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òSame, But Differentó 

By Sierra Chavis -Conner  

All humans are the same. All with the same rights; rights to love and be loved; to pursue 

their happiness; to be free and equal.  

 

However, all humans are different, whether it be sexual orientation, race, gender, or religion.   

We all want to express ourselves.  We are all different, but we have the rights to embrace our 

differences, and to be proud of our differences.  

 

No human should fear losing their life when met with the ones who are supposed to protect 

them.  But, the ones with darker skin tone fear the day they are pulled over for going 5 miles 

over the limit.  All because the cops have a previous misconception that puts these innocent 

peopleõs lives in danger.  They should be proud to be born like this, not fear the              

consequences of their differences in skin tone.  

 

No person should be afraid for their life when expressing their gender identity or sexual  

orientation, just because someone else doesnõt agree. Transgender women should not fear 

leaving their house because they werenõt born a female. They should be proud to express 

their comfort in their gender, but their comfort causes discomfort and fear in others.  

 

A Muslim woman shouldnõt be afraid to wear her hijab into an airport.  She should be excited 

to go on her family vacation, instead of dreading the moment she gets pulled aside because 

of her religious beliefs. She should look forward to bringing her child on his first flight,     

instead of fearing the comments that are made; false preconceptions.  

 

All humans are the same. All are equal, with skin and bones, blood and a heart. But, all     

humans are different.  We should be able to embrace our differences and to be proud of our  

differences.  

 

Without fear.  

In and out  

In and out  

My head to the ground  

A knee pressed into my neck  

In and out  

In and out  

The flashing lights blinding me  

Voices yelling over the blaring sirens  

A ringing in my ears  

In and out  

In and out  

A crowd recording and shouting  

In and out  

In and out  

I tell them I canõt breathe 

I tell them I need air  

In and out  

In and out  

Breathing is a basic human need  

They wonõt stop  

They wonõt let me 

In and out  

In and out  

Why am I surprised?  

Iõm not a person to them 

This skin that I was born with carries the 

label of criminal to them  

I did nothing wrong  

They are supposed to protect  

But not when it comes to me and my 

brown skin  

In and out  

In and out  

My vision slowly turns black  

This is it  

In and out  

In and out  

I try one last time and shout  

I CANõT BREATHE! 

òBreatheó 

By Saniya Tucker  

Artwork by Grayson Moss  

òHindrancesó 

By Aaliyah Terry  

The losses of our loved ones  

The tears and cries of our families  

The heartbreaks of our country  

And yeté 

We stand 

We stand tall to our hindrances  

We stand tall to our beat downs and  

breakdowns  

For we are humané 

However  

Does being human really matter?  

Does having the same color of blood really matter?  

Does having the same thoughts and dreams really matter?  

Does having the same feelings and lifestyle really matter?  

Do deaths caused by fellow humans really  matter?  

If they doé 

Which ones? 

Do I have to choose?  

The right or the left?  

The up or the down?  

The dark or the light?  

The black or the white?  

òInjusticeó 

By Katie Smith  

Injustice is wrong  

However, so popular  

Though it helps no one  

Why is hate a thing?  

When we could instead have peace  

And harmony too  
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Artwork by Gayle Boyd  

òDissipatingó 

By James Glasgow III  

 The word dissipating  means the act of disappearing or cause to disappear. In this 

painting, you can see two figures disappearing more and more in each frame. I see this as a            

representation of love. Two people try to find such a thing and sometimes force it into a   

definition of its own. Love is a powerful feeling, which no one person can depict on its own.  

 This painting symbolizes the fate before their own eyes, as everything can end before 

it even starts. Time is key to everything, and if you rush the timetable of love, it can fade 

away.  However, as the saying goes, òOne manõs trash is another manõs treasure.ó That love 

you seek will not always seem to be out of grasp, but also the lover you once pursued will 

never find another to complete the task. It is all a part of life and how you handle it will be 

the deciding factor.  

