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Cover Artist Statement –

Elements
by Sungbin Lim

Inspired by Giuseppe Arcimboldo’s artwork 
Vertumnus, I was drawn in by the collection of 
fruits and vegetables that depicted a portrait. The 
concept of placing and organizing the objects 
deeply fascinated me. I had to think about the 
structure and texture of certain animals to portray 
myself.

Back Cover Artist Statement –

Extra Terrestrial
by Isabelle Hanson

Most of our lives are controlled by other people-
our parents, our teachers, our bosses, so when 
we are given a small sliver of control we take 
it. Our hair, our clothing, our media... we can 
all choose for ourselves, using them as tools to 
express ourselves and our interests. 

Inside Back Cover Artist Statement –

Generations After
by Youjean Cho

Through Generations, I wanted to suggest the 
emotional ambiguity and concern about bringing 
another life into this world. My goal was to 
combine several juxtaposing images to create a 
cohesive theme. Rather than provoking extreme 
emotion, I wanted a balance between hope and 
despair that will make the audience ponder.

Each student published will receive one 
free copy of the 2019 Valley Visions 
publication.  Additional copies for family 
members will be available for purchase at 
the celebration reception; cost is $15.00 
each. Valley Visions is supported in part by 
Foundation donations. 
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Perspectives 
Abigail Erickson  
Timberline High School

The boy dressed in skin of the smooth, warm Earth 
Eyes like the night sky, covered in a heavy dust of silver, the 
Moon in one eye, the Sun in the other. 
Bathed in silk the softest shade of blue, the color that lines the 
horizon at the first sign of 

Dawn.  
Like a mountain with stones, so is he adorned with pale gold. 
His lips and nails painted with nature’s faded rose.

He is the Creators’ gift, the Blessed Prince, child of  
Sun and Moon, Sky and Earth. Holy is he among we mortal 
beings, our Light and our Guide through the ever growing 
Darkness of days. 

The Immortal One, the Boy soaring on wings  
of Gold. Golden wings bear a scared boy, Mortal am I, he 
screams to the cold wind, Soaring? Cannot they see that I am 
falling?

Days of darkness, growing ever How am I to guide them and 
light our way when my eyes see nothing but Darkness? 
Mortal beings crown me Holy? I fear the holiness is in their 
minds. 

Earth: when my falling ends upon you, Will you catch me like a 
loving parent, or Will I break upon you? 

Sky: I scream to you, within you I fall Why do you not answer 
my pleas? Why will you not catch me? Am I not your child? 

Moon: how many sleepless nights have I spent, calling to you 
for aide? How many times more have you turned a cold eye to 
my tears? Have you not a parent’s heart? Safety and sleep you 
grant mortals every night, but never I. Why? 

Sun: your heat and glare burn me, blind me. What loving par-
ent tortures and harms their beloved child? 

Blessing? Gift? With every day I feel that I was cast from the 
Creators, hated and unwanted. 

A rose decaying in nature, watered with only Gold. Dressed in 
the weakest color of dawn, for Weak am I. Eyes like puddles, 
simply reflecting nature’s Beauty, havingnone of their own. Skin 
of the dirt, upon which all walks. Words betray the mind. 
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Hendrix
Abigail Woodland

Boise High School

Catch My Breath
Maria Donovan

Boise High School

Mimi 
Isabelle Hanson 
Timberline High School
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Forget Me Not 
Amelia Board,  
Boise High School 

June 7, 2002

 Amelia Ellen. She gurgles in my lap. Smiling at the clouds 
and the birds and the sound of the sea. She is so tiny, so 
reliant on me. I guard her from the sun, shading her soft skin 
with an umbrella. I shoo away seagulls, as curious of her 
as she is with them. She reaches for a crab shell, lying, half 
broken in the sand. I hand it to her, marveling at how she 
marvels at something so simple.

December 19, 2003

 Amelia Ellen is walking. Toddling on unsure legs. She holds 
onto tables and dress hems, trying her best to stay upright. 
The Christmas tree stands in all its glory, adorned with paper 
decorations. It catches her eye, and I catch her before she falls 
into the mountain of presents beneath. She wails as we sing 
silent night.

July 9, 2004

 Amelia Ellen sits at the kitchen table. She swirls red paint 
into blue paint, planting purple thumbprints on construction 
paper, but mostly on herself. I paint her smile. Later we wash 
off in the sprinkler, leaving puddles of colored water in the dead 
grass.

November 25, 2004

 Thanksgiving. Smells of ginger and pumpkin waft through 
rooms, seeping into the wallpaper. We say grace then pass 
around food until we are stuffed as well as dizzy. Turkey, 
mashed potatoes, green beans, cranberry chutney, gravy, 
sparkling cider. We take turns saying what we are thankful for. I 
am thankful for family. Amelia Ellen is thankful for pumpkin pie.

August 2, 2005

 Amelia Ellen brings me flowers. They are blue, crushed by 

chubby fingers. They match her eyes.

“Look, Grandma,” she says, placing them in my hands. 

“Forget-me-nots.”

March 2006

 I walk to the beach. Amelia Ellen holds my hand. Scuffing 
her sneakers against the concrete. We sing the name game 
but using things we see instead of people’s names. “Tree tree 
bo bee banana fana foe fee…”

October 2006

 Amelia Ellen’s smile looks just like my sister’s. Winnie. It 
has been 70 years, yet here she is now, sitting in front of me. 
Amelia Ellen. Handing me flowers, with a smile that goes on 
forever.

July 2007

 Amelia Ellen is in my living room, singing. “Today while the 
blossoms still cling to the vine.” She has flowers in her hair.

2009

 She is here, in front of me. “Winnie?” 
“Know, Grandma,” she says, “it’s Amelia Ellen.”  
Of course.  
She paints my nails blue.

2010

 There’s a girl. She hands me flowers. “Grandma,” she says, 
paired with an embrace. 
“Who are you?” 
Someone brought flowers.  
They are blue like someone’s eyes I can’t remember.
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I Am From
Amelia Jobe 
Boise High School

I am from brown U-haul moving boxes, 
From blue painter’s tape, 
Cinnamon toast, 
Black tea, 
and the 50 pc. $5 specialty pack of Crayola markers that my 
mom picked out,
Just for me.

I am from flooded floorboards and gray-with-dirt tiles floors, 
From Idaho, California, Arizona, New Jersey, and back again. 
I am from 11 different houses and 10 different schools, 
From -10 degree winters and 120 degree summers.

I am from the overgrown cherry-tomato bushes in the back-
yard,
From a lemon tree that made the best lemonade 
And an avocado tree that was never quite ripe. 

I am from lovers and I am from loneliness,
From my parents’ faces painted with sadness
And moving almost every year. 

I am from “your father had a long day” 
and 
“I know you’re better than that.”

I am from a household filled with love 
And a flashdrive filled with memories.
I am from kindness, 
And from people who have shown me that quiet courage 
Should not be underestimated.

I am from inside jokes
And from doubling-over laughing, 
I am from learning that life
doesn’t always have to always be tainted with sadness.

I am from learning the importance of hope.

 

Cycle Of Reify 
Amelia Roxby
 Boise High School

Little silhouette in the womb,
Bloom in your fleshy pink room.
You are a special creation,
A piece of art,
Salvation.

Yet your presence means nothing to the universe,
She merely glances as you rehearse.
Your song a mere whisper, 
An overlooked whimper.

Now your time has come,
Let into the world ripe as a plum.
Quick is the cut of your lifeline,
Ripped from holy divine.
No longer in your peaceful palace,
Drink from hanging golden chalice.

You’ve been doomed to spend your whole life,
Searching,
Lurching,
For something resembling,
Something compelling,
Your first dwelling.

Bury yourself in soil,
Blood, sweat and toil.

A tomb

Much like a womb.

Seagull
Jessica Byres

Timberline High School

Serenity’s	Red	Project
Serenity Dunbar
Borah High School
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The Wall
Aubrey Salyards 
Capital High School 

 You had to walk past the Wall of Memories fast or else it 
would suck you in. Every day I passed it on my way to school, 
and every day I shuffled past it, head down, watching the old 
bones under my feet, and making sure not to touch any of the 
Dreamers. It was better to avoid the Wall altogether. Tourists 
got stuck in it all the time, like flies in a fly trap. Everyone knew 
better than to try and help them. 

 There was one year when there was an effort made to try 
and break the gaze of the Dreamers who got stuck looking into 
the Wall. The problem was that the Dreamers didn’t want to 
look away. They would attack anyone who tried to help them. 
The effort was halted before the year ended because there 
were more injuries caused by the Dreamers than there were 
new Dreamers getting caught.

 They talked about covering it up, but they were afraid that 
the people in charge of covering the Wall would succumb to 
the temptation to look and would be caught as well. They tried 
to hire blind people to do it, but only a few people were brave 
enough. Curiously, they were caught as well, ears pressed 
to the side of the Wall, hearing something that the rest of us 
couldn’t hear. The best the government could do was put up 
caution tape and warning signs. 

 I’m a Dreamer too, a rare survivor. I was little, maybe six or 
seven, but old enough that I can still remember. I remember 
my mom, tugging at my arm, screaming at me. I remember 
the locals, hearing the cries and hoping that somehow I might 
be able to escape. And yet I can only remember these outside 
memories if I strain to; they are weak, stringy memories no 
stronger than cotton candy. 

 I remember the Wall itself, a fascinating swirl of colors, like a 
galaxy but on earth, and I remember yearning to touch it, to 
bathe in it, to be a part of it. And then I remember my mother 
shaking me, until I looked at her, annoyed, and I remember her 
sudden tears and how she enveloped me in a hug. It was then 
that I saw the bones leading up to the Wall, from people who 
were not quite as fortunate as I.

 Even the glimpse of the Wall I saw stays in my head like a 
throbbing drug, aching and yearning for more, to glimpse back 
upon that Wall and see everything.

On a warm Wednesday afternoon, I found myself walking 
home from school alone. I was on the opposite side of the 
street from where the Wall was. I walked a little faster, kicking 
the bones under my feet and weaving between the Dreamers 
as usual.

 Over my shoulder, coming from across the street, I heard a 
soft whispering noise, like the wind through the fur of a great 
beast. I froze where I stood. I was very tempted to look and 
see where the noise had come from. But the Wall was in that 
direction as well. I looked up. The street was empty. I turned 
slowly to look behind me. Barren. The noise must have come 
from the Wall. Keeping my head down, I turned towards the 
Wall and crossed the street. The whispering sound tickled my 
neck and ran down my back.

