The Rose 

It looks like shapes. A line and a circle put together. 

It sort of reminds me of a sword. Almost as if you could stab someone with it. 
It's long. Or tall. However you look at it. 

It's red and soft. Too bad everything isn't like that. 

It's like death. It just lies there. Cold and unforgiving. 
It's also like life. Continuously growing and beautiful. 

It's like class. You can learn from listening. From the silence. 
It's like hope. On a rainy day it is still beautiful. 
It's like a cloister. Innocent, quiet, beautiful. 
It's like Dan Eiler. Tall and Skinny. 

It is as if it is trying to speak to me in some sort of language. 

The silence. Reminds me once again of death. Like a morgue. 
It's like the time. Never stops. 

It's like a baseball bat in the sense it could take someone's breath away. 

It's sort of like a human in some aspects. The outer layer covers everything and you can't see

what is truly going on inside. 

It's like a shoe. People sometimes walk on it. 
It's like a hand. People touch it. 

It's like a pen. People used to write with feathers which in a way looks like roses. 
It's like an egg yolk. Although I don't know why. 

It's actually like many things. Much too many to list here on this page. 
— Andria Pinkerton
Pleasant Nightmares 
It was getting late again. The clock revealed it was already ten after midnight. He turned up the television a little more. It was almost deafening.

It was now eighteen minutes until the clock struck one. He went to drink some coffee. Coffee kept him up until three most nights.
The clock tried to hide the fact that it was half passed three, but the man knew. He hopped in the shower. He cannot fall asleep in the shower.

The clock chimed at the beginning of the fourth hour in the morning. The man’s eyes flashed open and closed, but he still attempted to fight the sleep. The clock pitied him because the clock knew about his problem with the night.

When his alarm went off at a quarter after six, the man was in ecstasy. But he was always like this.
Then it all came crashing down. There was nothing he could do about it.

He realized what happened. The last hour had all been a dream. She left him again when he awakened, and he couldn’t bring it back. The pain echoed in his mind and he wept. There was nothing he could do but relive all the torment.

The man proceeded to rise for the day, clenching his fist at the sun and the day. Why did they allow the night to come?

Insanity grins at the man, waiting for him to dream the recurring dream once more.

—Ryan Swanson

	kittie, kittie 

The cat got wet today.
It got in trouble again.
You stupid little cat.
I don’t know you.

The cat is getting wet.
Stay away from the big fish.
They’ll get you in the most trouble.
Away from the fish, dry off.

Hey cat, just watch the fish
Admire the fish.
Don’t reach in the tank.
Or else you’ll get wet.

What to do with this cat?
Can’t get rid of it.
Can’t get rid of the fish.
Yell at the cat.

The cat’s wet again.
But this time it is different.
The cat is scolded.
And the owners never say goodbye. 

—Ryan Swanson


	unknown gates 

Here lies the lonely door.
Some say to heaven,
Some say to hell.
No one returns to say anything.

Knock politely on the door:
Once
Twice
Thrice
Nothing.

Restate your beliefs,
Hold your breath,
Grasp my hand,
Walk in,
Never to return again. 

—Ryan Swanson




Untitled 

Their feet stepping one in front of the other, as they raced down the hill. They clothing muddy, bloody and torn but it was the end of their journey. They reached the doorway, and just as they did the old man opened it. His eyes just barely twitched with suprise and mortification that there was only two of them left instead of seven. One had a trail of dried blood coming from underneath his hat and the other one stared at him with dead eyes. They both were aged beyond their years from the last time he had seen them which was little less then a year, he hadn't expected the quest to take so long. They handed him the red drawstring bag and he looked inside, he barely raised his head to look back at them. He tried to nod his head in appreciation and in respects for their loss. So much loss for his gain of power and life. He went back to his table and grabbed the two bags of coins and pressed it into both the boys palms. They just stared back at him with bloody lifeless eyes. There was not very much left for them, a waste of coins he thought. He gave them one last look then turned his eyes to the bag and slowly closed the door, and didn't open it again. 

—Jessica Fischer
	So I was busy this weekend ok? 

Before I go
I must return.
My book is not yet finished.
This chapter is not yet gone.
My life is a different story.
A tale not for the weak of heart.
It came from a different novel.
An essay dropped from the shelf of time.
And broken from those pages.

—Justin N.

Coma 

They shake me 
trying to wake me
too late 
they break me
into pieces 
I'm gone
but not for long
I'm told it's hopeless
but they don't know
what I can hear
I wish this was a dream
one from which
I could wake up and scream
what's happening to me
why doesn't anyone care
where's all the love gone 
the memories we shared
the pictures fade 
as I lie here

unable to see
wishing to be awake
to be set free
from this curse of a life
I'm stuck here
unable to move
come on now
I have nothing lose
they stop coming
stop talking
please don't give up on me 
I need you here
but all they do is leave
no one can hear me
no one feels the intense pain
of a heart broken
by a few words spoken
I feel so alone
wait I am
stuck here in the coma              —Sarah Finstad
	(not titled) 

In the darkness
In the gloom
Perfect dark
Feeling doom

In a corner
In the silence
Hearing voices
Fearing violence

Runs around inside his head
Thoughts of self,
Friends, Family,
Dead

Left alone by friend by foe;
Cast out
No where to go

Friends come,
Worried, seeking,
Runs away
From their peeking

Mind o'ertakes
Paranoia makes
But soon will come trotting home. 

—Justin N. 




