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“Writing is perhaps the greatest of human inventions, 
binding together people, citizens of distant epochs, who 

never knew one another. Books break the shackles of 
time - proof that humans can work magic." 

- Carl Sagan 

4



The Last Stop 

 One second, the train was so loud that I could 

hardly hear myself think. The next second, there was 

dead silence. Opening my eyes, I was alone. Everyone 

next to me on the train was gone — the baby cradled in 

his mother’s arms, the kid spinning a basketball in his 

hand, even the old man reading a classic paperback.  

 Was this some kind of dream? I closed my eyes again; 

maybe I just fell asleep after another long day at the 

nine to five. Maybe in a few minutes I’d wake up 

comfortably at home, cuddled with my fiancé, Rachel, 

and my dog, BJ. But opening my eyes once more, I was 

still in the subway, the haunting noise of the rails 

howling in my ears. 

 I didn’t see her at first. I didn’t remember seeing 

her there before everyone disappeared. At the far end 

of the car, a little girl in pigtails sat, singing 

softly, her feet swaying under her seat.  

 The briefcase I stowed by my feet had left with 

everyone else, gone like it had never been there. 

Standing slowly, I tiptoed along the train. As I got 

closer, the flashes of light from the tunnel cast 

shadows over the gray eyes that looked like they 

belonged to someone much older than a little girl. 

 There was a quiver in my voice as I spoke. 
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 “Excuse me? Are you… okay?” 

 Meeting my eyes, she smiled. 

 “I am fine. Are you?” 

 “Uh, yeah, I think so. It’s just… all those people, 

where did they go?” 

 The little girl tilted her head to the side, like 

she wasn’t sure what I was saying. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 I hesitated. 

 “Did you see everyone else disappear just now? 

Everyone on the train?” 

 She shook her head and smiled again. 

 “They haven’t disappeared, David. We have.” 

 Caught off guard by what the little girl had said, I 

didn’t even notice her use of my first name even though 

we’d never met. 

 “Then, where are we?” 

 “You and I are on our way to the final stop.” 

 “You mean… Brooklyn?” 

 “No,” she whispered, staring with those gray eyes. 

“Onwards.” 

 I had a moment to take all of that in. 

 “I’m sorry, young lady. It’s just that I don’t 

really get what that means.” 

 The tunnel was getting lighter around us, almost as 

if we were reaching the end. 

6



 “It’s okay. You can finally rest now. There’s 

nothing you have to worry about anymore.” 

 Panic was starting to catch up with my racing heart. 

 “I-I don’t want to rest. Sarah’s waiting for me; 

we’re going out to dinner. I just want to see her.” 

 Was she still safe at home with BJ? Were both of 

them okay? 

 The little girl took my hand with a look of empathy 

and compassion. 

  “They are fine. You are, too. You will see each 

other again someday. I promise.” 

 “What? What do you mean ‘someday’? What is 

happening?” 

 Tears rushed down my cheeks as I collapsed into the 

seat next to the little girl. She spoke softly as a 

single tear streaked her face. 

 “Do you remember where we are now? Do you remember 

what happened?” 

 “No, I-I… remember what?” 

 She took a shallow breath. 

 “The crash.” 

 “C-crash? What crash?” 

 My heart plunged into cold water as she spoke. 

 “The crash we both died in seven minutes ago.” 

-Andrew Brown 
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Poem for a Flower 

I found you there, beautiful but marred 

Missing a mass of your petals 

Tossed aside with no regard 

Your past left you unsettled 

Lost outside now you’re scarred 

Wishing improvement, the answer was hard. 

  

The future is hazy for those who are frail,  

And without any help it is easy to fail.  

So I offered assistance hoping it would prevail  

But the wounds I had caused would warrant a wail   

And all the work had turned, like food that's gone 
stale, 

Into a waste like a beached-washed up whale,  

Like a snake with no tail, 

Like a letter with no mail,  

Like a breath with no exhale,  

Like a boat with no sail.  

  

Like a flower with no petals…  

  

So I took you home and tried to brace  

This delicate flower that I had disgraced, 

But this level of recovery I had once chased  

Was something imaginary, an unreal place.  

  

Then the seasons changed and so did I,  

But I couldn't pass like the time that went by  

I was feeling strange and couldn't reply  
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Unable to last in this inelegant lie. 

