
 

   

L 
E 
X            
I  
C 
O 
N
 

R
ena

iss
an

ce 
 

2005-2
006 

 



 

2  Lexicon  



 

   Renaissance   3 

Lexicon 
Providence School’s  

Literary Magazine  
 
 
 
 
 

Renaissance  
2005-2006 

 
Faculty Advisor: Ms. Alicia Davis 

Editor: Robert Bailey 
 

 
 

 

 
The material featured in this anthology is the sole responsibility 
of the staff of Lexicon. The ideas expressed here do not neces-
sarily reflect the views of Providence School’s faculty, staff, or 
administration.  
 
 
 



 

4  Lexicon  

 

 
 

Table of Contents   

 Editor‘s Note    7                                           

Literature 

 
Metathesiophobia  Victoria Jackson 8 
Statues and Churches Robert Bailey    10                      

A Letter to My Generation Emily Clemons  11           

Comparison Laura Englehardt  14 

Agree to Disagree Lauren Clemons 14  

A Mournful Winter Kristin Towers 15 
Midnight William P. Boyce 16 

Empty Craig Whitlock 18  

Phantoms William P. Boyce 20 

He stumbled across the driveway…   Sam Hursey 20 
Immortal Leah Arnold 22  

Letter Old Friend, Letter Robert Bailey 24  

The Lamppost Rebecca Arsenault 26 

To Fade Leslie Pitman  28 

The Perfect Words Toby Moats 29  

Poison Lauren Clemons 29  
Wish Taylor Remley 30 

The New Kid Brooke Josserand 32 

I Am  Me Anonymous 33 
The Everyday Victoria Jackson  34 

Ode to the Last Piece of Bread Kayla Cobb 36 
Ode to Poetry Samantha Bass 37 

There is Always a Better Kingdom Tim Downey  38 

A Lesson From Stonehenge  Laura Englehardt  39 
A Parable Lindsay Whitwam 45 

Fallible  Victoria Jackson 46  

And to the tree frog Kristin Towers 47 

We are scared as humans James Patrick  48 

Getting Lost Sammie Bass 49 

A Light in the Darkness Toby Moats 50 

Fate Deanna Canino  51  

Time Escapes Katie Parker 52 

Cycle                                                         William P. Boyce             54  



 

   Renaissance   5 

 

Table of Contents (Cont.) 
 
 

Artwork 
Photograph by Victoria Jackson    9 

Photograph by Rebecca Arsenault    17 

Photograph by Kate Rapp     19 

Photograph by Kym Hutchens    21 

Photograph by Kym Hutchens    23 

Drawing by Michael Gray     25 

Photograph by Rebecca Arsenault    27 

Photograph by Kym Hutchens    35  

Pen on Notebook Paper by Wil Begley    53 

Photograph by Victoria Jackson     55 

 

 

Special Thanks 

 

With special appreciation in our hearts and gratitude on every tongue, 

the Lexicon staff of 2006 would like to extend our most sincere thanks 

to the following: 

Ms. Alicia Davis 

Mrs. Chris Mullally 

Mrs. Amanda Davis 

The Creative Writing class 

Providence School Administration and Faculty 

But above all else, we would like to thank the gracious God above, 

without whom, none of this would have been possible. 

*Cover Art -- photograph contributed by Victoria Jackson,.  



 

6  Lexicon  

Lexicon Staff 
2005-2006 
 

Faculty Advisor Alicia Davis  

 

Editor  Robert Bailey 

 

Assistant Editor (HS) Leslie Pitman 

 

Assistant Editor (MS)  Savannah Black 

 

Computer/Layout Editor Kelli Moats 

 

Advertising  Katie Parker 

 Nicole Sundstrom   

 Cait Westlake 

 

Art Editor  Victoria Jackson 

 

Copy Editors Rebecca Eppler  

 Allison Gordon  

 Katie Parker 

 Kelly Moats 

 Cait Westlake 

 

Editorial Staff* Leah Arnold 

 Rebecca Arsenault  

 Savannah Black 

 William Boyce 

 Tiffany Davis 

 Rebecca Eppler  

 Allison Gordon  

 Sarah Jackson 

 Victoria Jackson 

 Kelli Moats 

 Katie Parker 

 Nicole Sundstrom 

 Cait Westlake 

  

  



 

   Renaissance   7 

Editor’s Note 
  
 

 It seems to me that writing and artistic ability come to 

certain people very naturally. Like walking, they seem to be 

natural instincts that are incorporated in the very essence of 

their being; they have the ability to express themselves through 

words or art with amazing facility. Others, like myself, must 

work tremendously hard to create something that even 

resembles what could be classified as writing, even harder for 

something that resembles art. For this reason am I constantly 

amazed at the caliper of artistic ability and the expressions of 

words that flow from our school. But to gain an adequate 

understanding of these incredible gifts, one must understand 

their seemingly everlasting nature. Do we not still ponder the 

works of Plato, Aristotle, and Euripides? Do we not still marvel 

at the wonders of Leonardo, Michelangelo, and Botticelli? It 

seems to me that since their works have lasted such a long time, 

and made such an impact on people around the world, that the 

claim of art/writing's timelessness has some — if not complete 

— veracity. 

 

 I exhort you, my contemporaries, to nourish these gifts 

in order that you may bring praise to the Maker through your 

efforts; maybe in this way it is also possible to create a long-

lasting legacy that will breach the barriers of generations, 

cultures, and even time. 

 

 

 

 

 

  Robert Bailey 
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The Scuppernong and Muscadine are weighted with bountiful 

 generosity,  

And vines twisting like wretched fingers entwine and constrict the 

 very soul.  

Childish laughter dances, impishly disappearing behind the weather-

 worn shed,  

Full of things still unknown. The mystery you wish to keep. You 

 need.  

Azaleas bloom and tumble down and lie in piles of summer snow.  

The wire gate rusts with the blood taken from your knee. Cut right 

 through denim. Wished you could‘ve jumped higher.  

Empires rose and fell in that space behind the kitchen window to 

 shame the Roman antecedents.  