 This painting leaves you with an empty feeling or a void perhaps. Same sometimes 

happens with a partner.  You are left with that everlasting feeling that maybe something is 

missing. You go on for months, even years, coping with this fact.  Living with the underlying 

arguments, falling out and separation periods. This is where you reach the second frame. 

The relationship, at this point, feels like a blur. You sit there, wondering about the dreaded 

fact that maybe you have wasted those important years of life chasing something that was 

not meant to be caught. This is the factor that very much needs to be brought to the light,  

but you continue to ignore it. You drag yourself through more years with this partner. It 

comes with a whole lot of good but a lot of bad as well. Finally, you decide enough is 

enough.  You feel it is time you put your foot down. You bring to the table the elephant in 

the room that neither of you want to address. In return, you are met with a bigger deception 

you could ever imagine when you attempt to leave. You have now entered the third frame.  

All of the lies and the mistreatment come to the surface.  Just like that, it all ties into one, 

and you are left with that void. The same feeling you receive when you look at this painting. 

All is gone in one single moment.  

òThe Pull of the Stormó 

By Catherine Akhvlediani  

The storm is coming, we feel it rolling close  

The winds are strong, and rage is their host  

The land will crumble, the waves will crash  

The sky will darken, but here we will stand  

The people are fleeing, calling out in fear  

Young ones are shaking, releasing their tears  

Here we are standing above the crashing waves  

Here we will remain, for the last of our days  

We have no intent to flee, my companion and I  

For if we ran, where would we hide?  

The storm, as mighty and stern as it is  

Is really no match for the hate people give  

We stand here together, with love in our hearts  

Embrace hope and peace, till death do us part  

As the storm howls closer, we hold no despair  

Perhaps the rage of the wind was never truly there  

People will rip and tear and pull, if only they understood  

They divide themselves more than a storm ever could  

We stand above the waves, clasping our hands together  

The storm will die with us, our souls joined forever  

òMeó 

By Jamison Welch  

Our story begins here. By the lake. A sunset paints the sky. A man and a woman 

simply enjoying the moment. And then, there is me. Undoubtedly, I am there, as I am in 

many places. I see what is there. Two people embracing a time and place that is peaceful 

and untouched by the world around them. They sit. They rest. They relax and forget. They 

forget the troubles, and they forget the stress. They forget the loss, and they forget the 

pain. It is bliss, for them. But, in an instant, it is gone. They are gone. This place, the lake 

and the sky, so kissed by the setting sun. It is all gone. Where did it go? Away. These people 

are long gone from here. They, like many others, have found me in other places. But, they 

left me then, too. They have known love and loss. The place faded. The lake dried, the      

mountains rose, and the valleys fell. The sky was splashed with new colors. But, here I     

remain.  Undoubtedly, I am still here, as I am many places. Simply watching. Seeing the rise 

and the fall. Seeing time smear together around me as ages pass and eons fade. Empires 

thrive and crumble, the same as before. But, the story remains the same. I am here. Soon 

enough another pair will come to join me. Maybe here. Maybe not. They will join me in a 

peaceful place. They will forget all their troubles and worries. But, they too, will slip away. 

Leaving only me. Only me. Me.   
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òAnnabellaõs Missingó 

By Jack Lamey 

Her spirits had told her otherwise.  

 Annabella looked at the evil eye, its luminous figure glowing in the dark night sky. 

The eye would soon be hers. The eye she could reach to give herself the powers she had only 

heard of in her wildest dreams. She could achieve her desires by just grabbing the object. 

Alysia had told her to not interfere with her own righteousness.  

