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The Aftermath
Thc 2004 Frcsiclcntial E_lcction is over, lcaving

the 40% of America who voted for Jol’m Kcrry
and Jol’m E dwards in clismay.

In what was called the “most Pivotal election of

our time,” the voters came out in record numbers
totaling over 100 million ballots cast, the highcst
number of votes since 1968. Even my sister, who |
thought Posscssccl no Political oPinion, took her
turn at the Po"s. Sornc devoted Pcoplc took the
time to wait for more than six hours to vote. T his
ﬁurrg of determined voters l(cpt the Po"s open
until 3:00 a.m., in some cases.

One of the main issues that made this such an
irnPortant and emotional election was the \War on
Tcrror. C]corgc Bush led us into what Kcny
called “A war at the wrong Placc and the wrong
time.” T he candidates couldn't be farther apart on
the war issue than thcg were, or on any issue, for
that matter. Kcrrg is a liberal who is pro choice
(didn't hclp him too much with the rcligious voters)
and also strongly suPPorts stem cell research.

Bush is a conservative; he doesn't believe
stem cell research is ncccssarilg rnora”y right.
Bush also doesn't believe in abortion.

The war and these controversial domestic
issues seemed the main fuel for the election.

|, for one, will strongly miss the near slander-
ous commercials Portraying Bush as a sPoilccl, evil
oil tycoon, and Kcny as a spinclcss ﬁip«ﬂop who's
a dangcr to our safctg.

|t doesn’t matter if you voted chublican,
Dcmocratic, lnclcpcndcnt; for Kcrrg, bush, or
even Nader. As |ong as you voted, you're cloing
your Part to kccp the fire of c]cmocracg burning.
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Poem 1

Blank eyes

Shining clu"y

Staring ahead without comPrchcnsion
Living schisHy, a conscious coma.
Smiling haPPily,

But it’s not true.

|gnorancc disguiscd as haPPincss,

50 unaware of the worthless toils

OF the world.

Shc doesn’t fear death

Sl'rc never says the wrong t]'ring.
So luclcy

Tuming a corner she waves.
SnaPPccl back to the ha“way,
The angry elder looking at me,
Tc"ing me, “] expect more.”
Morc what?

Morc effort?

More A’s?

Morc than what l have?

No, l have what you want.
New cl-:a"cngcs, unwelcome.
Never before did ] have to try.
Among the gifted

l’m not sPccial.

|’m average.

Justan average genius.

|’m bcttcr, but not best
Among the talented...so

| s she the luclcy one oram|?
Thc answer lies in hervacant smile
And unwavering bliss.

] coulcln’tgo back

To unknowing,
But if | had the chance

To lag the petty qucstions of this life bchind,

Wou|c| l?

Woulc‘ you?
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Poem 1l
Where will | bc,

thn the sun has set more times
And risen

Until days and years

Have Passcd

Anc| l’m

Qut in the real world

Just over cightccn

Ancl out on my own

Jn a world

Lacking mercy

Wi]] all the gi&cd classes
Anc| lectures hclp me

WI" | be wa"cing in

Thc doorto

The most Prcstigious co"cgc
With timid pride

My father ]oolcing

at my Partia"y cmPticcl room
JoyFu] sorrow wc"ing inside
His agcc] heart

Please, God,

Lct that be me

Or can the gradcs

And motivation

chP me from

Bcgging to stay

Just one more month
Dont make me leave

WI" l be Huntly tc"ing
The boss

This is my last chance

| need to eat

Mg son needs to eat

Oh, God, Please

Give me the wisdom

T o know

Wl'tat lectures

To actua"y listen to

|'m sure many of you, cspccia”g the Iosing Erin is an B8th

Grade Student I Or the ones that will
40%, have given up on “the best man winning.” M:as.e Seae:"le’: OPCH and brilliant Make a difference
Scnc] your condolences to Scn. John Kcny and grags“:h Studies pu"ingcvcryonc in, Or the ones that
your congrats to our new Frcsic]cnt, C]corgc W : Shc smiles. Waste my Prccious
Bush, at 1600 Fcnnsglvania Avenue, in Washing— Valuable time
ton, D C —F rin Friedrich Tick Tock
, D.C.

—F rin Friedrich —F rin Friedrich
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A Thousand Masks

Cold as the arctic; hard as stccl,
| face mysc]F.
In the cold dark nigl'lt,

] crymy sorrowful cry
bcgging for somcthing more.
Darlc and desolate words

lwang mute.
| build a thousand masks.
Tohide mysch,

To suffocate mgsel{:.
|n5ic|c t]'rcsc masl(s l see my Patl't
covered in blood.