While unseen eyes kept careful watch over future country-builders. 

 World-changers. Potential. 

Forests of bean poles surround, and prospective feasts of peas 

 right-out-of-the-pod entice.  

Mama would scorn later, of course, but right-now was all you could 

 see, blinded by youth.  

Nostalgia will make you yearn will suffocate and press.  

Living in the past, your life will pass you by. Take care.  

Promise me you will.  

Metathesiophobia 
   Victoria Jackson 
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Victoria Jackson 
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Statues and Churches  
     Robert Bailey 

We who statues solemn stand 

Singing, mouthing praise. 

Watch the words, they rise and stop 

Hanging from the rafters caught. 

The wine dark robes red hang 

Hanging wide from opened mouths 

Leading those whose form is bronze, 

Whose form is Iron, Concrete, Marble and Stone. 

 

We who Iron figures sit 

Staring, half-sleep and dead. 

He speaks and speaks to those who will not hear. 

The ears of ours are passed in the plate 

Our ten percent, our giving, loathing 

Collected with the all envelopes white 

And feeling not, we watch the wall. 

Sheep we‘re called, and sheep we are. 

 

We who sit in rows 

The back full-filled, the front cleared all. 

Those who sit when asked 

Respond an ―Amen‖ faint. 

He who speaks behind his wide wood stand 

We who sit behind our long wood pews. 

Courtesy slight a laugh to he 

A murmured cry / bleat to his point finale. 

 

We who statues solemn stand 

Are Matured, adult[erred] minds, 

Not the innocent child inherent. 
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A Letter to My Generation 
      Emily Clemons 

To: You, My Generation 

 

Hello, my name is Emily Clemons. Let me introduce myself. I 

was born in Virginia, raised in Tulsa, Oklahoma, and currently reside 

in Jacksonville, Florida. I was born on September 27, 1988 and am 

currently sixteen years old. At the time of my birth, my dad was in the 

navy. Fifteen months later, my sister was born; her name is Lauren. I 

also have a little brother named Zachary, and he just turned nine. I 

currently attend Providence School; it‘s my sophomore year, and I‘ve 

made many friends. Some of my hobbies include going to the beach, 

shopping, singing (or any other music-related activity), spending time 

with my friends, and doing various things with my youth group. I‘m 

basically your average sixteen-year-old girl. I one day hope to go to 

college and possibly major in psychology – if not psychology, possibly 

musical theatre or English. But this letter isn‘t about college. 

 Growing up, I didn‘t have many friends. In fact, I didn‘t have 

great friends until my freshman year of high school. Childhood and 

junior high were very difficult for me; I had to deal with physical and 

emotional abuse from kids at school; to put it plainly, I was a pretty 

messed up girl by the time I reached my teenage years. I wasn‘t always 

raised in a Christian home. My parents didn‘t start going to church 

until I was child. I always went to the Sunday School classes, knew 

and read the Bible and everything else. Despite all these things, I did 

not have faith in God, and I doubted whether or not He even existed. 

I was willing to do anything for acceptance in the eyes of others and 

myself. The reality of what I was walking into was not clear to me 

until I was fourteen, just about to turn fifteen. I had gone out with 

some ―friends‖ of mine. They told me we were going cosmic bowling, 

but that‘s not where we went. Just a few hours later, I found myself 

stranded, and realized I was the only sober person in the place. In that 

moment, I realized my own vulnerability and knew that this could 

not be my life. I knew that this could not be the life I was supposed to 

lead, the road I was meant to travel. 
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Upon attending a youth conference a few short months later called 

Acquire the Fire, and realizing that God never intended for me to be 

so unhappy, I rededicated my life to Christ! I later heard the story of 

Solomon, and after reading I Kings 3:11-12 (which says ―And God said 

to him, ‗Because you have asked this, and have not asked for yourself 

long life or riches or the life of your enemies, but have asked for 

yourself understanding to discern what is right, behold, I now do 

according to your word.‘‖), I asked God to open my eyes, and He 

certainly did. I knew now why I had to experience all the things I 

went through. If anything, it was to realize how much my generation 

needed God. My generation, I now could see, has a deep hunger for 

more than they‘re giving themselves. And you—yes, you—deserve so 

much more. 

 A couple of weeks after the conference, I had a dream of all 

the things I had experienced throughout my life. I remembered every 

bad thing that happened throughout junior high, and I especially 

remembered that night with the teenagers (who, at the time, were 

about two or three years older than me), and I realized something: 

these teenagers were so lonely and so empty and unfulfilled that they 

were doing anything to fill that void in their lives. It didn‘t matter 

what it took. It didn‘t matter that it was illegal; it didn‘t matter that it 

was morally wrong; it didn‘t matter that they were making themselves 

physically and mentally ill, and slowly killing themselves. None of 

that mattered, as long as that emptiness would go away, if only for a 

little while. These emotions were described perfectly in Lamentations 

1:1-2 which says ―How lonely sits that city that was full of people! 

How like a widow has she become, she that was great among the 

nations! She that was a princess among the cities has become a vassal. 

She weeps bitterly in the night, tears on her cheeks; among all her 

lovers she has none to comfort her; all her friends have dealt 

treacherously her, they have become her enemies.‖ I could not have 

invented a better metaphor myself. They were terribly lonely and 

hurt. They filled themselves with temporary pleasures. Those false 

friends were never there when they really needed them. Proverbs 

18:24 says, ―There are friends who pretend to be friends, but there is a 

friend who sticks closer than a brother.‖ That friend is God! But they 

were all blind to that. 

 I‘m not going to downplay that hurt the teenagers experience. 

I have had more than my fair share of these same experiences. You 

feel alone, empty, like there‘s something missing, and you don‘t know 
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what it is. I know what teenagers turn to, and it breaks my heart every 

time I see someone looking for that thing in life that‘s missing and 

they‘re looking in the wrong places. I‘m telling you, and I bear witness 

to it, God is the only thing that can fill that hole in your heart. He‘s 

always been there, waiting for you to understand, to see, to recognize 

His voice. He‘s calling you! He loves you so much! His Son, Jesus, died 

for you in the must humiliating and painful way. We cannot even 

comprehend His love for us. And He‘s never going to go away. He sees 

you when no one else does and understands you all the time. There‘s 

not one thing that we can do or say that He won‘t forgive or 

understand. Who else loves you that way? Not even your own family. 

