept in contact over the years and she told him about 
Ninfea. He came immediately when he found out. When he saw her in the hospital, he went to her and kissed 
her. Her eyes opened slowly and she knew she had found her true love.
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