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A BOUT THE WRITTEN M IND 
The Written Mind features stories, poems and artwork created by students of Wilmington High 
School.  Many of the works in this issue were writ ten during November of 2017 as part  of  
Nat ional Novel Writ ing Month.  For more information, visit  ht tp://www.nanowritmo.org. 
Special thanks to Mr. Miller for curat ing most of the student artwork in this issue and to Mr. 
Mison for seeing that this issue found a home on WHS's website.

Brandy Andrews is a senior.  She started writ ing in seventh grade as a coping mechanism and 
has been hooked ever since. 

Shelby Ceci is a senior.  She began drawing because she wanted to be a cartoonist.  She also 
writes sometimes.

Kirre Christensen is a junior.  He writes to show how he views the world as a "terrible place" 
and called himself a "modern muckraker."  He also enjoys "spinning chairs" and pett ing his cat.

Rachel Day is a senior.  She writes in order to express herself in ways that she cannot verbalize 
in everyday speech.

Dakota Dyer is a junior.  His advice to others is to enjoy life when you can hear it .

Jacob Fisher is a junior.  He has nine cats, with such names like Puddy, Cat Tomasula, and Toes.  
He also excels at t racking people down and discovering biographical details about them.

Liz Henderson is a senior.  She loves reading and writ ing but claims to be "bad at it --the writ ing 
part , not the reading."  She also enjoys knit t ing.

Emma Kreitz is a senior.  She began writ ing due to her obsession with Harry Potter.  She also 
enjoys making art .

Mr. McGee helped found the Literary Club to showcase students' art ist ic talents.  He is looking 
forward to his 20th year teaching in District  209U.

Armella Miller is a sophomore.  She's been writ ing since November, due in large part  to the 
encouragement of her friend Brand Andrews.

Mr. Miller contributed several pictures of student art  to this magazine.  He enjoys being 
outdoors and occasionally writes.

Mr. Mison oversaw uploading this magazine to the school's website.  He enjoys fast pitch 
softball and spending t ime with his daughter.

Abby Morgan is a senior.  She hasn't  always writ ten poetry, but she has writ ten over 20 poems 
in the last couple of months.

Lexi Orr is a junior.  She enjoys writ ing and art , and she hopes to enlighten the minds of others.  
She is also a huge fan of Vincent van Gogh.

Brandon Ward is a sophomore.  He began writ ing just to see if he could.  He enjoys arts and 
crafts and is technically a YouTuber with his hit  "My Edited Video."



Laundry

by Abby Morgan

Laundry is a never ending cycle

That rages on every day

For no matter how much work 
is done,

It  never seems to end

Day after day

Cycle after cycle

More and more

Just pile right up

The pile grows

Until it  overflows

And your supply

Has run to nothing

But every day

We slave away

To the laundry

That we're subject to



5

Pain

by Abby Morgan

For every living person

Pain is quite unique

For some can handle much

While others can only shriek

Pain also comes in many forms

The mind, the body, the emotions

Each form has a special twist

Like a one of a kind pot ion

It  can break down an able body

For days, years, even life

It  can infect thoughts and feelings

Now filled with anger and spite

All these types rage rampant in us

Through the day and through the 
night

And for all of eternity

We will lose the unfair fight



Alien Species

by Brandon Ward

Urient - singular Urien - planet sized, non-definitely 
shaped, and parasitic. These beasts are capable of 
destroying entire solar systems in just a few decades, 
rendering them down into giant disks of rubble. The 
Urient are also capable of manipulating the world around 
them through the power of their minds. This ability is 
mainly used to enslave, mutate, and control those species 
and convoys unlucky enough to run into an Urien when it 
isn't dormant (or at all). These beasts consume by 
burrowing into the hearts of planets, destroying them 
and enslaving any creatures the planet holds. Starting at 
the outermost edge of a solar system the Urien destroys 
each planet one by one until it finally reaches the star or 
stars at that system's center. It then absorbs the 
electromagnetic and heat energy of the star (artificially 
preventing said star from collapsing under its own mass 
by as of yet unknown means) forcing the star to morph 
into the state of a black dwarf in a matter of centuries. 
While feeding off of a star the Urien is said to be in a 
"Dormant" state. While in this state the Urien doesn't 
move at all, instead it commands any minions it acquired 
to do its bidding. The Urient are well known among 
Underworld businessmen as being the most reliable 
sources of raw materials in the Universe.