You can‘t beat God‘s love and fulfillment; I don‘t care where you look. 

 God wants you to find peace in your life, and He says so 

many times. Psalm 34:14 says, ―Depart from evil, and do good; seek 

peace, and pursue it.‖ John 16:33 says, ―I have said this to you, that 

you may have peace. In this world, you have tribulation, but be of 

good cheer, I have overcome the world.‖ Boy, that second one really 

hits home. This world is cruel, ironic, and, to say the least, completely 

and utterly insane on so many levels. But Jesus has overcome this 

world. If I were you, I would pursue friendship with Him to the 

extreme! Psalm 4:8 says, ―In peace I will both lie down and sleep; for 

thou alone, O Lord, makest me dwell in safety.‖ That‘s how He makes 

me feel. I love Him very much. 

 So please, take heed to the things I‘ve said. Think about them. 

Dwell on them until it sinks in. And most importantly, never be afraid 

to turn to God. 

 

        

  Sincerely, 

Emily C. Clemons 
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Comparison 
   Laura Englehardt 

 

A baby‘s breath, 

Soft on my neck 

Like wind 

Gently nudging 

Through the trees 

Both leave an imprint 

Soft and faint 

As for me 

How will I 

Leave my mark 

On the world? 

 

 

Agree to Disagree 
    Lauren Clemons 

 

In, but not of it is my way of life. 

Trying to be different, but the same, 

Don‘t tell me who I am, I‘ll deny it. 

Don‘t show me what‘s right, I already know. 

Suppose the song is right, we‘re meant for more, 

That‘s what I choose to believe, but that‘s me. 

Now, I can‘t change your mind or change your life. 

I can‘t tell you what‘s wrong, or tell you right. 

Agree to disagree; I‘ll do the same. 

I‘ll keep to myself if I disagree 

Which is sometimes hard for me to do. 

But I will for your sake and for mine too. 
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 A Mournful Winter 
    Kristin Towers 

 

 And I looked up to where there was a chariot coming; 

pony-drawn with chestnut stallions leading the way, and black, 

widowed Mares bringing up the rear of the six. Its carriage con-

tained three boxes—brimming with roses, carnations and lilies 

that wouldn‘t last much longer.  The boxes were bursting with 

the blooms, exposing delicate petals in the frost. They were 

beautiful for a time, as most things are. (Except for people—as I 

digress—for if a person is ever beautiful they should stay that 

way forever.) As the carriage passed me, I stepped back to avoid 

the wake of snow. Only my boot-toes were powdered; I 

watched a few moments for it to melt. The back read, as I look 

up again, ―Sweet‖ in Catholic letters: the name of the carriage. 
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Midnight 
  William P. Boyce 

 
So slowly time goes by 

Between the apex of 

Both sun and moon in sky 

Surely as fleeting dove. 

 

Lonely I was at night 

Wandering through the park 

Rays of Diana‘s light 

A guide amidst the dark. 

 

The new-found clarity 

Amongst the looming trees 

Familiarity 

A gentle, cordial breeze. 

 

Of red and orange they fell 

I knew I had to leave 

Suppressed feelings that dwell, 

Solitude, now I grieve. 

 

And to my knees I drop 

Hitting the cobblestone 

Lowered my curly top 

The future clearly shows. 

 

Life teeming with despair 

Tears augment in the mist 

A confidant in prayer 

But no one to assist. 

 

Climbing back on my feet 

The warmth of the sunrise 

Grim hope with this new heat 

God‘s creatures harmonize. 

 

While feelings can‘t be quelled 

All I can do is trust 

For God always upheld 

This lonely piece of dust. 
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Rebecca Arsenault 
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Empty 
 Craig Whitlock  

 

As I caress your cheek 

I can tell there‘s nothing left 

A coldness spreads across your face 

As my lips graced their last touch 

Upon that gentle place 

That once was you 

Your face 

It has lost all color 

feeling 

Once again 

I attempt to bring back life 

Warmth 

With the touch of my lips 

Mine to you 

Still nothing there 

Empty 

Inside I feel your emptiness 

Despair 

How long has it been like this 

Will you always leave me like this 

Alone 

I try with a vengeance to bring you back 

Your lips remain cold 

Frigid 

Inside your icy soul 

Remains 

Hidden from the rest of the world 

Who can see you now 

Closing yourself off from me 

What good will that do you now 

You have already closed yourself 

Your mind 

Your heart 

From me 
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Kate Rapp 
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Phantoms  
  William P. Boyce 

 

I had never seen that shadow before. And yet, it danced. It 

danced in the darkness of my window pane. What its motives 

were, I did not know. Perhaps for pleasure or entertainment; 

Perhaps to communicate something; Perhaps as a warning; or 

Perhaps to confuse me.  Indeed, perhaps it was teaching me not 

to worry about ―Why‖ all the time but simply to watch.  To 

fully take in the rhythmic beats it stomped out on my window. 

And so, I watched.  It was 11:27 pm. 

 
 
 
He stumbled across the driveway… 
        Sam Hursey 

 

He stumbled across the driveway. He looked up at his old 

house, and, remembering the many memories he had inside, he 

decided to go in. Again he realized the house was his no more. 

Everything he saw in there reminded him of his old life. ―You 

win this time,‖ he said. ―Now it‘s my turn.‖ 
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Kym Hutchens 
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Immortal  
  Leah Arnold 

 

My sisters and I 

We are immortal 

Our bodies will die 

Our souls enter the portal 

 

Of happiness and bliss 

Of Heaven‘s sweet kiss 

We all wish to go 

Will you be there, do you know? 