 The Wall was directly in front of me now. I was completely 
alone in the street. The whispering sound was much clearer 
now, like it was telling me to look. 

 I took a step forwards and looked into the Wall. 

 I gasped in surprise. It was even more magnificent than 
what I remembered. The whole Wall was awash with color. 
Brilliant shades of blues and purples and reds- I couldn’t even 
name half the colors. And the strangest thing? I didn’t feel 
frozen at all. Rather, I felt as if I was in thick molasses. I took a 
step forwards towards the Wall. Up close, the Wall didn’t look 
solid at all. Rather, it looked like a colorful, multicolored liquid, 
shimmering and swirling like a portal to an unknown place. 

 The sound whispered across my skin and told me to touch 
it. I reached out and touched the Wall with one finger. My finger 
went right through, and I felt the pressing need to go into it, to 
immerse my whole body into the liquid. I knew it was stupid. It 
was a terrible idea. And yet… I took a deep breath, held it, and 
walked through the Wall.

 I stepped into a brightly lit room, painted stunningly white. A 
woman’s cheerful automated voice rang out from above.

 “Congratulations! You have successfully escaped the 
simulation! Please make your way through the door on your 
left and we will send an employee to assist you. Your pre-
simulation memories will return shortly. Thank you for being a 
part of this test!”

 I turned around, facing the Wall I had stepped out of. 
Through the wall I could clearly see the empty street and the 
Dreamers that had been lost in the Wall. And, standing right 
where I had been standing when I looked at the wall a moment 
ago, was a perfect replica of myself, staring into the Wall just 
like all the other Dreamers.
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Detrimental Sting
Bella Rock 
Boise High School

 Plunging into icy cold water
Chilling everything down to shattering bones
Sinking slowly as the dark abyss pulls me under
Grasping onto empty space
Trying to save myself from a watery grave
Muted screams that will go unheard 
Rippling in the gloomy sea
Heart racing as fear seizes me
Whispering goodbyes to those who will never hear them

 Panic spreading as I brace myself for the end 
My vision blurs
Skin burning as the glacial waters over take
Nothing 
Numb 
Ephemeral agony until I’m too frozen to feel anything at all
A violent burst of feeling that can only be subsided by an 
equally 
detrimental sting of emptiness

 Saying goodbye to you
Heartbreak spreading, dragging me into its darkness
Salty tears run down my face like raindrops
Silent sobs slip out of my quivering lips
Mind screaming the memories of you
Reminding me of what’s lost
Falling apart while trying to piece myself together
Whispering lies that I can live without you 
My bleeding heart slowly tearing 
Desperately clinging on 
Wondering if losing you is enough to snap it in half 
Nothing 
Numb 

 A bitter, empty void to replace an excruciating everything
Once so strong I could feel its throb in my chest 
One over taking the other in a bloody war of stability
Because feeling too much of either?
Is what kills the minds crying for help.

Friendly Fire: Aviator
Brynne Coulam 
Boise High School 

 The bitter wind buffets his rib knit mask;
His glove-encased fingers so used to a Jenny*
Have, even for grapes for an eiswein cask,
Had one freeze-and-thaw cycle too many.

And in the ruined trenches, lashed with rain,
We were soaked, chilled and wretched, every one;
And the Big Gun guffawed
Then smiled at nothing, childlike, being dead.

 Finger-numb, soul-numb, he positions the rocket;
And then, once he’s aimed, feels fingers let go
Against his chest, feels the cold of his locket.
And thinks of his wife in the world down below.

 And in the ruined trenches, lashed with rain,
We were soaked, chilled and wretched, every one;
And the Big Gun guffawed
Then smiled at nothing, childlike, being dead.

 We trudged with boots muck-sucked, scorned weights of 
our packs.

 And soon, his rocket would blaze and fizz,
But we dwelled on the patterns on green jacket backs,And this 
one, for once--in a sense--would not miss.

 And in the ruined trenches, lashed with rain,
We were soaked, chilled and wretched, every one;
And the Big Gun guffawed
Then smiled at nothing, childlike, being dead.

 So in the ruined trenches, lashed with rain,
We were chilled, soaked and wretched, to the bone.
I still wonder what it was--that gave that laugh to McLean--
But I’ll never know now, for he’s gone.

 The refrain compiles four quotes by poets Siegfried Sas-
soon (“Dreamers” and “The Redeemer”) and Wilfred Owen 
(“The Last Laugh”).

*US WWI training aircraft (Curtiss JN-4)



Valley Visions 8

Betting Numbers
Camwren Pratt 
Capital High School

 The Jester laughs 
A mocking laugh,
That cuts your dice in half.
Two Kings, One Queen
One dice -
Unseen.

 One. Three. Five.
Two. Four. Six.
On 3 numbers
It clicks.

 A winning hand,
Will surely make you feel grand -
As if you planned
To win twenty-one grand,

 And on the next hand
The table became unmanned
Then it became dice.
And all you did was roll thrice -
And then again; twice.
To receive sixteen

 But the Jester laughs
A mocking laugh -
That cuts your dice in half.

Cold Breath
Casey Quinn 
Boise High School

 Soldiers are death’s merchant, brought absolution by the 
songs
 Of one hundred thousand dead men sentenced here to right 
the wrongs
 Some fatal flaming climax throws us into smiling death
With no one left to mourn but the choirs of last breath.

 Private’s what they call me, no matter what my name
Private set up that machine, Private shoot at that plane
This is quite convenient, as no one can pin the blame
On a German expatriate who’s never had a name.

 It’s been long enough I’ve forgot my family
It’s easier to shoot when you forget their screams
Others get shattered bones, we all have shattered brains
When shot we don’t die, as we don’t remember pain.

 There’s a hole inside my heart that I’m unsure how to repair
Some distant memory makes me think- Was this a dare?
To enlist, to spit fire, to bring others to their death,
And the single meager payoff is hearing the enemy’s last 
breath.

Illumination
Sungbin Lim

Timberline High School
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Gifted 
Clara Bishop
Boise High School 

Everyday 
You are sent 24 empty boxes
From the universe. 

Everyday 
You send 24 boxes back,
Stuffed until they bulge. 

 You pack them with people
The girl in your rearview mirror 
With acne scars 
and highlighter juice eyes.
Their noses and mouths
The sweet boys that’ll hug you 
And then get wasted on weekdays.
Stuffed in with their words and their actions
The man on the shop corner 
Blowing bubbles from homemade serum
Just for strangers’ smiles.

 When you close the flap lids of the box
And seal it with 
Packaging tape
The screechy zip and rip tells you,
“This is all you have of them now, no more, no less”
The happy families
In subscription magazines.
The child who clings to your leg
When you walk out the door.

 And then, in fat permanent ink
You address the box
To: The Universe
1447 Universe Way 
Someplace in the Universe 

Then you are left only with imprints,

 The woman you met playing cello at the Farmers’ Market
Wearing a springy headband to keep it exciting. 
In your hearty time capsule of a brain
The sad little brother who
Dropped his sponge-bob ice sickle into salty sand.
Of people, places, and things
The happy girl in your Bio class
That you’ve never said hi to.
Tangled up with emotions
The mother who raised you 
To forgive, but never forget.

 But, you’ll never really get them back
The forget-me-not children 
With dirt smeared faces.
For there wasn’t a return address 
On the boxes you sent

 They live now in an attic called history.

 In the home of the Universe
The American Colonial.
The Old Victorian.
The Run Down Trailer.
The Loghouse and The Longhouse.
And The Paint Peeling Shotgun House.
On 1447 Universe Way
Someplace in the Universe

 Everyday 
You are sent 24 empty boxes
From the Universe

 The greatest gift of all.

Red Van
Andrea Mitchell
Borah High School
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Illinois Sue
Corine Sprute 
Capital High School

 The year is 1979
In Mount Vernon, Illinois
Winter is present  
And snow is 2 feet high

 She walks
Her toes buried
Weight of paper on her back
A couple minutes till four o’clock
She dreads her arrival

 Reaching her front door
She notices her mother’s car parked
Crooked on the pavement
Alcohol is in the air
Anticipating the wrath

 Filled with doubt
She dreams to be loved
Filthy yelling and blaming
Resonating in her mind

 One of these days
It will be different
She thinks
Every night before bed

 As she grows
Potential awaits her
It calls her name
Escape is her destination

 She knows the journey ahead
A troublesome story unsaid
An opportunity arises
So without fear
She says yes

Idaho
Dylan Richmond 
Boise High School

 As a child, I ate well.
Ate from the lakeshore, from the bones left by the trailside.
Drank from the river while it carried me above the granite.
I silenced the lowing of cattle, lifted Kokanee to my dripping 
mouth, 
Raised Eden, then razed it.
Grew tall and wild.

 As a child, I slept well.
Within the arms of the black bear, cradled by the fox,
In cabins guarded by men who were tender and brutish.
I lay encircled by elk and antelope, the moose with her call
To Idaho herself
For her only children.

 As a child, I lived well.
Woke within the Ponderosa, dressed among the Tamarack.
Worked alone, or in lodges and camps and plains.
I mined the mountains, soaked the deserts so they ran 
rampant.
Butchered the lamb of God
To endure the winter.

 And I was lucky, and I was foolish, 
And the forest and sage and pasture
Kept me, until they didn’t. 
Idaho gives her children all the freedom they could ever eat.
She doesn’t teach them how to swallow it.
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In Love with Humanity
Elanor Spring 
Boise High School

In Love With Humanity  
      am I, 
With midmorning yawns, 
 Bedhead rumpled across brows, 
  In love with the impossibility of fitted sheets, 
   And finger marks in pale blue icing.   

I adore tangles in hair and the curve from knee to calf  
 Birthday candles and pennies in fountains, loose eyelashes 
  They have seen much from the windows to the soul      
   If the wishes came true, we have all long forgotten. 

School pictures hung along walls, fake smiles adorning faces
 Fuzzy home videos with timestamps in corners  
  Freckles that appear where there were none before 
   And long missing toys that won’t ever be found. 