*  Damned - The souls of people who have been 
consumed by the Urient are sent to Nihilus where they're 
forcefully twisted and deformed into the damned by that 
world's energy. These souls spend eternity wandering the 
barren landscape, searching for untwisted that can take 
their place.
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Best  Fr iends Don't  Lie, Right ?

by Brandy Andrews

When I dated my first boyfriend, 
Kyle, I was so happy. We were like that 
cliched romance movie that every 
boyfriend hates but they go just because 
their girlfriend wants to see it. We didn't 
know each other for a long time at that 
point, but it felt like we have known each 
other forever. Long story short, he wasn't 
who I thought he was. I didn't have a 
serious relationship for the next two 
years.

Trent was such an amazing guy, he 
really was. I would've stayed with him if 
he didn't cheat. We had a lot more in 
common that what me and Kyle had in 
common. Trent was my longest 
relationship at 2 months and a week. I 
broke up with him on his seventeenth 
birthday. I didn't want to end us, I found 
out he was cheating on me with my 
former best friend. I stayed with Trent for 
another month after I found out because 
we talked about it.

He gave me his passwords and 
everything so I could make sure, but it 
was my mistake. I told him that I didn't 
want his passwords because I trusted 
him and I knew he wouldn't make the
same mistake twice. Boy, I was so wrong. 
I thought that I didn't deserve that sort of 
treatment, so I thought that I should 
have a chance to hurt him almost as 
much as he hurt me. I remember that 
night, I was debating whether I should go 
through with it or not. My emotions were 



skyrocketing so high that night. I was in 
tears, I was drowning in my own 
personal river. I told him that this things 
were hard and I thought that he would 
pick up the hint, but he was oblivious.

He kept calling me and I kept 
ignoring his calls. I remember that I 
answered it once and he asked me what 
I meant by "hard things". Right after I 
opened my mouth to say something, I 
realized that I didn't have the words to 
tell him what I meant or why I was doing 
it. I hung up right after he asked me. I 
didn't have the guts, I texted it to him. 
That gives you some idea of how 
pathetic I am. Breaking up with 
someone in a text, I'm THAT person. I 
didn't realize exactly what I was doing 
for a while.

After it was all done, I looked back 
at my call logs. Twenty-three missed 
calls from Trent. We agreed to be 
friends, it lasted for a while. That is until 
I realized that I started to get jealous 
about any girl that he would talk about. I 
cried for weeks, that 's when I started to 
change. I started to ignore anyone that 
would try to talk to me. I could only talk 
to my best friend, Ray, about hard 
things like that. This was way before I 
met Carley.

I called Ray and invited him over, 
that is when I finally told Ray about 
Trent and Ray looked like he wanted to 
tell me something, but he was holding 
back. ¨ Hey, are you okay? You're never 
quiet when I tell you something like 
this.¨  This was not the first time that he 
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has heard me rant about my endless boy drama. I talk to Ray like he is one 
of the girls. ¨ Nothing, Jay. Work was just hard last night.¨

This is complete crap, he never acts like this, even when he IS tired, 
he would never shut up. ¨ Sure, how about you tell me the truth now 
instead of lying to me?̈  I am starting to worry about him now, he is 
almost scaring me. ¨ Would you hate me if I told you that I knew? That I 
knew that Trent was cheating on you?̈  I sat on my bed in disbelief. Was 
Ray really implying that he knew that Trent was cheating on me this entire 
time? No, this is just my mind being irrational, Ray is my best friend, he 
would not lie to me like that, or at all.

¨ I know you couldn't lie to me about something like that. You 
wouldn't lie to me at all.¨  He looks down at his white and grass stained 
converse shoes, he wouldn't even look me in the eyes.¨ You really did 
know, didn't you?̈  I could feel the tears creeping up into my tear ducts, 
they're about to pour down my cheeks. I am not going to do this, I am not 
going to cry.