 

My sisters and I 

We are immortal 

When our bodies die 

They enter the Heavenly portal 

 

We each have a ticket 

Which cannot be bought 

You just have to be good 

Or so we thought 

 

But soon we discovered 

There was only one 

To enter the portal 

Of no night, and all day 

 

You have to believe 

It‘s not hard to perceive 

It‘s a gift you receive 

You can take it or leave 

 

Jesus Christ gave his life 

Went through pain, went through strife 

So you and I could become 

Immortal. 
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You just have to believe 

It‘s not hard to perceive 

It‘s a gift you receive 

You can take it or leave. 

 

And when that day comes 

When death calls your name 

Your body will leave you 

But your soul will not chance 

 

You‘ll join me and my sisters 

In that beautiful place 

Because we are immortal 

We‘ve been saved by grace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kym Hutchens 
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Letter Old Friend, Letter 
      Robert Bailey 

 

 

 

Hello again old friend, I write to you. 

Hello again old friend, I‘ll hear from you when? 

I‘ve lost touch and made excuses. 

I‘ve lost contact and done nothing. 

Here‘s my something/nothing to you. 

This is my letter to you, old friend. 

I hope you‘re still out there. 

I hope you still think of me once or twice. 

I wonder if you‘ll read this, 

I wonder what it is to you. 

Old friend it‘s been a while; 

Old friend it‘s been a while; 

Old friend it‘s been a while; 

And I‘m growing older too. 
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―High fives are the coolest!‖  

 

 

 Michael Gray 
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The Lamppost 
   Rebecca Arsenault 

 

 

All marks of distinction quickly fade 

With the arrival of the harsh headlights 

Searching 

 Ever Searching 

For an innocent soul to blame 

 

Shadows slowly return from their hiding places 

As your car drives away 

Leaving a lone lamppost to imitate the day 

 

The sole source of light 

In the darkest part of town 

Is somehow less hostile 

Than the unwillingly known truth 

Of your past 

 

Shallow space is so quick to turn 

From dark to light and back again 

I cannot help but 

Think 

 Ponder 

  Dream 

That maybe I could save you from the fate 

 

Let me be your lamppost 

And chase your shadows away 

I‘ll be willingly set in stone 

I will forever stay 
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Rebecca Arsenault  



 

28  Lexicon  

 To Fade  
  Leslie Pitman 

 

 

You see it from a distance: 

The beginning of a story 

Hibernating, longing to burst forth 

Into the open world 

Desperately desiring to exclaim 

The unfolding of a romance 

 

You want to hear this chronicle 

So you step closer 

Its budding petal luring you deeper, 

Further, into the complex masterpiece 

Of the unfolding story 

 

Slowly, it begins to open 

The vibrant colors burst free from their cage 

The restricted tale is no longer held back 

The bud becomes a work of art 

Fashioned out of rouged ambition 

 

Without warning 

You are pricked by its thorn 

The blood spills bitterly from your heart 

And the fleur of the story unfolds 

One by one the petals 

Are dropped and forgotten 

 

The story has faded 

And in the absence of your curiosity 

It suddenly wishes 

It had never been told 
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The Perfect Words 
    Toby Moats 

 

To kill a tree, to save a fight; 

These simple words will give me might. 

To sit and watch my life astray. 

To think what happened that one day. 

To write will give me much relief. 

About a simple, simple leaf. 

He floats down much unlike the others. 

Like I sit here among my brothers. 

To kill a tree, to save  fight; 

These simple words will give me might. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Poison 
 Lauren Clemons 

 

My heart can‘t take 

the way you look at me. 

It‘s like a poison that will soon 

Kill me deep inside. 

Don‘t come back 

Unless you‘re obligated 

I might just be a servant 

Oh my feelings. 
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Wish 
 Taylor Remley 

 

On the planet Mortix, there lived a beautiful woman 

named Skye Bennett. She had hair of blonde, iridescent red eyes 

which looked out upon the world with contempt, and a sky blue 

cloak, bottom trimmed in red, made with precision to look like 

wild flames. Beneath the cover, Skye wore a short-sleeved shirt 

much like the Chinese would wear, consisting of a myriad of colors 

swirling about. Her floor length skirt was white with black flames 

surrounding her; she also wore tall, high-heeled black boots. 

―Miss Bennett, His Majesty would like to speak with you,‖ 

one of the peasants came to her, asking her to follow him to the 

palace. Only those who wore the cloak of Mortix—signifying them 

as having great virtue—could enter the palace gates and speak with 

the Grand Ruler. Skye walked over to the Grand Ruler and knelt 

before him.  

―Hello, father,‖ she said. He smiled, but Skye saw worry in 

his eyes that would be imperceptible to others. 

―Skye, you are the strongest fighter of all the soldiers in 

the army. You are also immune to every sickness here and on the 

planet to which you are to be sent. I am promoting you to head of 

the Advens, the army. You will be sent to Hexberic to announce 

the commencing of war,‖ he finished with a sigh. 

―I will gladly serve you father, but those fighters don‘t de-

serve to fight beside me,‖ Skye said. With that she stalked out, 

heading for the stables.  

Inside the stables, hay filaments were strewn across the 

ground around an old man. He was the only one left on this world 

who practiced mysticism. As he stood, the plain navy cloak he was 

wearing plummeted to the ground, and he opened his eyes that 

had been ineffectually tampered with.  

―I need the best griffin you have,‖ Skye said. 

―Only the best have not yet been chosen. Take this and hold it 

over the blackness,‖ the mystic said. He handed her a gunwale and 

placed her hand over a dark hold which seemed to descend for 

hundreds of fathoms. Suddenly, from the depth came a majestic 
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creature known as a griffin. She shook her body, throwing a gelati-

nous substance against the walls.  

―She has been just born; name her,‖ the man told Skye. 

―Okay, your name shall be Deseo, meaning wish,‖ Skye 

named the animal. ―Here.‖ Then Skye handed Deseo the gunwale 

which had attracted her. Skye clambered up on Deseo‘s back, sit-

ting astride. The griffin‘s skin, as hard as the carapace of sea turtles, 

would make it easier for Skye to stay seated during the flight. She 

intertwined her fingers with the long, strong feathers, ensuring a 

firm grip.  