  

In a prison of my mind, and this ache I’ve amassed  

Deep in my cell, not unlike chloroplast. 

I feel like Cain’s brother, not Abel to look past  

These dark clouds above me, a stormy forecast  

Sometimes I ponder if we grew apart too fast  

But your thorns had grown long, filling the glass  

Of the vase we shared, our time didn't last…  

  

I guess this is goodbye.  

- Jacob Yankalunas 
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Sea Glass & Blood 

  

And so we danced in the ocean  

Soft ripples of water lapped against my ankles 

  

As the waves wrinkled like my dress 

Your arms were stiff holding onto my waist  

  

I looked down to see shells of rock tearing at your 
feet 

Turning your flesh into a bloodied mess  

  

I tried to stop dancing  

But your regained your touch  

  

You carried on dancing  

Because you loved me too much 

-Lillee Covington 
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What to Write  

I don't know what to write. 

With my brain I fight 

For that sacred right 

None understand my plight.  

I don't know what to write. 

  

I don't know what to say.  

To you I can’t convey  

What's going on today 

I know it not, yea. 

Shall I speak about the Fae,  

Or that horse who fell in hay. 

I don’t know what to say. 

  

I don’t know what to transcribe. 

Yea, I am but a thoughtless scribe  

For lo, I hath ruined the vibe.  

I don’t know what to transcribe.  

  

I now know what to write. 

With my brain I did fight  

For that sacred right  

I understand my plight.  

I now know what to write. 

- Jeffrey Loos 
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Nicotine Nightmares 

  

I let you treat me like a cigarette 

Using me when you where bored 

Stepping on me when you were done 

  

I meant nothing to you  

One cigar  

In a pack of many  

  

So I became more like a drug 

Turned you into an addict 

For Me 

  

And just like any drug does  

I laughed  

                      As 

                        You 

                           Died 

                               For  

                                  Me 

      - Lillee Covington 
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Mackenzie Williams 

“Crazy Night In” 
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You Never Tried 

You never tried to be 

A Mother. 

You failed at raising 

Us. 

You prioritize men, over your 

Children. 

You claim to love us 

Only for you 

To pull our strings. 

For you to violate 

Us. 

For you to make me wish 

You weren’t in our 

Lives. 

You never tried. 

-Makayla Murphy 
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Salt & the Sea 

  

She was his anchor 

Her heart felt heavy on his chest 

And Oh, 

How he longed to be free to sail the oceans 

To dance with the sea 

  

Rocks gashed at His skin  

Darkness tore at His eyes  

As his anchor ripped though the waves  

  

              Opening 

                   all 

                      the 

                        wounds 

                             & 

                             All           

                                The  

                                  Lies,  

  

His anchor dragged him down  

And so with a salute to his boat  

The boy began to drown  

-Lillee Covington 
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Alexa Arnold 

“Mallard” 
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Like a Fish 

I’ve only ever known the pond 

I go in circles only greeted with dead ends, 

With the same clan I’ve always known. 

I can’t see the bottom,  

Or reach what’s above me.  

- L.N.B.M. 
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La Grenouille 

  

A green amphibian, small and hunched 

With strong leg and long tongue that pack a real punch 

You can find him on a trunk in the warmth of Spring 

Or maybe in a creek, if that’s your sort of thing. 

  

He’s a great companion if you see it fit, 

He’ll sing you song when the world is moonlit. 

Eating pests for lunch, like mosquitos and flies 

The frog is a very good friend of mine. 

-Ian Portell 
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The Punisher  

I spent too long 

punishing myself 

For something I didn’t do 

  

Something I couldn’t control 

I laughed in the chaos 

That You created 

  

But the laughing 

Turned to screams 

As you 

Vanished 

  

But through my blurred haze 

My anger and my burning rage, 

I realized 

That maybe our hearts 

Are the only monsters 

That’s why our ribs are our cage 

- Lillee Covington 
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Too Much and Never Enough 

I didn’t like the turn out. 

I tried to use it to make something else. 

It’s all too much,  

But it’s never enough. 

Still, there is something that is lacking 

That remains unidentified. 