¨ Jay, I am so sorry. I just didn't want to hurt you. I know how much 
you liked him. I just....¨

¨ Stop, I will NOT sit hear and listen to your petty excuses anymore. If 
you really were my best friend, you would've told me to spare me the 
pain. But no, I had to find out on my own and I spent more time with him 
than I should've all because my BEST FRIEND wouldn't tell me what he 
knew about my scumbag of an ex because he was afraid of me getting 
hurt when I am sitting right here fighting back the tears that are wanting 
to spill from my eyes because you wouldn't tell me prior!¨  I really need to 
calm down, this is way too overwhelming for me.

"Just.. Please, just go. I need time to myself, I need to recollect my 
thoughts and put my feelings in check before I make things even worse." 
Ray looks at me for a solid minute and finally realizes that I'm being 
serious and that I won't change my mind. "Okay, I understand, it 's a lot to 
take in. But Jay, just remember that you're still my best friend. I just 
thought that he would change like he said. I told him that if he didn't 
change his ways within three days, I'll tell you because you deserve better 
than him." With that being said, Ray picks up his backpack and leaves with 
his head hanging down.

The very second that Ray steps out of my room, I go to close the door 
and I stop in my tracks. "You know, you know me better than anyone, you 
know how hurt I get. People lie to me and for the most part, I don't really 



care. It hurts a whole lot more to know that my best friend would hurt 
me like this. A best friend split is worse than a break-up in a romantic 
sense." Knowing that I
won't say anything else, I shut the door. Once the door finally closes, I 
lock it. Usually when I'm upset and Ray knows it, he'll follow me back 
into my room until I calm down.

I just can't risk having more complicated emotions and thoughts 
clashing together in the kind of
situation that I'm in right now. For a split second, I put my ear to the 
door to listen for any indication that he might still be there. Sure 
enough, he's playing one of our favorite songs, it 's soft, but I couldn't 
ignore it even if I tried. "You know that I didn't mean to hurt you, all I 
wanted
was to see you smile. It makes me sad that I haven't seen it in a while. I 
can show you a brand new world that no one has never known. It 'll be 
something new that he could have never introduced you to."

Gathering all of my strength, I walk away from the door because I 
know that I'll cry if I continue to listen to that song. Climbing onto my 
bed, I bury myself beneath all four of my fuzzy black blankets. "Jay, can 
you please say something?" I put my earbuds in and turn my music all 
the way up. Maybe if I can drown out his voice, I can suffocate the hurt 
that I feel, too. Finally allowing myself to drift off into a deep sleep, I 
knock out.
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Whatever It  Takes

by Emma Kreitz

?Set?  Hike!? Jason yells out as the ball was tossed into his hands and he whips 
around, looking like he was going to toss it  to me. I put my hands out, giving the 
illusion that I was going to catch it  before turning on my heel, tearing up the grass, 
and lowering my shoulders into the lineman that was hurt ling towards my 
quarterback. He was easily three t imes my size in height, and more than that in 
weight, but his weak knees and wobbly ankles made it  too easy to knock him down. 
One easy swipe of my knee, ever so carefully placed so the refs wouldn?t see, and he 
was on the ground, and I was sprint ing up field.

Jason had passed me by about ten yards, which I caught up to with ease. A 
single defender stood between Jason and the end zone. I slow down to a trot; this is 
his t ime, not mine. I watch as Jason takes a single side step and dances around the 
defender as quickly as it  would have taken for me to bring the guy down. I glance 
the side and see She standing there. She nods with approval and steps away from 
the fence as my coach runs past to celebrate with the team.

That was our eleventh won game of the season. We have the best record in 
the league, and not to be cocky, it  was because of me. I lead the team with tackles, 
and sacks, as well as leading the team with how many touchdowns I have given up. 
Every t ime I get the chance to score, I take a knee, wait  for the next play, and block 
unt il another player reaches the end zone. They need the stats, not me.

There?s about two minutes left  in the game, so my coach pulls me. He 
understands why I play like I do. I don?t go celebrate with my team, even though I 
want to with all of my heart.

The final buzzer goes off and I walk into the locker room without shaking the 
other players hands, or acknowledging the parents in the stands who always 
congratulate me on my game. Once I am inside the locker room and out of sight, I 
remove my helmet. She is standing there, staring at me.

?You came close,? She says, watching me closely.

?Close, but I pulled back,? I whisper, unlacing my cleats.