I love the hints of music drifting from headphones 
 Spontaneous dances to favorite songs  
  Heads leaning on the bus window 
   Gentle breaths of rest 

I am in love with heated words and breakups 
 Tears that race each other down cheeks 
  Insults hurled like missiles 
   Doors slammed so hard the hinges fall off 

In love with those who take walks in the rain,  
  Who get giddy at the idea of a storm
  Those who make dinner and then do dishes afterwards 
   And dance to themselves in the microwave door.  

I am in love with humanity, 
 The stolen glances and intercepted waves. 
   With races to slow destinations.  
    With every day I grow fonder of the essences of life.

A Letter Never Sent
Emily Fales 
Capital High School

I hoped and I wished for something beautiful; something 
wonderful and strange that’ll whisk away the pain. I have yet 
to find a permanent cure, but slowly, rather undecidedly, did I 
stumble onto something. It isn’t the color of rosy cheeks from 
the cold, nor the symphony of a setting sky. It is something 
intangible, something untamed and pure, it is love. Love is a 
color, love is red. Red for a rose, red for the color my heart 
beats when I touch your skin. It is an expression. For the 
way your eyes stare straight into mine and see the naked 
feeling in them, and the way your smile communicates words 
far better than voices could ever do. For the way you angle 
towards me, protective over my strong headedness and will. 
Love is me, you, all of us. Knowing love is having to stop 
and let the truth sink in, because you are so overwhelmed 
with the pure authenticity that you are in love. It is scary, of 
course, to be so intimately invested in someone; knowing that 
one misunderstanding or mistake, love can be lost. It never 
disappears, for true love is too powerful a force to simply 
evaporate, but it can be lost. Just as stardust lingers inside of 
every person, love that was once felt never leaves. Love is the 
epitome and it is the bane of our eccentric existence. I hope 
and dream that as this life continues, I will always hold onto the 
words I’ve left in this letter I have never sent, for that is all I  
can do.

Where Sky and the Ocean Meet
Tyler McFarland

Timberline High School

Facing the Elephant in the Room 
Blake Herring

Capital High School



Serenity
Saterah Argyle
Borah High School

A Breath of Fresh Air
Kimberly Wilcox 
Borah High School

Being Seen and Not Heard
Emma English
 Boise High School

Listen
When I tell you
I have grown.

Listen
As I say,
“I’ve accumulated scars and knowledge.”

Listen 
As my heart shatters
And I mend myself,
By myself.
And I have grown

Listen,
For I am relentless.

You will listen
As I speak,
As I sing,
As I dance
To show you I am more.

Listen
Just because you do not see it
Or choose to ignore the sound,
I have grown
More than what you dictated I could be.

Somewhere Out There
Eric Labastida 
Boise High School

The shells keep falling
And a flower thrives - 
Petals stained with drops of blood -

The shells keep falling,
But music drowns them out:
A cello in a church

River keeps flowing
Water turns red and then
Back to blue again

River keeps flowing
People who bathed in it
Absent from the banks

Holy men keep praying
Even as their flock 
Transforms to wolves: 
Bite. Snap. Kill.

Holy men keep praying.
Martyrs surround them.
In a cramped, dark church.

The shells keep falling,
Killing men who 
  Played, 
   Laughed,
    Lived --
With each other
Just last night.
These shells fall
On thousands of points of light.

Liam
Esme Knipe 
Borah High School

 My brother is four years old. I’m ten. We call him Liam. 
Momma and Daddy think he’s troubled. They find dead animals 
in his dresser. Large kitchen knives are often stored inside 
his pillow case. Momma’s always making calls with a hushed 
voice. Daddy tries to ask Liam why he did it, but he is confused 
and he just shakes his head no. They are going to send him 
away. I don’t want him to go. If he’s gone then I have to be 
good. Be the better child that they think I am. Pretend that it 
was never me.

Crown of Thorns
Noah Dean-Erlander
Boise High School
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Self Identity
Paloma Link

Boise High School

Egg
Jenna Funk 
Capital High School

The Derpy Ram
Vanessa Kudashken
Capital High School

Desaturated
Ethan Ackerman 
Boise High School

 I still remember it, even after all these years. The collapse 
of the Capitol, the worst tragedy in the history of the universe. 
Funny thing is, almost no one remembers it. Either suddenly 
found themselves with empty brains or were paid off by a 
government too stupid to think ahead. But I still remember. 
How could I forget?

 Nine days. That’s all I was given to clean out Academia, 
a district a mere 2,000 square kilometers compared to the 
40.5 light month diameter of the Capitol, though it’s the 
“Paleokapito” now. What is that, Greek? Latin? 300 trillion 
years and ancient human language still survives. Impressive. 
You know what isn’t impressive? Using such a godawful 
system of government that you can’t sustain funding science. 
All of Academia fired, just like that. A district packed with the 
brightest minds ever, with progress. Gone. 
  
 You know what they said? “We can’t afford biblical studies 
during times like these.” We almost cracked a theory of 
everything and were on the road to reverse engineer the 
universe and that’s what we get. That’s not even the worst part, 
truthfully. My reward? Reassignment to the Ethics Committee. 
A fate worse than death. I digress. But I still remember.

 I was walking to my office building, down those plain, 
sterile roads. The impossibly high ceiling above me displayed 
an artificial star setting in an artificial sky, just beginning 
to disappear into the section of the walls where the real, 
ginormous windows met with the fiery orange “sky”. I liked 
watching it as I walked, the gray speck in the center of the 
blackness before me, no bigger than the tip of my thumb. 
Don’t let that fool you, The Gray was two billion kilometers 
in diameter. Just eight light minutes away. My office was ten 
regular minutes away.

 My office was connected to a portion of one of the glass 
panes, allowing me a view of The Gray. I stayed in that office 
for seven of the nine days they allowed me, hardly moving 
a muscle. Just sitting there, marinating myself in drink and 
loathing. I’d been looking through the old records while I still 
had access to them, trillions of years compacted to a couple of 
quantumly entangled electrons. That’s around when I got the 
call. It was one of my now former colleagues, Doctor Luttrell.

 “Waylon, something’s happening. Look at your live feeds of 
The Gray now.” He spoke with vibrant urgency, a kind I hadn’t 
truly heard from him. Before I had time to ask any questions, 
he had hung up.

 It took me a moment to process what had been said before 
I stood up and dragged my unused body toward the window, 
currently displaying a secondary view of the records I had 
open. I swiped a few quick motions along the glass to reveal 
the live feeds of surveillance drones around The Gray.

 I was met with a horrific sight, something my mind couldn’t 
fathom. The Gray, the center of the universe, the everything 
and nothing, whatever you want to call it… was shrinking. 
Impossibly quickly at that. If I had to place a bet, it was just 
barely one million kilometers in diameter when I first saw it. 
Then it was ten thousand, then one thousand, then one, then…

 I couldn’t even see it anymore, but it was still emanating 
that enervating gray glow. Then it blew up to a size larger than 
it had been before in less than a second. Most of the camera 
feeds had gone offline, their hosts completely obliterated. Lost 
in the “neverything”. Drones far enough away to survive stared 
at it as a ring of gray shot away from it, like a shockwave. 
Whatever the wave was, it shut down anything near it. Just 
before the last cameras died, I saw something crawling out of 
The Gray. That’s the best way I can put it.

 I stared at the black feeds for what felt like solid minutes 
before I came to my senses and busted out the door into 
the street, convinced that the large window in my office was 
too small to accurately grasp the enormity of the situation. I 
stood in the center of the street, staring outside as countless 
others funneled out to join me. We all waited in silence as 
that gray ring grew closer and larger, speeding at us at 
incomprehensible speeds. Some screamed, some cried,  
some tried to run. I just stood, listening to the echoes of 
pleading cries coming from all across the district. When it hit 
the walls, the glass did not break. It did not crack, it hardly 
even faltered. The wave passed through it like it was nothing. 
Then the buildings, then us. 

 The Paleokapito shook something fierce as the lights 
flickered and died, along with the artificial sky as I fell 
helplessly to my knees. I could feel my organs shifting, my 
bones shaking, my brain felt like it was going to liquify. At first 
I felt sick, then empty and weightless as the artificial gravity 
shut off. I remember desperately pawing at the ground as I 
floated upwards. I took one last glance up towards the empty 
blackness of space, just in time to see what may as well have 
been Death itself. Countless dripping, gray forms phasing their 
way through the glass. If only I hadn’t have been fired.

Valley Visions 14 Valley Visions 15



Bird Cries 
Evan Wagner  
Capital High School

 My best friend. Ally. I have known her since she was born. 
She’s delightful. Faithful, caring. A cream, brown tint to her soft, 
straight, hair. Gorgeous green eyes, shining like grass in the 
morning sun. Soft, beautiful hands. Small. Smaller than most 
others. Worn from the weather. A steady stance whenever she 
stands. Never batting an eye twice at anything. Ever since she 
was born, she has been a statue of grace, of beauty. Of power. 
Like a rose beaming through the cold night of spring. 
 
  I’m in love with her. We play often. We laugh loudly, 
cheerily. Not a care in the world for either of us. I talk to her, 
she listens. But she never talks back. She smiles then nods. 
But she never talks back. She always carries a smell of grass 
or tree saps. Clean but still earthy. Like a rose, rising from 
the garden. We spend years together. I draw her face in 
notebooks. I write her name in stories. She takes me places, I 
follow. I tell her stories, she listens. To every word. But still she 
never answers. 
  
  Gradually as she grows, she wanders farther. She stays out 
later. I see her less. 
 
  I ask her why she leaves so often. She looks at me then 
blinks. I don’t know what this means. I get angry. I tell her how 
much I love her, ask why she never answers back. She looks 
then blinks. I hug her, apologize for being rude. We go outside. 
Everything she found on the ground, she brings to me, acorns, 
birds, bugs, small toys left out by children. She was my best 
friend. But still she never answers. Like a rose withering away 
for the fall. 
  
  I haven’t seen her in 3 days. Where has she gone? She’s 
on another adventure. Without me. 
 
  I wake up on a Saturday. I walk outside. There she is. 
Waiting. Peaceful. Delicate. Cold. No longer a rose but the bulb 
left behind, the only memory of the once beautiful plant. I know 
what happened. She lays in the flower bed, covered in petals, 
eyes closed. I cry. I cry for hours. The birds cry with me. Her 
soft body warming in the summer heat. But heat can’t help the 
stiffness. Every memory of her flashes in my head. I pick her 
up from the flower bed, hair falling off her body into my hands. 
Stiff, lifeless, but still loving. I love her. I find a box. Cover her 
and set her gently inside. Bury her in my backyard. The far 
corner, so you can admire the entirety of the rose bush above 
her head from my bedroom window.  
 