 òYou are ready, loved one!ó Alysia had said beforehand. òYou have completed all the    

obstacles and training necessary to make the clear transition from human to god. All you 

must do now is grab the eye located on the highest of hills, at the most obscure point in the 

night, when no one else is watching. The touch of your hand to the eye will symbolize evilõs 

triumph over good. But, I shall warn you, my dear, to not let your inner conscious interfere 

with goal the you have worked ever so hard on to complete. Kindness and generosity will try 

to overcome that which is greed and evil, but you can show the world that darkness always 

prevails.ó 

 Annabella gazed upon her cold body. She caught sight of her exhausted hands, her 

sore elbows, and her dysfunctional ankles. This was the moment she had been waiting for. A 

few months ago, she had formed cahoots with Alysia, the goddess of the dark. She had been 

raised solely off of the morally wrong. As a baby, Annabella was only fed raw vegetables in 

the foster care home she where she lived. When she grew to be around ten years of age, that 

home   enrolled her in a fight club where children neglected by the world could seek revenge 

on the cruelty they had faced by violently attacking any passing stranger. Annabella was no 

stranger to the face of evil. She had only gotten through life with the purest of dark        

emotions stoned in her heart. Every sunny day she stayed shut in her lodging to brainstorm 

new ideas for conflicts between humanity and plagues to inevitably haunt those who were 

charitable. At last, parts of the life she had suffered for all her life could bestow misery for all 

mortals.  

 Back on the top of the hill, Annabella could clearly glimpse the evil eye staring back at 

her, just as she had expected from Alysiaõs instructions. Ending the work of God to create a 

kind -natured environment in the world was all she had ever wanted. Annabella tiptoed across 

the rocky gravel of the hillõs pavement, her heart racing, legs flying, and her arms reaching 

out to grab her prize.  

 It was only after a few minutes of enjoyment that Annabella suddenly froze in place. 

An unexpected phenomenon had happened that she could not explain. Boils started to pop 

up all over her skin. Her face began to disintegrate into flesh and bones, and she felt her feet 

becoming stale. She could not even bring herself to comprehend the sights of the next 

event. The woman became surrounded by two exact replicas of herself, both reaching for the 

same ball that continued to sit in its place, unmoved by the howling wind and the fretful rain 

pouring down. One of the replicas then grabbed the ball from its position and held it to her 

chest, like a mother cradling a newborn. òAnnabella!ó she screamed. òYou may not know me, 

but I have stuck with you your entire life. I have frowned upon all of your choices, from     

always choosing violence as the solution to your problems, wreaking havoc on the world        

because of your experiences!ó 

 òYou donõt know me!ó Annabella shouted back. òYou know the girl you want me to be, 

you  pathetic mouthed lout!  I have no time for imposters on my special day. Give me the evil 

eye, right now, so I can join 

the gods in becoming the 

woman I always wanted to 

be: One who could restore 

the face of the Earth 

through pure evil! Iõm sorry 

to have to break it to you 

this way, but from          

tomorrow on, the innocent 

people of the world will be 

transformed into        

bloodthirsty hooligans! 

Now get off of my tail     

before I break you.ó But the   

doppelganger said nothing. 

She looked at the other 

replica with raised         

eyebrows, and the replica 

simply nodded and        

disappeared. Annabella, 

however, did not have time 

for foolish games. She 

wanted the eye that could 

make her become one of 

the most powerful beings 

in the universe. She could 

not  understand why two 

more of her had bothered 

to interfere with her special 

night, nor did she take the 

time to question the     

powers and spirit of the        

replicas. All she did was charge. With every little bit of strength in her, she sprinted towards 

the doppelganger holding the evil eye, and transitioned to a jump to snatch the evil eye and 

push the filthy spirit from the cliff. But, in a split millisecond before she snatched the eye 

from the replicaõs hand, the replica disappeared. Annabella did not have time to recall what 

had happened before she fell off the cliff in a frenzy, becoming no more than a body         

engulfed by leaves and the dead carcasses of rats, squirrels, and raccoons. She, or what was 

left of her, had lost.  

 òGirls!ó The mom shouted from across the deck of the swimming pool. òThatõs enough 

time spent on the diving board! My goodness, if you jump when someone is still trying to go 

to the ladder, you could hurt yourself! Alyssa, give poor Annabella her ball back! I cannot 

spend five more minutes watching you fools wrestle in the deep end of the pool over a     

stupid ball! Do you know the pool hasnõt been cleaned yet today? There could be all sorts of 

disgusting stuff at the bottom of  that pool!ó  

 At the bottom of the pool, sitting inside of the drain was the red eye, looking to infect 

the hearts of innocent children with pure evil.  