?I know you want the ball and to score, but that?s not the purpose of the 
program. You are there to make sure the other?s succeed,? She says sternly, placing 
a cold hand on my shoulder. She is my master. Well, kind of. She runs the program 
that I am apart of.

She is named Yana, but I think that is such an ugly name that I just call her She 
most of the t ime. She runs a program called S.K.T. or SKIT as we call it , or at least my 
sector of it . It  stands for street kids with talent. All of the members of the program 
were taken from the street after the war and entered into a series of tests. If you 



passed, you stayed. If you failed, you were either cast away into enemy territory 
or used by the military as shoot ing pract ice. After you pass the test, you move into 
the barracks with the other children who passed and are assigned to different 
places, depending on what you excelled in. I did except ional in the athlet ics 
department of the tests, so I was placed on all of the sports team at one of the rich 
high schools near the capital. My best friend, Melissa, is an except ion to this rule. 
She did so well on the physical and mental tests, including the stress test, that she 
was accepted as the first  female allowed in the military since 2021. Not only is she 
finishing out her schooling at the high school I play at unt il she is ready to be 
shipped out, she isn?t being forced to bare children. None of the other SKIT kids 
have the opportunity to go to school.

?I am talking to you, girl,? She raises her voice at me. I glance up to see her 
crossing her arms and glaring down at me.

?I am cleaning myself up, your highness,? I sneer. Yana was never a street kid 
and was born into a wealthy family that had protect ion all through the war. She 
looked down on all of us kids, especially me. She worshipped Melissa because she 
could destroy anyone in her path, and tolerated the others because they had 
other uses than just physical. Me? I was powerful and talented at reading people?s 
bodies, but not big enough or smart enough to do anything other than run around 
and knock people over.

?You have bathroom duty tonight for that,? She snarls and leaves the locker 
room. I could hear the cleats clicking down the hallway, and the ripe stench of 
sweaty males. I grab my cleats and dart  through the door that leads to the 
basement. Half of the team doesn?t know I?m a girl, and Yana says I need to keep it  
that way. The long, dark hallway sloped downwards slowly. At the end of the 
hallway was a silver and black door. I press the lit t le button on the side and a lit t le 
laser pops out and scans my eye.

?CARTER JANE DOE,? the elevator screams. The door slides open and I step 
through it . I had asked so many t imes for the other master?s to update the system 
so I was just Carter and didn?t have the unnecessary Jane Doe at the end. It  was 
rather insult ing.

I enter the elevator and press the top button. The barracks were about six 
floors below the city. All of the SKIT kids were gathered in the bunks. There were 
different floors with a variety training rooms that we could use whenever we 
wanted.

The elevator descends quickly, faster than it  probably should, but the 
master?s don?t care enough to fix it  because it  doesn?t make a difference if we get 
hurt  or not due to technical difficult ies. It  jerks to a halt  and the doors slide open 
to reveal a long white hallway. The ent ire barrack was painted white because it  
was supposed to make us feel less depressed.
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The hallway ends in a fork, split t ing off to the young adults barracks and 
the children?s barracks. I was never allowed in the children?s sect ion because 
all I did was start  fights and the older SKIT members knew well enough to 
leave me alone. My bunk was in the very back corner, away from everyone 
else, which is the only smart thing Yana has ever arranged. My corner was 
small and dark, and consisted of a single twin mattress on four milk crates and 
a piece of plywood. I was lucky, however, to have mult iple lockers; we were 
given one for each sport  we part icipated in, and since I did so many, I had a 
whole cube of storage to myself.

Melissa was going through my personal locker when I reached my bunk, 
most likely looking for my extra pair of socks. She had huge feet and tore holes 
in hers almost everyday.

?Yana is not happy,? she mutters, st ill rummaging through the mess of 
clothes.

?She is never happy. Have you seen her face? It  looks like someone pulled 
it  so t ight that if you lifted up that mass of hair, you?d find a flap of loose skin 
pulled behind her head,? I laugh to myself.

?Oh shut it . You look like the result  of an ugly boy and roadkill hooking 
up,? she rolls her eyes at me as she finally finds my socks and sits down on my 
bed to pull them on.

?I can?t disagree and being around you doesn?t help make that any less 
not iceable.?