  The smell of roses on the morning wind wakes me up with 
her memory every day. A loving memory. A good memory. I 
cry. The birds cry with me. The bird cries a song of memory. 
Of morning doves, of soft hair, and summer wind. The song of 
the birds, a song of grief. Another rose will come from the bulb. 
A spark of love left behind by her beautiful life. The memory of 
love never fades. 
 
  I cry. The birds cry with me.

Young Monk
Raven Goldy

Boise High School

Helianthus paradoxus
Grace Magalsky 
Timberline High School

 She was my sunflower. 
Yellow petals stretching upward,
sturdy stem, and pointed leaves. 
All around her an energy brewed, 
the blooming and budding and buzzing of bees.
Only briefly each day, in passing,
did I admire her flowers
breaking through the dry ground
next to the trail I often walked. 
One day, I stopped to admire her buds closer,
to adore her in every sense she deserved. 
I took in the prickly stocks
with spines that drew blood from my fingers
and the wasps that stung my skin
and the leaves that gave me invisible splinters. 
And while the buds were beautiful,
or at least they seemed to be,
as I leaned closer and whiffed their scent
the pungent fumes startled me. 
And out from in between their petals and the brown 
center of the blooms,
Crept countless spiders and earwigs and more.
And then struck my realization,
although I didn’t want it to be:
She was never a sunflower.
She was only a weed.

Bleeding
Grace Sherner 
Capital High School

 “You’re not bleeding, you’re fine,”
was what I learned 
from before I could comprehend
the gravity of falling and scraping my knee

 It hurt, 
the way my knee stung,
pieces of rock 
creating foreign terrain
on the landscape of my skin

 I cried, 
I was supposed to be fine
but if fine felt like fire 
was consuming my leg,
my ability to think-
I wanted none of it 

 “I want to die,”
I had no good reason
I just felt like
not living-
when I was so
worthlessly empty,
but it’s all inside

 “You’re not bleeding, you’re fine.” 

Cold Disposition
Aaron Magalsky
Timberline High School

Morning Rush 
Lily Lucero
Borah High SchoolValley Visions 16 Valley Visions 17



Scrapbook Landscape 
Mikayla Hartley

Borah High School

Internally Screaming
Megan Yoder

Borah High School

Interpretation
Isaac Deeds 
Timberline High School

 Everyone else is wrong
They’re all pretentious people
Who try to say what is and isn’t poetry

 “Poetry is whatever you want it to be”
They say,
Forgetting that poetry will never be
As wonderful to me
As a delicious home cooked meal

 “Poetry comes from the soul”
They say,
Forgetting that the concept of a “soul”
Is so pointless and poorly defined
From a scientific viewpoint
That it might as well not exist at all

 Then, ever ignorant they try
To make you conform to their ideals,
However nonsensical they are

 “Write me a poem” They say,
And suddenly they’ve fated you
To become your own worst nightmare

 Stuck writing a metacommentary
That presents no original commentary
Forcing you to try & squeeze in
Something anything that contains 
Some semblance of original commentary

 And so you, forever burdened with their chore
Their utterly pointless, horribly defined
Chore,
Have now written a metacommentary
About metacommentary
And it wasn’t even very good

Where the Wild Daisies Grow 
Isabella Herman
Boise High School 
 My home is where the wild daisies grow 
Under the magnolia tree 
In the fairy garden, the Upper Garden
And youthful voices echo in the stone well 
Ripple the murky water 

 Where my mother hummed hymns 
Kneading pizza dough 
In our orange kitchen 
And my father was lost in twisting vines of grapes
While the hot Italian sun burned his neck  

 Warm baths in the winter 
Where my mom cleansed the ruby blood off my scraped knees
After my sister led me astray in the forest 
And I lay, catching snowflakes on my scarlet tongue

 And where I balanced on stone walls 
Overgrown with green moss
Plucking bundles of rosemary
To hang in the window of that little orange kitchen.

 Wine trickled down my throat 
Like the rain dripped off leaves 
Lightly,
On the cement courtyard 

 It is home where tall grass tickled my nose 
Stars shaped the sky 
I could almost reach with my soft hands and dirty fingernails. 
My world never went beyond the rolling hills, past the cypress 
trees 
Or gravel road

 Yet, now home is an ocean away 
Family we estranged 
Chip away the paint
And belittle the broken backs and sweat 
Of family who labored
To build a home. 
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Woodland
Andrea Franson
Borah High School

I Fall
Jake Wessels
Timberline High School

The top I reach--
Crisp air, it fills me,
It fills me, it fills me,
The sun (Brightly it shines)
The ground below appears
Out of sight, from the top of the 
Mountain. The clouds drift on.
The earth thanks the sun--
Becoming warm, warm, warm,
The climb is over. I breathe (It
War glorious) 
The joy comes as 
I relax the limbs
The body, mind, soul,
All come together
In a glorious, harmonious way,
I fall

From the Dashboard
Mayra Arellano

Capital High School

Komarov
Jarret Reade 
Timberline High School 

 It wasn’t the first time I had been trapped inside my own 
mind, but it was the first time I had to escape in order to save  
a life.

 Their voices came through but didn’t land in my ears, like 
trying to track a ripple through a raging river of disjointed, 
chaotic thought. The tiny jet planes carrying the meaning and 
care behind each and every word were shot down by the 
military state occupying my mind, keeping things neat  
and catastrophic. 

 It happened every second of every day, with the few 
exceptions, like late at night, driving alone in the desert, where 
the impossible land of clarity and understanding seemed to lie. 
For a few minutes I was able to breach through the thick fog 
that seemed to surround my brain, holding me in so that I can’t 
escape, angering my own mind in an act of defiance that could 
only be described as poetic resistance to an internal enemy.
 For a few minutes, I could see clearly. The sunglasses that 
shaded the world were off and my vision was sharp. I knew 
what I was feeling, and I knew other people cared, and I knew 
I would eventually be okay and I knew I would eventually be 
okay and I knew I eventually would be okay and I
 Okay
 O - kay
 Kay - kay
 I knew a girl with the last name KayKay
 I want my life back
 She was kind
 I want to have control of my brain
 We went to McDonald’s together
 Stop feeding me lies
 I wonder if Ben still works there
 I said to myself
 I should call him
 You’re trying to take over
 We should definitely hang out soon
 I won’t let you
 We could see the new Spider-Man
 I hate you
 Spider-Man is so cool
 get out get out get out get out
 I bet Peter Parker was kind to himself
 I’m saving myself tonight
 I bet Peter Parker wouldn’t do this
 In the desert I will lie
 Stop
 Don’t stop. Faster.
 Stop stop stop stop stop stop
 I’m taking control
 stopstopstopstopstopstopstopstopstopstopstopstop
 And I choose
 STOPSTOPSTOPSTOPSTOPSTOPSTOPSTOPSTOP 
 STOPSTOPSTOPSTOPSTOP
 To keep control
 Please
 Forever
 However longer that may be
 Idiot 

My First Love 
Jenny Kim 
Timberline High School

 I still remember that day
The day I first met you
Did I ever tell you?
I got butterfly feelings 
As soon as I saw you

 It’s been 14 years since I’ve known you
You were always there for me
Through all my ups and downs
You watched me grow up
You watched me change
But you always stayed the same
And I really appreciate that

 Some people think you’re fat
Some people think you’re fake
But to me, you’re the definition of perfect

 I will always appreciate you
I will always love you

 I can’t wait to meet you tonight
I’ll pick you up at 9

.

.
“Hi, welcome to McDonald’s.”
“Hi, I’m here for my Chicken Nuggets.”

The Kite Shop
Makenzie Laven
Capital High School
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Lost in Winter
Kaya Maxey 
Timberline High School

 I love the snow
And everything that it brings.
 The way the flakes float
So gentle and patient
 From dark storm clouds
To frozen earth;
 It brings a nostalgic bliss.
A thousand and one memories,
 Of simplicity and frost.

 The kind of frost
That crawls across window panes,
Making the sturdy
Become fragile.
And once reliable streets
A labyrinth of black ice
That splinters at the lightest touch.

 With snow comes winter.
The joy of sledding down a snow caked hill.
The warmth of hot chocolate
That passed through purple lips
Bruised by the cold.

 There is nothing 
Soft or
Kind or
Loving
 About the flurries of daggers of a blizzard
As you pray to someones god
You’ll make it home before you 
Catch your death in blackening skies.
As ice cracks under  bare feet
And snow melts on numbing skin.

I hate the snow. Self Portrait 
Kimberly Wilcox 

BorahHigh School

A	Fool’s	Paradise
Lauren Lloyd 
Timberline High School

 A greying writer sits alone at a bar, swishing whiskey 
between his clenched teeth. He keeps telling himself, “just one 
more for the road,” but that claim became meaningless hours 
ago. In between sips, he chuckles bitterly to himself; not only is 
his self-reproached writing conventional, but so is he. He has 
grudgingly written himself into a stereotype: the struggling artist 
that finds endless company in old, weak liquor.
 
“Can I call you a cab sir?” inquired the bartender.
 
 Just when he was about to accept this offer, a woman with a 
harsh appearance approached the bar. She was as solemn as 
they come. Upon first glance, she portrayed the general aura 
of the color taupe. She downed the rest of her drink as if it had 
no taste at all. There was nothing particularly odd or exciting 
about her, she was just as she was, nothing more, nothing 
less. Which was a pity, because she had the potential to be a 
very striking woman, she just didn’t adorn herself correctly
 
“Excuse me Jack, I’m going to the powder room. If he arrives, 
will you show him to my table?” she implored.
 
“Sure thang honey,” the bartender smirked.
 
As she walked away, the writer interjected,
 
“A regular I presume?”
 
“Oh, you bet. Her and Hope come in once a week. Very loyal 
customers.”
 
“Hope?” The writer questioned, muddled.
 
The bartender nodded.
 
 “First, we-we’ve got women gettin’ men’s haircuts and 
drinking spirits, and now they’re naming their poor sons things 
like Hope. Whatta absurd generation.” The writer slurred.
  