The journey from Mortix to Hezberic took about a month, 

and over this time Deseo and Skye had developed a strong friend-

ship. Skye had saved Deseo several times, and Deseo had thwarted 

the enemy once by bringing Skye out alive. They had been able to 

annul a few battles on different worlds by slowly gaining knowl-

edge. Making it through a lot together, the bond Skye and Deseo 

shared was strong and made Skye realize much more of her poten-

tial. 

At Hezberic, Skye had taken the leading role as leader of 

the Advens and conquered the majority of the planet. The last bat-

tle they faced had been quite treacherous. This battle had called 

Skye to become what she truly was, an ember chanter, or one who 

controls fire. Skye had watched too many of her followers fall and 

had enough of this planet‘s belligerence. She stood before a par-

ticularly strong warrior from Hezberic. He lunged forward and 

sliced her forearm with a spear; she cried out in anger. With this 

anger came the power to control fire; it immediately became a sec-

ond sense to her. 

Sky chanted a mantra, and flames encased her body. Be-

cause she was an ember chanter, she was immune to the heat of 

fire and could not be harmed by the flames. Fire seemed to grow 

from Skye and spread toward the Hezberic army. The fire emanat-

ing from her body swept around the planet and destroyed all of the 

people who wished to wage war with Mortix. 

The fire died down and seeped back within Skye. She 

sighed and fell back against Deseo who had come to support her as 

she gained her bearings. Skye somehow knew this day would come 

before it actually came. Somewhere within her, Skye had always 
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known she was set apart from the others on Mortix. Then, she re-

alized her cloak was the only one on the planet that had flames 

sewn onto the material. The commoners each had a navy cloak, 

and those esteemed few had plain, sky blue cloaks. She had always 

been different, but it took the friendship of a griffin and the war 

with Hezberic to bring out her true self.  

Her talents, which she finally learned to control and 

wield, began with a single wish. 

 

 

 

 

 

The New Kid 
   Brooke Josserand  

 

As I walk down the hall 

I think why did I wear this 

Or who are the cool kids, 

Or who should I avoid? 

Not that anyone would say hello. 

 

I don‘t know any people here 

Because I haven‘t talked to anyone 

And no one has talked to me 

If someone looks at me 

They quickly turn away or flash a fake smile. 

 

No one cares who I am. 

No one would notice if I wasn‘t here. 

No one would miss me. 

I wouldn‘t normally care, 

But it has been like this for three years. 
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I Am Me  
   Anonymous 

 

I‘m breaking free, I‘m letting go 

I‘ve decided to let the real me show. 

I no longer care for your fitting-in game 

This heart of mine, no man can tame 

 

I‘m unique and different, I‘m living my life 

I can deal with it all, from the laughs to the strife 

To change myself, simply to be live you 

Would be faking a person who isn‘t true 

 

I‘m going against the grain, swimming upstream 

You think you affect me, or so it may seem 

But my identity is not based on you 

Why should I copy everything you do? 

 

So now I hope you can finally see 

How happy I am, just being me. 
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The Everyday 
   Victoria Jackson 

 

More twists than O. Henry 

More irony than Shelley 

More wit than Austen 

More sentiment than Dickens 

More suspense than Poe 

 

Here‘s to that which inspires the greatest of stories: 

The Everyday 
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Kym Hutchens 
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Ode to the Last Piece of Bread 
      Kayla Cobb 

 

The last piece 

who 

some call 

a fortunate soul 

but 

is really 

destined for 

a lonely life. 

While 

the other 

pieces 

die their 

young 

deaths in 

pale pairs, 

the last piece 

is 

destined 

To rot 

alone and moldy 

days after the 

others‘ deaths. 

Making him 

An old, Lonely, scared man. 
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Ode to Poetry 
   Samantha Bass 

 

I hate you, poetry 

You are the exoskeleton of the dead beetle on my  

 windowsill— 

Terrorizing, terminating and tediously tearing down  

 everything with your temper. 

I hate you, poetry 

Paperweights, paperweights, paperweights 

Should be thrown at you with fury 

Porcupines dance up and down your back 

Because their quills are filled with hate toward you. 

You make road runners shilly-shally 

When they should be running free 

Reading you is like getting run over by a garbage truck on a 

 humid day. 

I hate you, poetry 

Zeus should curse you and use all of his lightning bolts to 

 smite you— 

The pizza Curtis hands me in the lunch line is gold compared 

 to your disgusting 

Lines and phrases 

I hate you, poetry 

If I were a super hero, I would zap! Soom! Boom! Kabam you! 

 You villain! 

Toads appear sweet and beautiful, and corpses look lively in 

 your hideous presence— 

Poetry, you make every cell in my body scream with terror. 
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There is Always a Bigger  
Kingdom 
  Tim Downey 

 

 In a land not so far from far away lived a king. This 

particular king had a decent amount of wealth. He had 

thousands of acres of land, and yet he wasn‘t satisfied. One day 

he consulted himself, for, according to his own brainless vanity, 

no one else in his castle was worthy of consultation. ―Do I need 

more land?‖ he asked his reflection. ―Yes, of course!‖ he replied. 

―Do I need more wealth?‖ he asked, again to his reflection. ―Of 

course you do!‖ he declared. For days he consulted himself in 

this manner, unsure of how to advance his plans, until finally 

the idea dawned upon him to seek advice from his generals. 

Very soon after their meeting, the king sent all his armies to 

capture the wealth in all of the countries, killing everyone in 

sight, he took all the riches they collected and moved it into his 

castle. He was then temporarily please and decided to go to 

sleep. 

 The next morning, he awoke to find all his riches still 

shiny but not quite as pleasing as it way the day before. He got 

out of bed and walked onto the upper deck of the castle. He 

looked down from the deck and noticed a great multitude of 

men with armor and weapons flooding through the gates. 

―Those are not my men…‖ he said aloud. There was no one in 

the room, but he had grown accustomed to talking to himself. 

He realized, after a good amount of thought,  that his kingdom 

was under attack. So he hid in his treasure until the men found 

him and stripped him of everything he had, including his 

kingdom. 