I throw my cleats into my football locker and set my shoulder pads on top 
of the cubes. They were too big to fit  into the lockers, but I can?t complain 
because it  could be worse. I glance around the room to take in my 
surroundings. The other football players that had games tonight were already 
in bed or asleep. They were lucky enough to have avoided She?s lectures. The 
other athletes were either milling around talking to each other, or throwing a 
ball made of extra clothing, playing a makeshift  game of baseball in the limited 
space.

?What t ime do you have training tomorrow?? Melissa breaks me from my 
daze.

?Not unt il noon surprisingly, but I have to get up early cause I have been 
given the wonderful opportunity to do bathroom duty,? I snort , sit t ing on my 
bed as well.

?Dear God. Again? That?s the second t ime this month!? She runs her 
hands through her blonde hair in frustrat ion. She has never been given 
bathroom duty, but she has been kind enough to help me when I was given it  
for a week straight a few months back. It  doesn?t sound like a hard task, but 



when you have to clean two bathrooms on the bunk floor, and the five 
addit ional bathrooms on all of the training floors, it  becomes a lot  of work that 
is both difficult  and smells horrible. The boys in these programs need to learn a 
thing or two about flushing, and the girls need to learn how to clean their hair 
out of the drain.

?I know I have deserved it  in the past, but this t ime, all I did was talk back,? 
I sigh. In the past, I have been given it  for start ing fights, and once I broke a girl?s 
leg because she went into my locker. Yana just hates me and will look for any 
opportunity to torture me.

?Watch out on the third floor. The basketball team is st ill bit ter about you 
being switched to the boys team, and Dean?s new play thing is especially snippy 
when it  comes to you,? Melissa warns as she stands up to return to her bunk. 
She had early training, running five miles before she goes to school to study all 
day, and then returning that evening to do a full body workout and run 15 more 
miles; she did this nearly every day.

As if Dean knew she said her name, he sits up in his bunk, a few beds down 
from mine, and stares at me. I hated him with a burning passion and wanted to 
grab him by his greasy hair and slam his face off the concrete floor a couple of 
t imes. We had dated about a year back and it  had ended badly. He was a few 
years older than me, and was much bigger, but that didn?t stop him from 
abusing me and controlling me as much as he could. The master?s don?t do 
anything to stop the kids from hurt ing each other while they?re in the program 
unless it  becomes a major issue.

One day, he and I were showering after a football game, and he pinned me 
to the t ile wall and proceeded to carve a D for Dean into my back to mark me as 
his with a piece of broken glass. I broke free and beat him so badly I broke three 
ribs, his nose, and dislocated his hip. Melissa found me mid fight and kept watch 
unt il I finished the beat down, then cleaned me up and beat him more to make 
sure he would keep his mouth shut about me being the one to do that to him.

The D had scarred and was a constant reminder as to why I should never 
trust anyone. He cont inued to stalk me and watch me in the barracks, and 
always makes a big deal when my football team plays his. However, he has yet 
to try to lay a hand on me ever since, so I will take that as a win.

I open my personal locker and pull out my white linen shorts and sleep 
sports bra. The white washes my complexion out even more than the white 
walls alone do. I slide into my bed. It  creaks under my weight and I sett le into 
the crater that is shaped like me. The noise of the other kids slowly dies out as 
all of them return to their bunks and at exact ly midnight, the fluorescent lights 
shut off and we?re left  with nothing but darkness.
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Ephem eral

by Rachel Day

?Oh stopping fretting, love. We have a litt le over two years until 
NEWTs come around Lily.? A soft Scottish accent broke through the 
silence that had fallen over the fifth year students enjoying their free 
period after completing their OWLs. Most students were lounging 
around the courtyard or studying under trees, enjoying the rare warm 
weather. But down near Black Lake under a large oak tree laid two girls. 
One with hair as red as fire and the other with hair as white as snow. A 
girl with eyes the color of emeralds and a girl with irises of steel. A 
muggleborn and a pureblood. A lion and a serpent. An unlikely pair at a 
quick glance, but when given a moment, the two girls shared more 
similarities than differences. Both girls were quick witted and 
undeniably intelligence that put them far above their peers. Both girls 
were unwaveringly loyal to those they loved and never turned their 
backs on those they held close to their heart. Both girls were deeply in 
love with books. Both girls were named after flowers. Both girls 
absolutely despised the Marauders.