 Just then, a breeze flung open the door and a force of 
nature sauntered in with it. The man was the epitome of charm. 
Without even opening his mouth, he exuberated allure and 
charisma from the tip of his chapeau to the soles of his fine 
wingtips.  He had a very rare quality to him, almost delicate 
and soft, but like he could still most certainly hold his own. 
The bartender’s countenance verified this as it reflected the 
thoughts, “oh, not this one again.”
 
 When the stranger locked eyes with bartender, he gestured 
to a table in the corner and muttered,
 
“She’s sitting over there.”
  
 The lady returned from the powder room and all the sudden 
the writer could see a new elegance about her. Paired with 
Hope, this woman was lovely. Hope’s style and manor really 
brought out a warm beauty in her. She now resembled the 

color of deep, green earth. However, upon her arrival to the 
table, the two began a very loud quarrel even before the man 
could get down his first drink.
 
The bartender began under his breath,
 
“They come in and always cause some huge scene over 
somethin’ stupid. It’s not worth the tips let me tell ya.”
 
“So, whaddya think? What’s their deal?” The writer egged on.  
 
 Even in his drunken state, he could tell the man wanted an 
ear to bend.
 
The bartender grinned and leaned in,  
 
“Relationship wise, I’ve got no clue, sometimes it seems as if 
they’re old lovers but other times like arch nemeses”
 
What’s the lady’s name?” the writer inquired.
 “Reality.”
  
 The writer, who had finished 2 more glasses since Hope 
arrived, was too smashed to even recognize the peculiarity of 
the name.
 
 “My moneys on the lad!” the writer exclaimed. He snickered 
and placed a 20 on the bar.
 
“Well, the chap seems harmless, but he is really the more 
deceiving of the two. He’s got a load of wit let me tell ya, but 
she can knock it down with one swift blow. She is completely 
underrated.”
 
“And not too hard on the eyes, eyy?” The writer teased.
 
The bartender scoffed and continued, fervently,
 
 “Everyone can see how ruthless she is...but refuses to 
accept her as she is, ya know? But ya see, that’s where her 
power lies: by doing the expected, she does the unexpected. 
It’s how Reality trumps Hope every time.”
 
 After eavesdropping in their argument for a moment, the 
writer could clearly see that Hope was merely a tease. He 
was a misleading, cunning adversary that uses the pathos of 
fabricated charm and false claims to entice his victims. Yet, 
Reality can pick at the paint of Hope’s allure until he is nothing 
but his true, unvarnished self: a deceptive liar.
  
 And just so, the argument fizzled out when Reality splashed 
her martini in Hope’s face and walked out of the pub, leaving 
him speechless and abashed. The realist took his winnings 
from the optimist and hastily went back to work while the latter 
stumbled out to find a cab he could no longer pay for.
 

The Cracked Mask
Olivia McKenzie

Boise High School
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Twenty-Six
Lindsey Habig 
Boise High School

You expect me to write a poem about the seasons
The way a ruby leaf falls onto a mustard one
Until there’s a sidewalk sunset beneath your boots
To write about the beauty of screaming birds
And literally every single thing I am thankful for
Write about daisies and tulips and mud and cicadas
Write about the sticky pull of apricot jam on burnt toast
And write about the smell of wet dog and grass stains
About Sunday Night Football and overindulgence
About the expanding rainbow cosmos
And how no one can hear you scream in space
Write about how comforting heavy metal music is
On a day when you are dying to just disappear
Write about the schizophrenic man on the corner
Of 6th and Main who thinks he’s a superhero
About reading the word “star” too many times
That you swear it is spelt wrong
About empty pie tins and if palmistry really works
About the elegance of ivory
--Not the color or tusks or piano keys--
Just the word itself rolling over your tongue
Write about the pain of letting go of their hand
About that photograph of a burning chair
About losing love notes to the washer and dryer
You expect me to turn the mundane into the unusual
With only twenty-six letters.

Whale Poem
Lucas King 
Timberline High School

 Parasites wander scorbutic and hollow,
Set sail for treasure, but gems don’t they follow?
Glittering gun holds its place on the bough,
For skin can’t be pierced; only steel can endow.

 Under the heavens lay angels unsacred,
Gods of the sea who dominion no hatred, 
Bearing no wingspan but soaring so high,
All but the breeze must concur as they fly.

 Starboard! Starboard! Smacking the sea!
“Break the horizon!” they bellow with glee.
Golden teeth glitter as dull as their hearts,
Slaying a deity; souls ripped apart.

 Mourned by the sea but forgotten by time,
Kings of the deep wont of throne torn by crime,
Myths of colossi do thrive among men,
For legends as these must not be born again.

Feeling a Little Blue
Isabel Stevens

Boise High School

Cave Dweller
Audrey Wipper

Boise High School

Sweet Tooth 
Alexis Palacios
Timberline High School

Sky Sanctuary
Anna Atkinsl 

Boise High School
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Castle Walls
McKenna Smith 
Capital High School

What have you done?
You saw me as a foundation, a blueprint, a project
Deciding to build me up
my confidence and self image, brick by brick
Using ‘i love you’ and ‘do you trust me?’ as cement

You tricked me into finding myself
A detail was never missed
You carved intricate patterns with kind words and observations

You built a castle
A fortress
You built the walls, impenetrable
Outliving storms of doubt and grief 
hysteria, panic, frustration

strong and sturdy
I began to wonder if anyone could tear it down
Or if I could?

Questions are tools of destruction
Waiting to be used

But castles are meant to remain after their inhabitants
and towers are meant to outlast their builders

How dare you teach me and help me grow
How dare you let me rely on the warm echoes of laughter 
bouncing on the grey walls
empty hallways are my only guarantee
And life is harder when you have something to lose, albeit an 
echo of happiness
And you gave me something to lose
You gave me something to lose

It was a gift
Tied in pretty silver packaging and a big soft bow
A trojan horse

Trembling, realization hit and hurt
I fell down, the mighty tower staring down at me
Could I get up?
  would I?
Desperate for control, safety, protection,

My hands muddy as I began to claw out my moat
My fingernails tight with dirt
My eyes loose with tears

The defenses went up
The door locked
And my castle retired

I didn’t tear it down
I would leave the empty monument 
A dedication to us, and what I could’ve been

But all it took was a smile, a key, a question
“do you trust me?”

How dare you? 

Can you imagine?
Nevena Tulilov 
Capital High School

Can you imagine,
It’s just another day.

Just another Wednesday,
And you’re headed for school. 

Today is actually going to be a good day,
You can feel it.

No tests, no homework,
For you’re ahead of the game.

Hard work and determination has gotten you 
Far.

So you grab your bag,
And you grab your lunch box,

And you kiss your mom goodbye, telling her you’ll see her 
soon.

She smiles, 
And tells you to hurry up and catch the bus already before it 

leaves you behind.
You laugh, throwing your head back,

Feeling love for your blessings with every breath you take,
And you run as fast as your feet will take you to the bus stop. 

The bus glides to a stop, perfectly aligning with the oak tree 
that has been

On your block your entire childhood.
You smile again, and think, 

I knew it.
I knew it was going to be a great day.

You see your best friend,
Smiling and frantically waving you over, having saved a seat 

for you,
Because you’re best friends,

And always will be.

School started out like it usually did,
“Pencils out, phones away, and head up Jeremy!”

I smile.
Jeremy can never stay awake.

The teacher tells a joke, 
And we all laugh and chuckle at the ridiculousness of it all.

I knew it,
I think,

I knew it was going to be a good day.
Then, as we were moving on to algebra,

Of all things,
ALGEBRA,

The fire bell went off. 
The teacher’s face went blank, 

And he muttered,
“Did I really forget that we had a drill today?”

We left all of our belongings,
As you do in a fire drill,

And Jeremy, 
Silly kid that he was,

Started lugging his backpack with him. 

We all got outside,
And thought we were safe and sound.

But instead,
We did not see a fire,
But heard a sound.

A loud, piercing
GUNSHOT.

Every kid screamed, and the teachers yelled,
Devotedly, they tried to cover their precious students,

Barely noticing a short figure,
Wearing black and firing into the crowd,

At random.
I scream, and cover my face.

I see Jeremy huddle in a ball, his overflowing backpack 
protecting his back,
And I look for cover.

I scurry, I sprint towards a little crevice in the playground,
Where a few short hours ago,

I screamed with delight at the game that now
Seemed so insignificant.

More gunshots,
More screaming, 

And I just covered my ears through it all. 
What is the world coming to? I 

Sob,
Why Florida?

And later, when it’s all over,
My mom crying into my shirt, 

Telling me how many of my students weren’t
Going to be in class tomorrow,

I stared blankly,
Not processing a word.

She told me,
“Jeremy made it through”,

And all I could think was sleepy Jeremy and his 
Stupid backpack,

And how it wasn’t really that stupid,
But had saved his life.

But nothing was the same after that.
The gunshots replayed over and over in my head,

And I knew I would never go back
To how I was. 

Verdant
Amy Ellsworth

Capital High School

Face Jug
Noah Leavitt

Boise High School
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Miami
Hali Moe 

Boise High School

Evolution 
Wes Sherman
Boise High School

The War that Destroyed Me
Nevena Tulilov 
Capital High School 

 I watched a butterfly gracefully fly around, seeking a flower 
full of nectar for its long journey south. I focused on its bright 
purple wings, and shiny black antennae, and felt my mind 
floating as free as it felt in the sky. I came back to a gruff voice 
in the garden saying, “I don’t think he’s going to get better.” I 
heard my mom cry out, and sob into my father’s shoulder. I 
tried to give her a comforting smile. “It’s okay, mama,” I called, 
my words slurring. “There’s a butterfly!” I pointed to the sky, 
and she sobbed louder. 

Carried
Rachel Alonso
Capital High School 

 The things that survivors carry are worried thoughts, torn 
clothes, heavy eyes filled with tears, phone, bag, coat, shoes 
in 1 hand, constant worrying it’s going to happen again, all 
these things are physically 3-5 pounds but feel like tons 
dragging you down with every step you take. It depends 
though on if you make what happened make you or break you; 
for past survivors it felt like an anchor dragging them to the 
bottom of the ocean for some only a dumbbell. Some carry 
weapons to protect themselves now; others are still feeling 
hopeless staying inside from anyone and everyone bad in the 
world. I now carry the burden of my own anger and sadness 
everywhere I go. They carry blank eyes and frowns on their 
faces, they carry their phone more closely now, they carry 
their whole past, their fists clenched as they walk past dark 
alley ways. They carry rings on their fingers and knives in their 
pockets; never to get hurt again.