Artwork by Layla Davis  
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Artwork by Larrabee Ellenberg  

òVoicesó  

By Kyra Grindley  

òAó woke up to find herself in a bathtub of black water, along with a pounding       

headache, an intense feeling of nausea and countless voices telling him to leave the room it 

was in promptly. Some of the voices were kind, sweet, and loving.  

òCome on, Honey. You have to get out.ó  

With others insulting it for not being quick enough, yelling at it, òHow many times do 

we have to tell you? Do you not know how to get up and leave? Are you that pathetic?ó  

The voices just got louder and louder. òAó couldnõt tell if the voices were from outside 

of the room or from his head, but it was clear that it wasnõt supposed to be there. After     

getting out of the tub she realized that he had been soaked in coffee from a large mug in the 

corner of the room, next to an umbrella and a gigantic apple. After they took a step back and 

looked around it noticed a rat bigger than the mug she had just been in, with the arms and 

legs of a human. The voices in their head had gotten louder in the time that she had gotten 

out of the mug, telling it to get out of the room, but after a quick glance he noticed that there 

were no doors only two windows. òAó opened one of them and noticed that he was too high 

up to jump without breaking something, or possibly losing its life, but the voices didnõt care. 

Getting louder and louder òJump, jump, jumpó the voices said so confidently as if this was the 

only way out.  

òAó was skeptical but wanted the madness to stop, òMaybe if I jump theyõll save me.  

Maybe theyõll stop,ó she said.  His heart was racing and the thumping added to the noises he 

heard. It started to climb onto the edge of the window.  

 òYES YES YES!ó the voices said yelling, almost screaming.  

 òNOW!ó said one of the voices, louder and deeper that the others, and with that òAó  

jumped. The farther they were from that room the less voices it heard, the quieter the voices 

got, and the harder her heart pounded. He could feel the blood flood her ears, as it got closer 

to the ground. Then the momentum suddenly stopped. The thumping stopped. The feeling 

stopped. The voices stopped.  

òForgotten Memoriesó 

By Sydney Devlin  

 His eyes sparkle, his teeth shine, his skin glows, and my heart is merrily singing.  His 

arm pulls me in tight, his breath comforts me, and I can feel his heart beating softly. We 

grasp each other for warmth, he smiles, I smile, and I can hear the church bells ringing. We 

laugh, we hug, he inches closer, he leans in, heõs nervous, and he shows me the most   

beautiful ring; it was costly.  

 We were at the duck pond, my favorite place, I canõt remember exactly the date.  It 

was summer, not spring, we got married a month later, and said òI doó with joy.  I was   

nervous to marry him, his family didnõt approve, so I showed up quite late.  My father    

convinced me to go through with it, or was it my brother?  

 Who are you again? I have a husband? You must be mistaken. Thereõs no way Iõm 

married. Where is John? Heõs my fianc®, I need him here.  Could you help me find where he 

went? Youõre not him! Youõre an imposter!  Officer, officer!  I need help! Iõve been tricked.  

Whatõs going on? Why are you in my house?  What is this thing?  Why are you crying? 

òOppressionó 

By Emily Clark  

 Every time I died I came back to life. It was an endless cycle as far as I was aware, and 

I always retained my past memories. I wasnõt smart, but I had repeated life so many times, I 

couldnõt be anything else but brilliant. I was different genders and I was every color under 

the sun. Sometimes I was born noble.  Sometimes I was as poor as the dirt I walked on. 

Sometimes I died before my life could begin. I was born oppressed.  I was born with every 

privilege.  I was born perfectly average. Even though technology evolved, many things did 

not.   