?But it?s never too early to begin studying.? Lily prompted her best 
friend, angrily pushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. ?Besides, 
Professor Slughorn gave me a list of the potions we are going to be 
making next year. I want to get a headstart on the instructions.?

?I suppose you?re right.? The Slytherin girl caved to her friend?s 
persistent nature and scooted closer to her so that they could share a 
book. Before either girl could begin to read the first instruction, four 
loud voices interrupted their newly formed silence.

?Those bloody idiots. They ruin everything.? Lily scowled, her eyes 
following the source of the noise and a gasp left her lips. ?Oh my god. 
Sage, they are? Severus.? Her voice fell into a whisper of horror as the 
third part of their strange trio was dangled upside by a curse.

Sage Vixen was known for very well kept temper. Her eyes were 
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always sparkling with light and a smile was always seen on her lips. But 
the moment, she saw the Marauders terrorizing Severus Snape, her 
close friend, rage coursed through her veins like a fire in a forest. Lily 
Evans was no better. Anger consumed her entire body, causing her to 
quiver slightly as if she would explode any minute. Together the two girls 
stormed up to the four Gryffindor boys that had made Severus? life a 
living hell for years.

?Put him down.? Lily commanded and the messy haired boy known 
as James Potter grinned lovingly at her arrival.

?Hello Lilyflower. How are you on this glorious day, my love?? James 
questioned.

?Put Severus down. Now.? Lily snapped, not having time for James? 
games. Sage couldn?t wait a moment longer and she pulled out her 
wand, pointing it at the boys.

?Put him down this second or I will be forced to resort to an 
unnecessary use of force.? A look of worry passed over Lily?s face for a 
second at the threat, because she knew exactly what Sage was capable 
of. She was perhaps the best dueler that Hogwarts had ever seen, not 
that she ever showed off in class. She preferred to do her work 
efficiently and keep to herself. Keeping that in mind, the boys were at 
first amused.

?As if you could do a thing to us.? Peter scoffed cockily, rolling his 
eyes. A second later, both he and Remus were sprawled on their asses, 
unable to move and their wands were in Sage?s hand. ?Bloody hell.? The 
shortest boy mumbled from his place on the ground.

?Put down Severus.? Sage commanded and James did what she 
said, still in shock from what he had just witnessed. Lily immediately 
went to check on the Slytherin boy, only to be shoved back harshly. A 
sneer was on the boy?s face.

?I don?t need the help of a mudblood or a blood traitor.? Severus 
shouted, causing gasps to tumble out of the lips of the growing crowd. It 



took Lily ten seconds to process the information and thirteen seconds 
for Severus to storm away. Sage knew because she counted. She 
counted every second, knowing the moment would be important. It 
would be a life changing moment for the two girls.

?Lily? ? James began weakly, his eyes filled with remorse and guilt.

?Don?t.? Sage growled, stepping between her best friend and the 
boy that had loved her since first year. ?You?ve done enough.? Sage spit 
out, watching as Lily ran off towards the castle. ?You are just as bad as 
him.? She hissed before starting to storm away.

?Says the snake.? This time the voice belonged to someone else. 
This time it belonged to Sirius Black, a pureblood that had been sorted 
into Gryffindor and disowned back in fifth year for being a disgrace to 
his family. Sage swallowed her words and started to walk away once 
more, only to stop dead in her tracks. ?That?s right. Run off to your litt le 
Death Eater friends.? He smirked proudly and high-fived James.

?You bastard.? Sage growled, whipping around, only to be held back 
by two taller boys. One being Regulus Black and another being Remus 
Lupin. ?You have no idea what it?s like!? The words silenced the crowd 
like someone blowing out a candle. ?You got it easy.? The snow-haired 
girl cried out. ?You got out. You got to live the perfect life away from your 
freakshow family. You got to run away from all of this.? She scowled.

?You could?ve done the same!? Sirius shouted in response to the 
girl, growing rather defensive of himself and his family issues. ?You have 
no idea what it?s like!?