Downpour 
Ashley Gibson

Timberline High School
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Snow
Rachel Compton
Timberline High School

The air is still, though subtle movement stirs,
A silent shifting in the morning glow;
The clouded flakes fall weightless from the sky,
Untouched by earth, corruption leaves no mark.

Within the fractals lie a sleeping soul:
A tender being, breath yet to grace its lips;
No thought nor fear, just peace of purity,
The pulsing force, a life not yet alive.

When earth lays hold upon its fragile form,
Its slumber shifts to dreams of wakefulness;
No more to rest, the spires melt away,
Perfection fled, not held in time again.

The souls combine in torrents of discord,
Their whispers now form one, a roaring cry,
The presence of intelligences fierce
Lamenting long the flight of their repose.

It seems the gentle purity of youth
Was gone, a memory lost in countless breaths,
But unbeknownst, the flight was soon to end
As peaceful as at first it had begun.

The souls arise, soft vapors lifted high
Above the earth where malice durst not lie;
Foul forces shed, the souls can take their flight
And drift until to earth they fall again.

Thousand Springs
Braden Rachael

Timberline High School

Jefferson
Heidi Adolphson

Boise High School

Ode	To	Terrible	Wifi
Rachel Kanevski
Timberline High School

{part 1}

That which is sought in quiet of the home,
Hilarity and comfort like a tonic.
A peaceful evening, nowhere left to roam,
Except, of course, o’er highways electronic.
But to support, the road must be supported
By tantalizing falsehoods, always goading;
That fragile signal, bearing truths distorted,
It says “connected” though things keep on loading.
The pinnacle of our greatest creation,
A product of much strife and work and suffering,
Defies its role and builds petty frustration
By never doing more than slowly buffering.
Such agitation, fraught with broken dreams
From nothing more than staring at our screens.

{part 2} 

The moments pass, as if from underwater,
While languidly the loading icon turns.
Beneath the skin, there builds an urge to slaughter,
The seconds tick, and anger slowly burns.
Perhaps, for one slight moment, something works,
And hope arises, cheer pervades the mind.
Alas, close by the fading signal lurks,
The greatest enemy of humankind.
The bravest souls might dare to sit, tenacious,
But time remains the rival of us all.
Not one can stand against its tides ungracious,
Even the longest wait is doomed to fall.
The internet, an evening spent so well-
Denied, because my wifi’s slow as hell.

Ostrich City
Sarah Magbunduku
Boise High School

Gogitation
Blake Herring

Capital High School
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Unheralded ll
Hana Fujino

Boise High School

Midnight on saturn
Rachel Kanevski
Timberline High School

The silence of splendor is streaking the sky, 
The rings incandescent on backdrop of night. 
Look to the moons, they will be gone soon, 
Stolen away by the harsh, graceless light. 
 
And my heart is as cold as the dust down below, 
Swirling a sphere beneath both of my feet. 
This world has a soul, barely in control, 
The dust is almighty, my heart obsolete. 
 
It’s quiet, so quiet, the silence resounding, 
Confounding, surrounding, a pulse in my ears. 
The stars shine like fire, yet never they tire, 
Unhindered by obstacles like atmosphere.  
 
Back home, all good children should now be asleep, 
But while cats are missing, the mice come and play. 
My lions have left me and I am alone; 
I’ve nothing to run from, I’m too far away. 
 
They say that reality cannot be changed; 
Benign or malignant, sunshine or rain. 
But here, there’s no sky from which water can fall 
And the sun is too far from my barren domain. 
 
The earth is too bright for my world weary eyes, 
And ravens in doorways will not leave me be. 
My one saving grace is this planet in space; 
It is here, only here, where I truly am free.

Love is like an Arrow
Rebecca Wait 
Timberline High School

Sometimes we see something,
And we think it is real.
We suddenly think it’s beautiful,
And then forget to feel.

Love is like an arrow.
It doesn’t seem to cut that deep.
But when it’s gone and the pain is over,
The scar is yours to keep.

So love like you’re unharmed,
Like you’ve never felt despair.
Live life with few limits,
Because the pain is easy to bear.

And laugh until it hurts,
Happiness is the key.
Love is everything you have,
Open your heart, just breathe.

So Much Depends Upon the 
Semipermeable Membrane
Reverie Brown
Boise High School

The story of the creation of life and metabolism, as told by 
Carbon
 “I can’t go on like this. How long must I wait before the tides of 
the ocean I reside in give me a purpose? How long must I wait 
before I can breathe knowing I do not breathe for nothing?” 
Just then Nitrogen caught my eye; he swam with such grace. 
He had the outer shell of a strong man, like Phosphorous, but 
the heart of a gentleman. As I watched his hair blown back by 
the current, I knew that with him I would find my purpose.

Nitrogen reached out, offering an electron, and in the sweetest 
southern drawl said, “Hi darlin’, I can’t seem to find anything to 
do ‘round here, so how’s about we waste some time together?” 
The moment we touched, there was electricity in the water, as 
if lightning had transversed the air and plunged deep within my 
heart. Through our hands, we had bonded.

Soon, Nitrogen and I started our tight knit family. Hydrogen 
and Oxygen were the steadiest of our children. We had trouble 
with R (a Radical). He seemed to have mood swings almost 
daily, and we could never tell what properties he’d have at a 
family gathering. Despite the unpredictability in R, we all lived 
together under one big happy roof as the Amino Acid family.
One day, as Nitrogen and I continued our happy life, the 
Semipermeable Membrane came knocking on our door. “I 
heard you two had recently been feeling lost, but with each 
other you found a purpose. I am here to ask a favor. I wish to 
protect your household from harm; I ask for nothing in return 
as you would be giving me a purpose.” Nitrogen and I were an 
accepting couple, and as a new family, we needed protection. 
Although the Semipermeable Membrane stayed an outsider to 
the clan, he brought life to our pleasant household in the town 
named Cell.
Before long Oxygen became greedy for protons and the 
town of Cell lost all its energy. At the time, Semipermeable 
Membrane seemed to be everywhere and between everyone. 
In one particular neighborhood named Mitochondria, 
casually referred to as “the Powerhouse”, Oxygen sat next to 
Semipermeable Membrane waiting for her brother Hydrogen. 
Hydrogen, bless his soul, had to go back and forth double 
crossing Semipermeable Membrane in order to finally bring 
Oxygen the protons she so desperately needed.

The town’s residents had exhausted all our energy, so 
Hydrogen peeked through the arms of the Semipermeable 
Membrane in a desperate attempt to save us. He saw 
the answer to all our prayers: a pot full of energy bars 
labeled “ATP- remove one phosphorous per use”. With this 
discovery our town became unstoppable. Every member 
had an essential job, and as long as Hydrogen kept crossing 
Semipermeable Membrane, we had all the energy we could 
ever ask for.
Far away, there’s a mysterious town just like ours, yet it seems 
to burn every night. It’s called “Noctiluca,” or, because of its 
nature, “the fire of the sea.” No one knows what goes on in the 
Mitochondria neighborhood in that town, but maybe one day 
Nitrogen and I will find out.

To the Spot Halfway Down  
the Mountain, 
Reverie Brown 
Boise High School

I’m no organ donor, but I’d love to give you my heart. I’d love to 
hold your hand and curl up in your fingertips underneath a sky 
full of stars. I’d like to hear your stories, of skiers in too deep, 
and of those who never stopped to revel in your glory. Tell me 
of the other mountains and why they can’t compare. Tell me all 
that’s happened here, and I’ll tell you why I left my heart at the 
Spot halfway down the mountain.  
If beauty were time you would be eternity. You lie near the 
trees that bow with too much snow to carry, and under a sky 
that tucks the mountain in under a blanket of crystals. Your 
fierce cold bites at my fingertips and nose. I can’t hear much 
beyond the silence of the wilderness, but what I do hear 
replays over and over in my head. Your voice is soft, but I’ll 
always stop at the Spot halfway down the mountain.  
I didn’t choose to fall in love, but if I had I swear I’d choose 
you. Your cold encases me and warms my heart with joy. I 
adore the way you are unbreakable, despite the trees that 
blaze and the sun that burns. The peacefulness of the snow 
sprinkling my jacket gives me time to get away. I think my 
clearest when you are nearest, and wish to visit every day. I 
have a thousand more reasons why I fell for the Spot halfway 
down the mountain.  
I reminisce of all the times I’ve stopped to keep you company. 
Many times, I simply nod my head as I work down the 
mountain. My brother skis beside me, or far off in the distance. 
I may be accompanied by my cousins as they chase chaos 
down your side. I enjoy the laughter and short stops to catch 
my breath, but I far prefer to be alone when it comes to the 
Spot halfway down the mountain.  
We’ve got history. Recall the times my grandpa rose before 
the sun to flatten out your trails, back before the machines 
had touched your soul. My grandma roamed your trails 
after the snow had melted and flowers bloomed. Her dad 
led hunting groups on and around your peak. Long before 
then, sheepherders and pioneers settled at your base, so I 
could grow up to fall in love with the Spot halfway down the 
mountain.  
I’ve seen other mountains it’s true. But don’t worry none were 
as great as you. I’ve spent days exploring their sides and 
nights cuddled by the fire. I’ve lost the trail and found it and lost 
some others for good. The middle of the waterfall or the cracks 
across the lava field could never compare to the Spot halfway 
down the mountain.  
And even when I’m away from you, I daydream of our love. My 
days are spent repainting the trees in my mind, as they spear 
the skyline with castles of life. The way the trails have been 
burned in you, you stand frozen in my heart. Now I know, I only 
feel at home at the spot halfway down the mountain.  
I promise to come. I will come on the weekends and at 
Christmas and whenever I am near. I will stop and wait. I’ll wait 
until I’m alone with all the company I could ever ask for. I’ll 
listen to your stories and give you more to tell. But most of all, 
I hope you know, my heart belongs to the Spot halfway down 
the mountain.
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A Word is Just a Word
Riley Robenstein
Timberline High School 

A word is just a word,
In this simple life.
A tree is just a tree,
In the world of Mother Nature.
A flower is just a flower,
In someone’s garden.

A word is just a word,
In which you use to describe something.
A cloud is just a cloud,
In the sky where the sun shines.
A star is just a star,
In the dark sky at night.

A word is just a word,
In which you write, read, or speak.

A hug is just a hug,
In which you give to someone.
A life is just a life,
In the many others this world holds.