As l walk this Patl't
Mg soul seeps.

l build a thousand masks.

Evcry time you think

you're hclping me,

You lash out at my soul instead...

l build a thousand masks.

For God's 5al<c, don’t listen
What thcy tellis onlg alie.

Tl-:cy say J'm calm and in control,

That ] control the mighty storm.
l’m the one contro"ccl,

|’m the one bruised and battered.

My “friends” hold the wl':iP

Each lash clcstroying me.

A\ scream of desolation

A Hooc:ly talent used to cry out.

| build a thousand masks.
You have the power

To wiPc the cold stare

of the living dead

Off my face.

Breathe into me—

make me whole again.

banclagc my battered soul,

malcc my 50U] l'lca] and bc strong.

Wl'rcrc are 3ou?

—Sarah J. (Jher

VYolume 1:

Choices
Tmthfullg, how many times have you comPIaincc] about how

our school looks? You've Probablg said it's raggcdy because of
the heat not wodcing all the time, the graﬁ:iti decorated text-
boolcs, not having good basketballs Forgym class—the list could
goon. |t seems that the Pcoplc who do complain about that are
the ones who actua"y make those “Prob]cms” in the first P]acc.

We are getting more than a 6 million dollar renovation to our
scl"oo], and still we see vandalism. Wl'ly complain about it if you
are the one whojust stcPPcd in the new cement the wodccrsjust
Pourcd? Wlﬂy complain if you are the one writing on the Frcs]'n]y
Paintccl wa]lsjust because you are bored?

What we need to realize is that aPParcntly nothing is going
to get better unless we stop maldng it worse. Pefore this big
renovation, the onlg reason our school looked bad is because
we made it that way. Unless we start dccicling to make the n'gl-nt
choiccs, our school is still going to look the exact same way. We

still will have the rcPutation as the “raggcclg” school. That's not
what | want MY school to look like. —Ma"org Cross
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Rumors Bads
Compliments Good

Fcop]c in this school are 5ood 5tuc|cnts,
_just bad mouths. Fcoplc hear a rumor and
have to say somcthing to the person who
started it. T his year, | got 5usPcnc|cd be-
cause of rumors.

|nstead of waiting for it to blow over, |
gotin “her face. Sl-xc felt oFFcnclccl, and she
hit me.

That’s wl—xg so many parents think this is
a bad school. Gucst teachers come and see
how we act, and tl—xcy don’t want to come
back.

Our school would be better if we all
t]ﬂoug]ﬂt about the Fo"owing: Those who live
by the rumor get hurt by the rumor—both

Phgsica"y and mcnta“g.
——A"yssa Bedford

Average

]t’s a giﬁ:

Thc abilitg to cut to the chase
|ntuition on ovcrload,

My talcnt,

A 5|13 5]105t]3 5hadow

l do have it...

Lostina ncvcr-cnding darkness
Looking forthe lig]'rt switch

My very best

No longcrgood cnoug]’r for “them”
Mcntal snapshots i"uminating the dark corners
| can’t reach that level

| know l’m not up to anyonc’s standards
AcccPtcd asa smarb-alccky teenager
Thcy don’t know me

The difference of an A+ or an Az
NOTHING

Sarah, Mallory, &
April are in Mrs. Cut off casy?
Searle’s English No not me
Studies Class; ]
Allyssa is in Mrs. A Pchcct middle
Searle’s Lan- .
guage Arts Class. Non-existent
| don’t give up
Neither should tl'rcy

—Ma“ory Cross

MY DReality

Swirling colors in my mind,
My ideas form images on paper—
Thc simplc sketches that come to me inside.
The image of E scher's “Hand with Kcﬂccting G]obc.”
Thcsc distorted illustrations

Avre the most beautiful tl'ling J've ever seen.
] see a beautiful flower

Thcn snap back to rcality.
l’m so clisaPPointccl I can’t quitc clench
The disaPPointmcnt in my heart
thn ] see the real world retum to me.
| can’t stand it so much that | go back inside,
And I lcccP drawing. It becomes Part of me.
Fric[c, haPPincss—] car’t believe this rca"g is

Mg rca]ity.
But soon | remember what the world’s rca"g like.
I’" never go back,
No matter what you say.
l rca"y, trulg do feel this way.

]’vc alrcadg returned home.
I’" go backina wl'li]c, where | feel home.
Somcday l’“ look back at this,

And J'll think it's crazy.
But for now
]’"_just stay in my rcalitg.

——APril Anderson