?I don?t have any idea?? Sage was livid. Rage coursed through her 
veins and a surge of pure magic sent the two boys restraining her to fly 
back ten feet. She stormed up to Sirius and grabbed his shirt in her fists. 
?You got out of there.? Her voice dropped to a deadly whisper. ?Not all of 
us can get sorted into Gryffindor and run off into the sunset with our 
best friends. I was one of the unlucky ones. I had to stay behind.? 
Confusion replaced Sirius? anger. ?I was the perfect daughter. I was a 
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pureblood Slytherin with a promising future. Until I met Lily Evans. My 
best friend. I told my mum and you know what she did? She slapped me 
so hard I was unconscious for the whole day. When she found out I kept 
hanging out with Lily, she and dad started taking out their anger on me 
during the summer months. Torture, the Cruciatus curse, anything 
painful that you can think of. I?ve had it done to me.? She spit out 
venomously, tears flooding down her cheeks. ?You can image what they 
did when they found out that I wanted to be an Auror. That I didn?t want 
to follow the Dark Lord. I was in St. Mungos for a month recovering.? She 
shoved him back, away from her. ?You think you?re unlucky for being 
disowned? I?d kill to be, but then they couldn?t control me anymore. So I 
stay. So I can protect Rose. I take their beatings so they don?t look to her 
as their next target.? Sage frantically wiped away the tears on her 
cheeks, bowing her head. ?So yes I?m a snake. I?m a Slytherin, but I?m not 
a Death Eater. I?m a big sister watching out for her baby sister. I?m a girl 
that would rather die that hurt her best friend.? She bowed her head. A 
warm hand on her shoulder gave her comfort. Sage sunk back into the 
warm and familiar embrace of Regulus Black.



As an Ocean

by Kirre Christensen

?Sinking?

On a boat of broken words, in an 
ocean of despair, help I?m falling 
and I cannot reach air.

I drown, and sink down, down, 
down, the weight of lying 
catching me after all this t ime.

As I lie in bed, dreaming of dying.

?Rivers?

Flowing forever down,

Don?t get caught or one might 
drown.

Eras and eons come and go,

Until the ashes of civilizat ion fall 
like snow.

?Pressure?

Though it  is not Hell, it  might as 
well;

The belly of a whale. They dive 
deeper, my breathing gets 
steeper.

So here I sit  in this prison, was 
this wrought by my own pride?

Or maybe I am stuck in Limbo, a 
great divide.
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As At las

by Kirre Christensen

Forced to carry the weight of the 
world, as well as bearing my own 
burdens. While the rest partake in fun 
and merriment, I am as stone, cannot 
move, cannot bend, all I am able to do 
is break.

So here I stay, holding the sky in place, 
but I t ry to carry it  with poise and 
grace, yet the rest of the living have 
spat in my face. All that is left  is my 
fury, the very thing I t ry to conceal, 
lest the wounds cut deep, and the 
wounds never heal. I am the 
encroaching storm, the sirens that 
wail of impending doom. Yet here I sit , 
while the world goes down and down 
deeper into that endless pit . I can 
never be the harbinger of a new era, 
but I may have yet to light that  torch. 
Sweet release, the call of the void, how 
long do I have to avoid? The Reaper 
takes all, as we walk along the clock; 
maybe I should be glad to be as 
unmoving as rock. Not immortal, 
nothing as such, but perhaps I have 
purpose, perhaps with luck.



There is a certain slant  of Silence

by Dakota Dyer

There is a certain slant of Silence,

When there's no Sound present---

I?m supposed to prefer the Sound

But I enjoy the Lack of Hearing---

There are always people to Hear

But they are all annoying---

I am at loss with my Ears,

But the Silence is nice and calm

A lot can choose to Hear,

But It  can disappear--

There are some who make me Hear

But they just make me Fear.

When there is Noise, my Ears are closed

I'm wait ing, plugging my Ears,

But my doctors gave me Hearing aids

And now I lay on my deathbed.
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Take the Wheel

by Armella Miller

It  was the night of prom, and everything seemed to sparkle in the ballroom, 
but nothing seemed to compare to Charlie. At the Morris Country Club, fairy lights 
were hanging up and tables were full of kids eat ing and drinking. Everyone with a 
date was dancing in the middle of the dance floor. Everyone took a break after a 
slow song was over to eat and drink. Everyone was talking or taking pictures with 
their dates or with a group of friends. 