 There was known to be a great king in a kingdom far 

away. When that king found out that the king from a land not 

so far from far away had grown greatly in wealth, he consulted 

himself to steal that wealth. 
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A Lesson From Stonehenge 
               Laura Englehardt 

 

 Family vacation. I sank deeper into my mound of pillows 

and sighed. My parents had just broken the news at dinner. The 

reactions had been slightly varied, but one destination was known, 

dread was the consensus. My eight-year-old brother claimed it 

would be boring, and my almost eighteen-year-old sister 

considered it cruel and unusual punishment to be stuck with her 

family on her eighteenth birthday and not with her boyfriend. 

What a shame. As for me, I had a whole summer planned out just 

the way I wanted it, and, let me tell you, a family vacation just 

didn‘t make the list. Nevertheless, my parents were adamant. We 

were going. Our plane left the next day at eight a.m. Destination-

England. 

―I want the window seat! Mom! Emma won‘t let me have 

the window seat!‖ the screams of my little brother echoed through 

the crowded corridors of the plane. With a stern look from my 

mom, I begrudgingly moved over a seat. Satisfied, Cody 

sequestered himself in the seat, complete with my pillow and 

blanket. 

―Mom, Cody took my blanket,‖ I whispered, annoyed. The 

only acknowledgement I received was a nasty look from Claire 

that shouted her embarrassment, characteristic of any older sister. 

I turned away from her priggish eyes and crossed my arms. For the 

remainder of the flight, I sulked in the cramped middle seat 

between my irritating brother and contentious sister. It was a long 

flight. 

The air was crisp and exciting as we exited the Heathrow 

airport. I adjusted the strap of my backpack and helped Cody with 

one of the suitcases. Claire pranced ahead with my mom, 

frantically discussing all the illustrious sights that she needed to 

see. For someone who didn‘t want to come, she sure seemed to be 

enjoying herself. Hmmph. I scanned the scenery as we strolled 

down the packed streets. My dad hailed a cab, and we all piled in. 

We were headed for a hotel.  

―Emma! Look how bouncy this bed is!‖ Cody cried as he 
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sprang up and down on the once neatly-made downy comforter. 

―Cody! Get down from there! Mom‘ll have a fit!‖ I hissed. 

He gave me an as-if-I-care look and continued bouncing. I 

shrugged, though I knew I would be responsible. I didn‘t know 

why my parents insisted on putting all of the kids in the same 

room. I began to unpack, hoping to obtain the best drawers before 

Claire arrived with all her reasons why she needed the better 

drawers, starting with ―my clothes are better than your nasty rags,‖ 

and ending with ―because I‘m older, that‘s why.‖ I had heard them 

all. After unpacking, I laid down on the non-rumpled bed and 

flicked on the TV to see what was on. I had missed my daily 

viewing of Days of Our Lives, and I was due for some juicy soap 

opera drama. Just as I had finally settled on a station, Claire 

entered the room. 

―Why did you unpack?‖ she inquired brusquely. I 

shrugged, my eyes never straying from the set. ―You know that 

we‘re leaving tomorrow, right?‖ I didn‘t give Claire the satisfaction 

of a reaction, but inwardly I was groaning. I was wondering where 

we were going, but I would never give her the pleasure of knowing 

that she had gotten my attention. Luckily, Cody spoke for me. 

―Where are we going?‖ he asked over his shoulder, half 

attending. 

―Mom said it‘s this place called Salisbury in Wiltshire.‖ I 

looked at her out of the corner of my eye and noticed that she 

wasn‘t even looking at me for a reaction. It must have been the 

truth. 

 

―Where‘s that?‖ Cody asked, once again only paying half 

attention. 

―Stonehenge.‖ She answered smugly. She had finally 

snagged my attention. 

―Stonehenge? Really?‖ I asked, all thoughts of the TV and 

all its juicy emotions fleeing from my thoughts entirely.  

She nodded and sat down primly on the paisley quilt. She 

scanned the sea green bed room with little interest. I knew what 

she was thinking: tacky. I knew, because for once, I agreed. The 

green walls were adorned with pictures of locations that I had 

never seen before, and the windows were festooned with tawdry 
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paisley curtains that matched the ones on the beds. The room 

contained two queen sized beds and a dresser table in the space 

between. The dresser was mahogany, and the TV sat on top. The  

table was also mahogany, but the door was cherry wood. Guess 

they never heard of veneers, for the sitting area was all cherry 

wood. The one window was minuscule and covered with an 

ancient, grimy screen. I cringed inwardly and pulled my feet from 

the soiled, emerald carpet. It was the kind of hotel that I expected 

to be crawling with roaches and spiders. I shivered. Good thing it 

wasn‘t—at least it wasn‘t.  

I pulled my mind from the décor and on to the preposition 

of seeing Stonehenge. I  had learned all about it in history class, 

and I had even done a paper on it. I must have lost my desire to see 

it because of all of the research I had to do. I never thought I 

would actually see it. My excitement was waning. Maybe Claire 

was right: this vacation was a total loss. 

After a dinner that sat uncomfortably in my stomach and a 

restless night of sleep, I was excited, not to see the Stonehenge, but 

I was past ready to be there. I was thankful to be leaving the dump 

of a hotel, and I think everyone in my family felt the same way. I 

heard my dad give a great sigh of relief once we had crossed the 

threshold into the brisk London air. This was significant because 

my dad had grown up poor, and he had never complained about 

anything. He was always striving to give us the life he never had, 

but I never heard him insult his parents or the way he was raised. 

It was just what it was.  

As we hailed another cab, I began to get antsy. It was a 

good many hours to Stonehenge, but I was past ready to be there. 

In the cab, Cody and I squabbled, got scolded by Mom and Dad, 

and I was insulted by Claire informing me that I was never going 

to grow up and that I was the most immature sixteen-year-old she 

had ever met. I tuned her out, like I always did, but a few words 

snuck in. I wasn‘t that immature; Claire and Cody just brought out 

the kid in me.  