A word is just a word,
In the world of many emotions,
A smile is just a smile,
In a world of happiness.
A tear is just a tear,
In a world of sadness.

A word is just a word,
In a book we hold.
A leaf is just a leaf,
In the wind that blows.
A dog is just a dog,
In someone’s house or yard.

A word is just a word,
In the name of a company.
A house is just a house,
In a neighborhood full of houses.
A town is just a town,
In a state made up of cities and towns.

A word is just a word,
In the title of a song.
A note is just a note,
In the song of a songbird.

A song is just a song,
In a world full of millions.

A word is just a word,
In the directions of an assignment.
A dollar is just a dollar,
In someone’s wallet.
A month is just a month,
In our year.

A word is just a word,
In the pages of homework you get.
A present is just a present
In which a person opens.
A light is just a light,
In a house or building.

A word is just a word,
In tale passed on 
A storm is just a storm,
In the ever-changing weather.
A snowflake is just a snowflake,
In the snowman in someone’s yard.

A word is just a word,
In the last conversation you had with someone.
A color is just a color,
In the rainbow we see.
A heart is just a heart,
In the body of an organism.

A word is just a word,
In this poem you are reading.
A sunrise is just a sunrise,
In the morning that starts your day.
A sunset is just a sunset,
In the ending of each day.

A word is just a word,
In a loving world of kindness.
A word is just a word,
In a cruel world of hate.
A word is just a word,
Along with many others in a sentence.

A word is just a word,
Unless you make it something meaningful.

 
Boy and Bird
Sabine Englert
Boise High School
 
 The boy had decided long ago that he wasn’t afraid to die. 
 He unzipped his jacket slowly, pushing it off his thin 
shoulders. It was electric sky blue and puffier than a cloud. 
There was a smudge of his mother’s lipstick on the collar like 
a drop of blood. He let the coat float to the ground, where it 
settled atop the scarlet leaves. Maple, perhaps. 
 The October air ruffled his t-shirt, raising gooseflesh along 
his pale arms. An involuntary shiver made him twitch. He drew 
in a big breath like it would be his last, then released it. 
 A bird gave a questioning chirrup from a tree to his left. It 
was a clear and silvery sound, like a bell. He moved his eyes 
from the path ahead for the first time, searching for its shape in 
the leaves. A flash of a fluttering wing caught his eye. Boy and 
bird contemplated one another. It opened its beak and called 
again. Trying to tell him something, perhaps. 
 He turned away from its unblinking stare and again set his 
eyes to the path ahead. Breathe in. He set his right palm over 
the left side of his chest. He could feel his heart feebly pushing 
against his hand. Breathe out. 
 Go. 
He began to run. 
………….
 The first time she realized she had the capacity to love, she 
almost lost everything. 
 She watched his tiny toes curl. The skin was like wet tissue 
paper and his veins glowed electric blue through the delicate 
life shrouding him. He didn’t cry, didn’t even make a sound. 
 He’s blue. Her voice sounded distant, like she was hearing 
her own echo. 
 Her eyes slid away from the white coats rising like a tide 
around her newborn son.
 Can I hold him?
 A drop of blood clung to the tip of her finger, kissing her skin 
dark red and warm. She closed her soft grey eyes.
What’s wrong with my baby?
………….

 The bird lying partially shattered in the road didn’t want 
to die yet. Her wing was broken, jutting away from her body, 
awkward and all wrong. But her midnight feathers glimmered 
and her beak curled gracefully to her chest. 
 Her light dimmed. Acceptance began to radiate from her 
slowing pulse. 

A shadow blotted out the pale sun that was warming her sticky 
blood. She cracked an eye open to critically survey the new 
danger. Her tiny heart fluttered, almost by accident. A little boy, 
big ears, blue coat. He toddled under a backpack. A plane 
growled by from behind his head, high above the heavy clouds 
and sickly winter light.
Small and gentle hands full of good intentions reached down, 

clasping around her body. She felt her good wing jerk on 
impulse and her bad wing crumbled farther. A soft chirp, like a 
little bell, made its way into the air between them. Boy and bird 
contemplated one another. He began to walk, and she fought 
to keep her eyes open. She felt a warm surge of blood spill 
over the gash in her wing. His little shoes lit up as they began 
to hit the concrete beneath the gritty snow a little harder, a little 
faster. She bounced slightly in his palms as he began to run. 
 Suddenly, a piercing voice cut through the muffled 
background of cars sloshing past through the stale slush. 
 “Ethan! No! Stop!”
The boy skidded to a halt. 
“What are you doing? Are you okay? Your heart-” 
“I know-but, the bird-” the boy gasped.
“What are you thinking? Running?” 
“It’s dying! Mom- look.”
Another face loomed above her. Soft brown hair, grey eyes, 
lines around mouth. 
“I know, honey. I’m sorry, but you have to put it down. Give me 
your wrist. I have to check your pulse.”
“Do something!” 
Her heart fluttered again, weakly. Darkness crept into the 
corners of her vision. She blinked her eyes open. She wasn’t 
ready. 
“Put it down.”
“Mom-” the small voice breaks.
“Give me your wrist, honey. Please.” 
“I just want to save it.”
She chirped quietly into the morning air. Clear as a bell, silver 
as a cloud. Thank you. Her eyes dimmed and her heart pushed 
one last time against her chest. The warm hands around her 
clutched tighter. She curled her beak into her chest and took 
flight. 
………….

 Golden puffs of dust rose from his feet as they thudded 
the warming earth. Leaves crunched like bones and scattered 
before his sneakers. One was untied, but the boy didn’t stop. 
The loose lace beat like a broken wing against his ankle. He 
could almost feel the phantom grasp of his mother’s hand 
around his wrist, feeling for life, holding him back. His lips 
stretched wide over his teeth, a smile like a grimace in the 
honey-thick air. His hair flapped off his forehead and his shirt 
rippled like a rising tide.
 A sharp twisting in his left shoulder stilled the movement in 
his arm, but he pumped his legs faster. A laugh, clear as a bell, 
tore from his throat before rising into the air. His heart fluttered 
against his chest and a piercing pain from its center nearly 
brought him to his knees. 
Darkness crept into the corners of his vision. He was ready. 
He spread his arms out wide, like he was taking flight. 
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College Essay
Sarah Pearce
Boise High School
 
 Prompt: What makes you happy?
 I think “what doesn’t make you happy?” would be a much   
harder question to answer.
 I love the quiet spaces. 
 The things you don’t remember. 
 I love listening to music, riding the bus in the early morning, 
hot coffee in my stomach. I look out the window and see that 
children are drawing on the sidewalk: sticky fingers wrapped 
around chalk. The sound of sprinklers. Water is cooling on the 
pavement. 
 I love the turning of pages, breathless laughter, when the 
sun is warm on my face, when it is setting, when it is rising. 
Think about never getting to see another sunrise. I love soft 
hands. Rose-petal cheeks. Short skirts. I love morning: limbs 
sliding through cool sheets, yawning mouth behind fist, bleary 
eyes. I love night: walking on asphalt, a wind that bites, talking 
into the early hours of the morning. 
 This is what it means to be alive. 
 I love crying over a book, I love violin music, I love big 
words, I love Frank Sinatra’s Christmas album. I love taking 
care of myself. I love taking care of other people. I love the 
sound of fire. I love poetry, deep voices, the color red. 
 I love walking, feeling productive, when you can hear the 
wind sliding through the trees and the light is coming down in 
shapes that make sense. I love pen on paper, ink smearing, 
words falling out of mouth, out of mind. I love snow: the smell 
of cinnamon. People rushing around me. Lights. I love rain: the 
smell of lavender. Rose. Honey, thick and raw. I love my family, 
my friends; I love the people that I was born into loving and the 
people that I chose to. 
 I love the door. It’s solid oak. The color of dirt cooked dry in 
the summer. It is sturdy. Reliable. Talkative. Opens with creaks 
and closes with clicks. The door, smeared with popsicle fin-
gers, with crayon marks, that mother got on her knees to scrub 
with vinegar, is usually opened in a hurry. Running into the 
front yard, kids around legs, to chase the chickens. It’s opened 
with someone running back inside. We are a family of forgotten 
things: keys left on kitchen table, diaper bag on couch, glasses 
on bookshelf. 
 I love my mother, in the kitchen, making tea, dirt from the 
garden on her hands, singing and dancing. She hugs me, big 
and warm; small hands so strong, smelling like safety. She 
has eyes that are deep black and grounded; they flash when I 
leave the lights on, they cry during every movie. 
 None of these are grand things. I could say that they’re not 
life changing, but they are. Noticing these things has changed 
my life. Has saved it. There are so many things that I love that 
sometimes I feel full with it all: close to bursting. Sometimes, on 
egg wash afternoons, I look at my friend, who is driving the car. 
I hear the music in my ears, hear it building, feel my heart grow 
heavy in my chest and I think: how lucky am I? To get to live in 
this moment? 

Father
Sarah Pearce
Boise High School

my father
has a red PT cruiser
red
like the sky outside the windows
like my father’s face
like his neck
like his wide, sturdy knuckles 
like the sticks of cinnamon gum that he chews
it’s summer
the sun is setting
the air is hot and smells like
mown grass and 
alfalfa
the windows are open
breathing wind like
new possibility 
into my chest
the light shines orange into the car
like stained glass
like sunday mornings
silhouetting my father like the messiah
he is not
the messiah
he is laughing
knocking his knees together
turning up the volume on the radio
ACDC sings from the backseat
the grey leather seats are
hot and sticky
ice-cream on my fingers
so different from my father’s
his fingers
strong and broad
shake as he adjusts his US marine hat
taps his thumbs on the steering wheel
digs through the pockets of his cargo shorts
his face
swollen
heavy-lidded
lines crammed onto skin
too much laughing
my father was never any good 
at being angry
my father was always very good
at being indifferent
there is not enough time
in this moment
where is this person i know? 
i sit across the table
from a stranger
in a restaurant
neither of us have been to
he asks 
how i am
i tell him
that i had forgotten what
cinnamon smelled like
and that i wish
i had never 
remembered

Edelweiss
Shelby Johnson 
Borah High School

They’re so far away.
White petals
All of different sizes.
Yellow bulbs lay in the center.

It’s a comfort,
Wrapping me
In a warm blanket,
Bringing old memories to the surface.