After the prom, everyone went to an after party, where everyone was dancing 
and having fun and drinking. Then Jenny came walking in on Charlie making out 
with another girl. Charlie looked up and saw Jenny crying.  "Jenny, wait !" he said.  
"It 's not what it  looks like." 

"What does it  look like?" Jenny asked.  "Because it  looks like you were just 
making out with Sandra." She walked away in tears; Charlie just stood there and 
watched her walk away.

The next day, Charlie texted Jenny trying to tell her what had really happened. 
Jenny was debating if she should text him back, hear him out, talk it  out, and figure 
things out. Jenny wanted to find out what had really happened, so she chose to text 
Charlie back. 

This was Charlie's side of the story:  "So here's where it  begins, I was wait ing 
for you and then Sandra came up to me and tells me she has to talk to me in private. 
So she took me into another room and we were both drunk and she just made out 
with me. Then you walked in and never gave me a chance to explain the story unt il 
now." 

Jenny texted back, "So you're telling me that she told you that she wanted to 
talk to you in private and you listened. Why did you go in the room with Sandra?"

"I went in the room with her because I was drunk and plus I wasn't  thinking in 
general, i was stupid."

"Okay, well if you're here to get me back, you got to do better and show that 
you're not going to do it  again or anything like that again, drunk or not. okay? Do 
you promise Charlie?"

"Yes, I promise Jenny."

"Okay, well I got to go, I got some work to do."

"Okay, well I will talk to you later, bye."

The next day at school, Charlie walked up to Jenny to talk to her. However, 
Sandra walked up to them, so Jenny told Charlie, "I have to get to class--talk to you 
later."



"Okay, bye," Charlie said. "Talk to you later." 

After Jenny went to her class, Sandra and Charlie started talking and 
Charlie told Sandra they could only be friends. "Why?" Sandra asked. "Is it  
because of Jenny? You st ill love her, don't  you?" Charlie just walked away and 
went to class. 

After school, Charlie asked Jenny if she wanted a ride home. Jenny said 
sure, but Charlie took her to the spot they first  met.  

"What are we doing here?" Jenny asked him. 

"Well," Charlie said, "this is where I wanted to take you on our 
anniversary before you saw me in the room and stuff."

Jenny just sighed and said, "If you can prove to me you will be loyal and 
committed and faithful, then we can get back together." 

"Okay, I will prove it  if i can," Charlie said. "What are you doing 
tomorrow?" 

Jenny said, "Nothing. Why?" 

"Because I'm going to pick you up at 8:00 P.M. sharp.  So look nice." They 
started heading back because it  was gett ing late. Charlie walked Jenny up to 
her door, kissed her and told her to have a good night before reminding her 
again about his plans for tomorrow. Jenny said okay and told him to have a 
good night, too.  She walked inside her house, and when she closed the door, 
she leaned against it  and smiled, feeling warmth and butterflies inside.  
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The Wr it t en Mind - Subm ission Guidelines

The Written Mind is always accepting submissions for its next 
issue.  The Written Mind is published in late March.

The Written Mind accepts poetry, prose fiction, creative 
nonfiction, essays, reviews, art, photography, comics, and 
other multi-media for publication consideration.

All written work must be submitted in Google Docs (.gdoc), 
MS Word (.doc), or Rich Text Format (.rtf) and submitted to 
The Written Mind through wmcgee@209u.net.  

All multimedia must be submitted in appropriate formats 
either through wmcgee@209u.net or on a USB drive handed 
to Mr. McGee (room 213).

All work must be original and unpublished.  Artists retain all 
rights to their own work and may publish it in other media.

Submissions may include a brief "About the Artist" 
biography (50 words or less), a digital photo, and a link to a 
web page for promotional purposes.  This additional content 
may be included in future issues of The Written Mind, space 
permitting.

Works will be judged anonymously by the Editorial Board.  
There is no limit on the number of submissions an artist can 
make, but it is suggested artists submit only a representative 
collection of no more than six entries for a single submission 
period.

Except for original artwork, submissions will not be 
returned.  Editorial changes may be made for readability and 
presentation.
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