Once we arrived at Stonehenge, I forgot all about the strife 

in the car. The place was magnificent. I wasn‘t as annoyed to be 

there as before. The day was perfect; the sun was shining, and the 

air was warm, but not too warm. I spun around in a little circle and 
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while dashing through the mass of people. Claire and my parents 

were nowhere to be found, but I couldn‘t have cared less. Since it 

had taken us so long to get to Stonehenge, the sun was just starting 

to set and the image of the sun‘s brilliance penetrating the stones 

was breathtaking. As I stumbled to find a place to sit without 

taking my eyes from it, I tripped over something. Tearing my eyes 

from the sun, I glanced to see the object that caused my focus to be 

disrupted. It was a large stone. Curious, I picked it up. It weighed 

about twenty pounds. I lifted it up, and something underneath 

caught my eye. I bent down and picked up a thin book. I was 

careful, for it was falling apart and looked as if it had been under 

that rock for many years. The cover was yellowing along with the 

pages. I turned it over. Mayla‘s Diary was written in calligraphy 

across the worn burgundy jacket. Intrigued, I opened the front 

cover.   

 

                                      
 June 25, 1435 
Dear Diary, 

I abhor change! We have recently relocated to this god-
forsaken place so my mother gave me this diary to keep my 
thoughts in. I am terrified. Mother says we had to go; she could not 
take it with Father gone. The memories were simply too strong. A 
portion of me agrees, but the other portion misses those memories, 
for they were all which remained. The people here are peculiar. 
I‘ve made a few acquaintances, albeit tentatively. Mother claims 
this is an adventure. I am always ardent for an adventure, but this 
one adventure that I wish to forgo. The people treat me 
incongruously, and I desire just to be left alone, but they seem to 
enjoy being amid my company at all epochs. One day, I trailed one 
of the men, for they were all disappearing at predictable hours 
during the day, and I saw a horrific sight. I saw— 

 
―Emma! Emma, where are you?‖ I heard Cody calling to 

me. I jolted out of the world of the diary just in time. I jumped 

from my place on the smooth rock and pocketed the diary just as 

he approached. ―There you are. Dad said that we‘re leaving, but 

we‘re coming back tomorrow.‖ I nodded and crammed my hand 



 

   Renaissance   43 

into my pocket to hide the bulge as I followed Cody to where my 

parents and Claire stood waiting. I avoided eye contact with Claire, 

sure she was going to make a caustic remark. We trudged silently 

to the cab and piled in. Most of the family was exhausted, but I was 

preoccupied. Thoughts of Mayla, her mother, and her world 

swirled in my head. I couldn‘t wait to extract more thoughts and 

memories from between the pages and Mayla‘s mind.  

 The ride to our new hotel dragged by, but we eventually 

made it. I waited for Cody and Claire to drift off into dreamland 

before reopening the chambers and secrets of the diary.  

 

 I saw one of the men stalking toward a small cave. I 
followed close behind and entered the cave. Inside, I heard many 
voices. I did not know where they were coming from, but my 
curiosity was piqued. I crept to the edge of the precipice and 
peered over. The man I had pursued had disappeared to the realms 
below, so I was unafraid of being caught. I strained to distinguish 
their words. What I did understand made me shudder. Those men 
down there, there were probably fifty or more of them, were 
planning a murder! I stifled a gasp and attempted to hear more of 
their plan. I was spared from more details, for there was a loud 
clatter that drew all of their attention. Frightened, I fled. When I 
returned to our village, I went in search of my mother and spilled 
the whole story to her. To my shock and dismay, she did not 
believe me. I knew that I had to find a way to prove what I had 
seen.  
 
 I stifled a gasp and turned the page. This was getting 

interesting. I wondered if Mayla ever found out what happened. 

Captivated, I reentered the mind of Mayla to discover the rest of 

the story.  

        

 June 27, 1435 
Dear Diary, 

I do not know what action I should choose. Should I try to 
tell the chief, hoping that he is not also in the conspiracy, or do I 
just conceal the information, hoping nothing occurs? I am very 
perplexed. Well, I have made a decision. I am going to do neither. I 



 

44  Lexicon  

am going to find out what is going on myself. 
       
 June 28, 1435 
Dear Diary, 

I took an action! I found out who they are going to 
murder! I followed the chief to the cavern and eavesdropped on 
their plans! I discovered that the man to be killed was my father! 
You must know, my mother and I had assumed that my father was 
already dead. He had disappeared many months ago and we had 
not heard anything from him. Once I heard this plan, I knew that 
something needed to be done. First, I had to find out where my 
father was located. Once I had discovered that, I had to go there. I 
heard the men mention Salisbury. Convinced that was the 
location, I departed immediately for my father. It took me half a 
day to arrive in Salisbury, and my father was nowhere to be found. 
I searched all of the huts and inquired of all the inhabitants of the 
village. When I received no affirmative answer, I departed once 
again to return to my home. On my trek back, I passed a 
mysterious place. It was a wide expanse of earth, but the peculiar 
thing was, huge stones were arranged in a circle. The stones were 
massive and, as the sun was setting, a stunning light hit my face. In 
the midst of this splendor, I heard a desperate shout. Something 
inside of me recognized my father‘s voice. Everything within me 
hurdled into action. My father was in trouble. I raced around the 
huge stones and found him. He was cowered in the fetal position as 
two men hovered above him with hatchets and knives. I 
shuddered, but I knew what I had to do. I grabbed one of the 
stones that had been threatening to trip me on my race to my 
father‘s aid and started to strike the man surrounding my father. 
They began to chase me, but my father discouraged them by 
knocking them to the hard, unforgiving ground. They groaned and 
rolled, but quickly recovered. They resumed their chase, but once 
again, my father was waiting for them. He struck them to the earth 
and this time, they didn‘t move. I knew that we would be 
victorious and we were! We returned home and Father and 
Mother and I moved back to our old town. Everyone was happy 
once again. All because of Stonehenge.  
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 I sat still, my mouth agape. Mayla was so brave. I never 

realized how important history was.  