It smells fresh,
Beautiful,
Just the way it looks.
But the sound-
It’s not the same.

A soft melody,
A warm voice
On the screen
And on the couch next to me.

These white petals
Are and old fifth wheel
Sitting in my driveway
And hooked to my grandmother’s truck.

It smells like peanut brittle,
The petals are soft
But the shards of peanut brittle
Are hard and jagged.

It’s odd,
How just one flower
Reminds me so much of
Home.

But when I think about it,
It’s so far away.

What Was Really Said
Shelley Toussau
Capital High School 

 They said she got in trouble for sleeping in class, for the 
fourth time in the two days we’d been in school, that’s why 
Eden Everett got suspended. The student body had other 
ideas. Quin Taylor thought that she was secretly pregnant, 
but that was mostly because they had never liked each 
other, and exemplified that through their rivalry. The boys on 
the lacrosse team thought that maybe she went off to be a 
model in some foreign country, I mean the boys could dream 
that they’d someday see her in a foreign magazine wearing 
foreign bathing suits, couldn’t they? The objectification of Miss 
Everett aside, that idea was not supported by most. Her fellow 
volleyballers on the varsity squad said, with slight jealousy in 
their tones, that they heard she’d been recruited early by a 
prestigious college and left early to train with them. The most 
prominent theory held in Medford High school was that her 
parents had finally split and her mom vanished off into the 
night, but our principal Mr. Everett had tried to cover it up out 
of embarrassment. All of these popular opinions aside, with 
the authority I have as Eden’s best friend, here’s what really 
happened.

 Those sticky days preemptive to the first day of senior 
year, Eden and I draped ourselves on hammocks like Greek 
Goddesses in the tales of old. In the shadiest part of my 
backyard and anchored between two trees, Eden’s head shot 
up. “I can’t do this anymore. I have to escape!” She decreed 
from her blue hammock with little daisies smattered across 
it. I was used to this type of behavior from Eden, she was the 
head of the dramatic arts department for a reason, so I paid no 
mind to it. “How?” I asked without much umph. It was too hot 
for that type of melodrama. She furrowed her perfectly shaped 
eyebrows, I’d always hated how nice they were compared to 
my Frida-esque brows. “We are going-” I stopped her there. 
“Uh-uh, no way. We’re not going anywhere, especially not if 
you’re thinking of running away again.” That shut her right up. 
Kindergarten, fourth grade, freshman year. She’d had similar 
inklings before as to the best way to deal with “our” problems, 
all resulting in groundings lasting for a month. “Well, I just think 
a change of scenery would be for both of our benefits.” She 
elongated the “our”, for emphasis I suppose. “Why would,” I 
put my hands up to get some strong air quotes in, “‘we’ need 
any kind of change? School is less than a week away, isn’t 
senior year enough?” With my mini inquisition, Eden thought 
on it. She relaxed into the hammock and looked up at the sky. 
“Definitely not.” she said after a moment of reflection. “We just 
need to take a far step back and see what else is going on 
outside of this stupid town with its stupid people.” There was a 
type of disconnect in her eyes as she thought this through that 
I had never seen from Eden before, despair almost. As quickly 
as I’d noticed it, the look was gone. She had a plan in mind and 
there was no one who could stop her, not her best friend, not 
her circumstances, not even the heat of the August sun. Eden 
Everett was set on a course that would make headlines, and 
not for what you would think.

Gone
Christian Scoggin
Timberline High School
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Floating Rocks
Saylor Okelly 
Timberline High School

Bride of Frankenstein
Timmery Brown
Timberline High School

Adore You
Katherine Guerrero
Capital High School

Dear Homeowners 
Shelley Toussau
Capital High School

Dear homeowners, 
Take care of my  
childhood dreams. 
 
Be wary of the grass 
In the yard where I  
used to tumble.

Open the screen doors
To let in the cool
Autumn air, and
Breathe in the crunching
Decaying leaves I 
Used to jump in, with
All their fiery beauty. 
 
Keep in mind the 
Monsters under the bed. 
They’re nasty things.

Dust off the windows
Where I used sit 
Expectantly until my
Dad would drive up
From work, until he
Didn’t anymore. 
 
Most importantly, 
Don’t forget.
 
As you move to a new 
Place, homeowner,
Remember. 
You’re still that child 
At heart. 

Remember who you 
Used to be, 
Before the world took hold. 

Who you were then, 
Before you grew up, 
Is still with you. 
 
Sincerely, 
One who forgot

Not Pastel
Jade Rueda
Borah High School
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The Last Time We Said Goodbye
Sofia Serio
Boise High School

 “What do you miss most about Uncle John?” 

 As soon as the words tumble out of my mouth into the quiet 
air, I instantly wish I could scoop them up and shove them back 
into my head. I look to Aunt Betsy’s bony shoulders to watch 
them sag, but they remain poised. 

 She sighs, “I miss so much about him. His laugh, his sense 
of humor. But most of all, I miss coming home to someone else 
being there.” 

 Out of thin air, a beautiful Great Egret soars above us, water 
dribbling out of its mouth as it calmly lifts off from the marshy 
waters that surround our gravel walking path. Aunt Betsy 
whips out her camera, quickly forgetting the conversation by 
hyperfocusing the camera on the delicate movements of the 
bird overhead. I glance around, and am reminded once again 
of the beautiful place I’m in. 

  On this particular mid-morning day, the light stretches 
through tall, girthy trees that line Lambtown Road and the sun 
viciously beats against my back, a constant throbbing reminder 
that it is August in Connecticut. The humidity clings to my 
clothes and I begin to feel sweat beading on my skin. The air 
teems with insects, and the smell of grass tingles my nose. 
I’m clutching Buddy’s red leash so tightly that the tips of my 
knuckles have turned a shade of white. Letting go would equal 
disaster, as I found out a few days prior when his suede leash 
slipped out of my grasp and he streaked across the street 
towards an unsuspecting frog. 

 I bring my focus back to Aunt Betsy, whose wrinkled hands 
clutch her black, chipped Canon camera like a kid might grasp 
a lollipop they can’t part with in a candy store. She cradles the 
lens in her hands, hoping to spot another Great Egret or Blue 
Heron soaring through the sky.    

 She doesn’t miss a beat after all this silence and asks me, 

 “What do you miss the most about Uncle John?” 

  I don’t know how to respond. Not because I don’t know 
the answer, but because I feel like I don’t deserve to miss 
him. I wasn’t his wife for 22 years. I wasn’t his granddaughter, 
and we didn’t even live on the same side of the country. Yet, I 
immediately know exactly what I miss about him.

 I’m brought back to the last time I saw my Uncle John. 
It was in the ungodly hours of a July morning, and the sun 
hadn’t even decided to wake up as I fought the pull of sleep 
and squeezed him goodbye. Because this moment seemed so 
insignificant at the time, the memory has faded to a cloudy hue 
in my brain. 

 I remember a dimly lit kitchen. The gurgle of a coffee maker. 
The soft tapping of Buddy’s paws on the linoleum floor. And 
of course, the infamous Uncle John words that accompanied 
every hello and goodbye he ever uttered to me:

  “I love you and you’re awesome.” 

 Although my 14 year old mind cringed a little whenever he 
said these words, they never failed to tug a smile across my 
face. Little did I know that this would be the last time I ever saw 
him in person. 

 Six months later, ALS had inched its way through every 
crevice of his body, coating everything in a sticky layer of 
stiffness that confined him to the parameters of his bed. He 
could no longer use his voice to laugh, to tell corny dad jokes 
or talk about his favorite movies. He could no longer use his 
arms or legs to move, to walk Buddy, to play trains with his 
grandson Landon.

 When he peacefully slipped away one morning, he left 
behind a firm impact on all those who knew him.

 He taught us that when we have our voice, we should use it 
to thank others, to appreciate them, to lift them up rather than 
tearing ourselves down. He taught us that when we have the 
use of our arms and legs, we should use them to run, jump, 
and go places we never thought possible, do the things we’ve 
always wanted to do. He taught us that we shouldn’t take these 
simple things for granted, we shouldn’t take people for granted, 
because you never know when the last time you say goodbye 
will be. 

 And so, I answer Aunt Betsy by reiterating the words I have 
clung to for as long as I can remember. The words he uttered 
the last time we said goodbye.

 “I love you and you’re awesome. That’s what I miss most.”

Glass Half Full
Adreona Ruffell
Capital High School

Love?
Sophia Duncan
Timberline High School

Can I be myself?
Am I allowed?

They say I’m not
They say it’s immoral
They call me a freak
Why am I a monster?

What’s so wrong with my heart?
Can’t I hold her hands?
Kiss her lips?
Love her?

I was told to love my neighbours
Told to find a partner
And I’ve done both
But wrong

They’ve told me I can’t love
The girl I love
So I fear 
I must fade

Fade to please a world
That doesn’t want to accept
A different kind
Of love

Growing Up
Sydney Grefenson
Boise High School

The sign reads, “Population of 65”
Snow piles waist high on days when snowflakes dance from 
the clouds,
Surrounded by mountains and hills,
Shining with beauty reflecting off pine tree dew.
Neighbors more like family coming together,
The world outside isn’t really there.

Her desk stacked sky-high of endless ideas.
Pencils scattered along the oak wood floor,
Notebooks with no empty pages.
She types until her fingers begin to ache.
Her work isn’t just work,
Crafted passion engraved into her from years of dreaming.

She remembers the days of slamming lockers,
The crowded noisy hallways.
Everybody rushing around, getting to where they need to be.
They all knew where they wanted to go,
But nobody knew where they would end up. 

Everything has become crystal clear to her,
Life is completely different from the past.
New hallways are less crowded.
Her face no longer stuck in boring textbooks
Instead, books she loves unable to put down.

Now she knows what she wants.
She can see exactly what she needs.
And when people try to shut her down,
She turns a blind eye.
Cause she keeps hoping that someday she can do everything 
she dreams.
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Design
Jake Schoenburger
Boise High School

Red Luxury
Mayra Arellano 
Capital High School

Shoshone
Sarah Magbunduku
Boise High School

Cabin in the Snow
Paloma Link
Boise High School

Eyes
Kate Stutzman
Boise High School
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The Fox
Samantha Lukehart
Borah High School

Generations After
Youjean Cho

Timberline High School

A$AP Rocky
Katherine Guerrero
Capital High School
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Extra Terrestrial
Isabelle Hanson

Timberline High School
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