 As time went on, it became easier to accept what I was born with. I would live again,         

gloriously. There was no need to rush things.  What did one life matter? It took many      

hundreds of years before I wondered about others. What did those born oppressed do when 

they would die and never live again? Their only life was squandered by others; when they 

had no chance of overcoming their circumstances. Even if one did, what about all the      

others? It would scare me, knowing my only life is rigged against me. Of course, that would 

be my only fear, since every time I die, I come back to life.  
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òMy Experienceó  

By Abi Good  

She stared at a river before  

Knowing it could take her  

People on that screen saw  

Happiness  

It is a façade  

Did you know that?  

Is she ever really truly sad in the 

worldõs eyes? 

Until she lets the river take her  

But  

Him  

He saw 

He saved her  

She held a knife in her closet  

Last June 

The river of red could take her  

Then her phone rang  

It went away  

Itõs in the depths where it belongs 

And heõs still here 

He saved her  

5.13.20  

Artwork by Abi Good  

òIsolationó 

By Russell Jones 

 Emma and I are excited for this new step in our lives. Weõve recently moved from a 

small town Summerville, located in South Carolina, to a private lake area in North Carolina. 

The weather up here is nice, although it is a bit more windy and cold than we are previously 

accustomed. I worry that the more time we spend here, the more we are becoming isolated 

from the world.    

Sometimes Emma will spend a lot of time alone, and she hasn't been communicating 

about whatõs really going on in her life. I feel as though my social skills have just              

disappeared because I never go out. Most of my days are spent waking up early in the    

morning and going for a short run, reading a book in the hammock, or going out on the 

boat, either alone or with Emma, when she feels up to it. I feel as though the lake house has 

changed me, but not nearly as much as it has changed Emma.  My feelings for others and 

compassion that I once had are gone. I spend my days doing the same activities with no real 

meaning in life. Sadly, Emmaõs situation is even worse.  

We have both spiraled down the pathway of depression, and the journey out is hard. 

Iõm not sure what I am supposed to do. On the loving friend side, I feel as though I need to 

take responsibility for Emma. But, I donõt know if I can because I am so lost myself. One 

thing is certain, the feeling of being cared for is gone. I need to find my way back to how I 

was before we moved to this strange, lonely place. I thought I made the right decision, but it 

has turned out to be a horrible mistake. I feel as though Iõm a puppet, and someone is    

controlling my every move, and making me suffer as long as I can. If I can ever find          

motivation to live again, that is the day my life will be reborn.  

I feel it all falling apart  

The stability is rotting within my mind  

There are no boundaries  

No place to call my own  

There is only her  

I can feel those thoughts coming rapidly  

She is the only option; she has to be right  

Because if she is not, that means Iõm wrong 

And, at this point, I canõt afford to be wrong 

She feels right, at least I want her to feel 

right  

The wave of fear rushes over me  

The fear that she will realize Iõm lying 

The fear that maybe Iõm wrong 

I fall to my knees, hoping to find comfort  

Hoping that I would just keep falling  

Maybe then, Iõll find the ability to be right 

Because at this point, I canõt afford to be 

wrong  

   -Him  

òHeró 

By Samuel McConnell  

My dear friend,  

 For many years, you have been sad over your parents passing. You have been      

devastated over your boyfriend leaving you repeatedly. Today, you sit in the middle of     

nowhere, smoking a cigarette with your head down in a puddle of tears, which blend right 

in with the rain falling from up above. From here, I can see that you cannot live without 

your addiction. You have thought of taking your own life. You think of your life is unlivable, 

so you turn to the substances to dull out the emotional pain; the substances that will surely 

kill you one day.  

 For weeks now, I have been watching you.  All I ask of you, all I want for you is to 

leave this horrible addiction behind.  If you donõt, I fear you shall be like the ones who have 

died before you.  You are not a soul who has lost against the battle. There is time to turn 

your addiction around before you head down a road of worse substances, and getting 

caught up with the wrong crowd. You can do this. I believe in you.  

  

 Love, 

Amy Arellano -Alvarez  
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