 As I stood near the massive stones the next morning, I 

realized that Stonehenge wasn‘t quite as boring as I once thought. I 

also realized that, as I stood there next to Claire, watching the sun 

rise, family was important and as much as I tried to dislike them, 

they were a part of me and always would be. As that realization 

overcame me, I grabbed Claire‘s hand. She looked at me strangely, 

but I didn‘t let go. As I stood there, basking in the sunlight and 

holding my sister‘s hand, I knew that Mayla would have been 

proud.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Parable 
  Lindsay Whitwam 
 

One day Marty Mule was walking along the dusty road. As he 

was singing himself a song and skipping to the beat, Sam 

Stallion galloped to him. He looked down at Marty Mule and 

neighed, ―Nice walk. Us stallions look nothing like that. We‘re 

full bred, not mutt like you.‖ Just as Sam Stallion was about to 

speed away, Harriet Horsefly came and stung him right on his 

nose! Sam Stallion neighed out in pain and galloped crazily 

down the road. Harriet Horsefly buzzed over to Marty Mule 

and said, ―From a distance, he looks a lot like an as—donkey 

himself. 

 

Moral: Little friends prove great friends. 
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Fallible  
      Victoria Jackson 

 

Nonsensical 

There‘s really no other word. 

Ridiculous 

I guess there is. 

Irrational 

It‘s not like me, I know. 

Illogical 

I never thought I‘d see the day. 

Unreasonable 

Sometimes it can‘t be helped. 

Absurd 

It seems I‘m not immune 

Preposterous 

To the occasional display of 

Emotion. 
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And  to the tree frog… 
     Kristin Towers 

 

And to the tree fog 

Who sleeps so soundly 

Who treats his gods with dignity 

And wants to love more than 

Anything else in world 

Who simply wants to be 

kissed 

I wonder how 

You belong here 

Because you are so sad in the smog around you 

And the wholesome war that thrives on 

Matters filled with politics and hunger 

I have never been 

More attracted to you than I am 

At this moment 

 

You little well-spring of emotion and good advice 

I look to the window for your presence 

And wonder where you are when I can‘t find guidance 

From your bulging eyes 

And sticky throat 

I set my sights on you 

Toward the sun like a golden-green Osiris 

Pen in hand 

And I drip ink across my fingerbeds 

Across the lines on Tinkerbell‘s face 

And across the history book of a tell-tale receipt 

You‘ll never have to balance. 
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 We Are Scared As Humans 
      James Patrick 

 

We are scared as humans. 

Scared of what‘s real. 

We are quick to accept lies before truth. 

Scared of failure to the point 

Where you won‘t try new things. 

Scared of new relationships. 

We won‘t go out on our own. 

Quick to say you can‘t. 

Before you even try. 

Scared of good things in front of you. 

You may think it would hurt you… 

Or steer you wrong. 
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Getting Lost 
   Sammie Bass 

 

(In response to Emily Dickinson‘s ―There is No Frigate Like a 

Book‖) 

 

With each page, 

It becomes a blur— 

The life I knew 

Slips away. 

 

Lost in the font of Courier New 

Are dragons and princes— 

Pirates and lost love— 

An adventure is what my life has become, 

 

And just as I jump off the plane 

  into a waterfall, 

I‘m startled by reality— 

I haven‘t left my room at all. 
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A Light in the Darkness 
      Toby Moats 

 

Annually, the lights are always up there. 

Blink, blink, blink they go in the dark of the night. 

Red, yellow, blue, green in all different colors. 

To see them out would give my heart a fright. 

 

In the times of sad and much harsh feelings, 

The beautiful light always gives me hope. 

The cheerful colors flashing constantly, 

To see them out; I don‘t know how I‘d cope. 

 

I imagine an old man to live there. 

Old, retired, and as sweet as could be. 

Living his life to the fullest as he is, 

Old and kind, just how I would wish to be… 
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Fate 
 Deanna Canino 

 

Wanting for my life to be perfect 

Wanting for it to be great 

But where is wanting going to get me 

Why not trust in fate 

 

Will fate get me anywhere 

The place that I want to be 

The dream that I‘ve wanted 

The dream that I can‘t see 

 

And when it does come true 

When it all is real 

It will mean everything to me 

It‘s nothing I want to steal 

 

With the lights and the cameras 

I know it‘s where I belong 

You can‘t forget that Hollywood sign 

It‘s what I‘ve been wanting all along 

 

Every day I would think of it 

And sometimes it would make me cry 

But I know one day I will be there 

And I won‘t have to tell myself a lie 

 

But not just yet 

No, not so soon 

Right now I want to live a few years 

Not be stuck in my own little cocoon 

 

But eventually I will have no dreams 

Because everything will be great 

I will have the life I wanted 

Just by believing in fate 
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Time Escapes 
   Katie Parker 

 

 

Everyone asks 
Where did the time go? 

How could we “lose an hour” in a second? 

 

We already feel 
That there is not enough time 

In a lifetime 

Or even a day 

So how could we let a precious hour escape? 

 

We consider time 
A blessing, a strength 

When it has proven to be 

A curse, a weakness 

 

We get so wrapped up in the idea of time 
That it controls our lives 

 

We allow it so much worth 
When it should have no value 

To our existence at all 

Because time doesn’t matter when we have eternity 

Yet to spend 

 

My central question is 
How can time escape us 

When we cannot escape time? 
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Wil Begley 
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Cycle 
     William P. Boyce 

 

Snatched quickly in the mist 

Given no time for goodbye 

Callously lifted high with no regard 

Fear takes over as it is pulled to the apex of its journey 

Individuality for the first time experienced 

Abruptly stopped and collected 

Once again it must share 

With all, for all, in all 

It is taunted and teased about the rest 

Sadness engulfs it as it feels weightlessness 

Anger pushes it with firmness and expression 

Only to find itself on a crash course to death 

With determination and willingness to give itself to fate 

One last breath taken, its final prayer said 

Thrown headlong, breaking into a thousand pieces 

The pitter-patter and pouring of rain 
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Victoria Jackson 
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