-L.N.B.M. 
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Joshua Evans 
“Untitled” 
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Puppy Love  

  

Two people blinded by the novelty of love,  

Which resembled colorful, freshly painted walls, 

It filled the sky with flowers, 

           

And shrouded the ground with clouds. 

Their love aged the same as a tarnished soup spoon, 

The bright silver dulled, but still intact. 

Leaving brown specs on the handle. 

  

  

Years passed as rose petals fell, and they grew. 

Sometimes apart, sometimes closer. 

Beauty and attraction wrinkled,  

Like skin. 

The feeling of their hands connecting  

In a tight embrace, or a teary smile,  

Shared as they watch their youngest  

Graduate high school, 

Acting as a balm. 

  

They wonder how they got here. 

Two apartments, a few houses, three kids, 

And a couple dogs later, sitting outside 
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On their rickety porch, rocking 

To the music of their heartbeats. 

Surrounded by the smell of withered Autumn leaves. 

Their hands worn, yet durable. 

Holding the soup of life and love, 

Comforted by the thoughts of their past, 

Soothed by the potential of their future. 

                               

-MiAsia N. Timmons  
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“With Me” 

Can mean so much.  

  

To me 

You mean so much. 

  

With me  

You should be. 

Be with me, 

Always. 

  

With you 

I should be. 

Just be with me,  

If you please.  

  

You and me. 

-L.N.B.M. 
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Sweet ‘n’ Sour 

Did you think I was candy, 

Here to give you a rush – a jolt 

Of energy? I am a Warhead – a sour 

Bomb that will make your eyes water, 

Your face collapse. 

I am the ingredients inside of it, 

The unhealthy ones 

That you always seem to ignore. 

I don’t use natural flavors, 

Everything is artificial. 

I am not the sweetness of an orange, 

The raw sugar of an apple. I am the 

Lemon juice in your paper cut. 

Making your insides bang around. 

-Zy  
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Josh Evans 
“Untitled” 

26



To My Black Men 

Dear black men, 

I love you and I understand. 

You are the strongest people I know. 

Your melanin alone speaks for itself 

That’s why they envy us, 

The white man will never understand 

The struggle that stands with us 

‘Cause they have mom and dad’s hand. 

Keep grinding, it’ll all fall in line in the end. 

You sacrifice your freedom daily 

To make sure your loved ones have what they need. 

A 9-5 will never get the bills paid but 

That’s something the white man will never understand. 

Stay on your P’s and Q’s ‘cause they’re 

Waiting on the moment to catch you slacking, 

Hoping you rot in jail and burn in hell. 

The white man hate you 

But I love you and will always understand. 

-Monaejah Dorsey 
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Space Oddity 

Did you think I was a star, 

Shining down from the sky out of reach, 

Radiating light upon you? 

  

No, I am a black hole 

Devoid of light surrounding me, 

Pulling everything into 

My inescapable collapse. 

  

Do not come closer, or 

Approach my event horizon. 

Any beauty you see 

Is captured from what used to be. 

  

A void, a vacuum you only 

Thought had another side. 

The mysteries of that darkness 

Are not for you to learn. 

  

I am a black hole: 

The remnant of something 

That could have been great. 

-Ian Portell  
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Note From the Student Editors  

The editors of this year’s journal would like to thank 
the Board of Education in Worcester County for their 
endless support of the creative arts. 

We would also like to thank our school-wide 
administrators: Dr. Kimberly Purvis, Dr. Scot Tingle, 
and Dr. Brian Phillips. 

This year has given us many valuable lessons, but the 
experience of working on this journal has taught us 
about the incredible voices in our school — students of 
all grades, groups, and backgrounds who trusted us with 
their writing. We feel that this journal is one more 
way that we can connect with our peers, through 
writing, to catch a glimpse of the values, struggles, 
and triumphs of our Snow Hill school community. 

Thank you, to all of our contributors, for lending us 
your work. We are so pleased to give your talent a 
place to shine. 
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Student Editors 

Senior Editors: 

Lindsay Birckhead-Morton 

Ian Portell 

MiAsia Timmons 

Student Editors: 

Andrew Brown 

Zyheem Collick 

Monaejah Dorsey 

Cover Artist: 

Mackenzie Williams 

Faculty Sponsors: 

Mrs. Tarah Threadgill 

Mrs. Brittany Hulme-Tignor 
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