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Imagine a billboard with four cups painted on it: four cups labeled “Love,” “Success,” 
“Fun,” and “Purpose.” In a way, these cups are incentives for any type of artistic work. 
Whether it be writing, photography, painting, etc, we tend to create masterpieces because 
“it’s fun” or “I love photography” or “I want to be a successful writer someday,” yet very few 
people enjoy diving into the arts based on “Purpose.” Why not? Maybe because we focus our 
attentions on other activities? Maybe because we find other ways to feel connected with each 
other and the environment around us? 

The arts revolve around the dedication to creating new works with a purpose – a time of 
self-reflection and a time to glorify the One who created us with a purpose in mind. After all, 
the more purposeful we are in an activity, the more solidified we become in terms of our ed-
ucation, relationships, and faith. The arts and humanities provide a shortcut for this purpose 
we seek in life.

So whether you are in Ms. Smith’s Composition class or in Mr. Ziegler’s AP Literature class 
(bless your soul) or in any other type of humanities class, we hope that you find and treasure 
the purpose that the arts offer to you.
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The Time I Almost Died
By Christina Grant

Grade 9

 This is the story of the time my classmates and I almost died.
 It had been a wonderful end to a wonderful weekend at Hume Lake Christian Camp. The clouds had opened up and 
started to snow even when we were not expecting it. It had surprised my whole church youth group which had traveled for six 
hours just to go to this camp we had heard so much about. Even though we were all eager to see the snow on our return home, 
not all was going to be great. No one knew of the troubles that lay ahead. 
 As we boarded the bus to leave camp, following our leader’s instructions, it started to snow. We filed onto the bus with 
excited murmuring but also some sad spirits since the camp was over. Once we were seated on the bus, Ro introduced us to our 
bus driver, Jeff.
 “He is a really great man, and he will keep us safe on the windy narrow road on the way back!” 
 “Psssst Chrissy, do you know how long the drive is?” Lizzie, my seat partner, whispered to me.
 “IDK, I think it will be a good five hours, but we should be home by 5 pm.”
 I really did not know what I was talking about; it would really end up taking us 24 hours to get home. Whoops! As we 
started down the mountain, something did not seem right. It was already snowing pretty hard when we left, but it was snowing 
harder now. It was only noon and the sky was getting dark, but no one in the bus took notice. We were just watching the mov-
ie playing on the bus. SSSSCCCCHHHRRRREEEECHHHH!!! The bus jerked to a halt. The bus driver turned around and 
whispered something in Ro’s ear. Our leader then stood up and told us there was going to be some delay. She said we would 
have to wait about 15 minutes until they could move all the snow, so they could fix the bus in front of us. We all groaned. But, 
we knew the experienced camp directors would fix everything. We went back to watching the movie. The 15 minutes turned to 
30 minutes and then an hour. Our leader then made a devastating announcement.
  “I am sorry to inform y’all that the bus behind us has a broken axle too! It will be about another hour until we start 
moving.” 
 The groans were louder this time because people were getting impatient. We even started a second movie and finally 
started moving down the jagged mountain after two hours. It was all smooth sailing until we hit the part where the first bus 
had gotten stuck. Apparently, the men fixing the bus had to dig the bus out and left a big swampy ditch and did not tell our 
bus driver about it. We hit the ditch and just stopped. Our bus driver backed the bus up to get more traction, and we stopped 
again. He tried one more time, and he was successful in getting us moving… down the mountain. We were sliding toward the 
edge faster and faster. Our bus driver was repeatedly pushing on the brakes, but it was no use: the bus was sliding, and there 
was no stopping it. A 200-foot drop, to a small ledge which we had walked on the other day for a hike, but after that, it was 
about another 1,000 feet that would drop us to our deaths. Girls were screaming, guys were yelling, and Ro was ordering every-
one to start praying. So we did.
 At the last second, the bus driver made one last attempt to stop the bus, turning the wheel sharply, and everything 
froze. The whole bus was silent. Did that really just happen? There were still some muffled sobs as our leaders ushered us off 
the bus. We then huddled in the six-foot snow bank with only our t-shirts and shorts to keep us warm. We had to leave all our 
luggage behind as we started the half-mile hike back to camp. We never did make it to school the next day.
 All of us who were on that bus still remember the time we almost died. This experience taught me to be brave even in 
the scariest situations because everything will eventually be okay.
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This silent girl, this young believer,
Her eyes cast down and sad.

Her lashes stuck together
As from tears yet to be had.

A haze of watercolor washes over her face
Telling her to go to sleep,

Look closely, she has not closed her eyes just yet
To slip into dreaming deep.

This figure I created
Peering through the mist,

I love her very dearly,
But she will not be missed.

Her lips remain silent;
Nobody knows her name.

The shadows across her face
Block the way from which she came.

Through this distracting haze of gray
She tries to find her own true name.

Although she wants to look away,
She must find the light of day.

This girl with no name,
As the fog grows thicker,
I put her through a filter;

She disappears with a flicker.

The Girl With No Name
Poem and Art by Erica Hardy

Grade 9
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The Ballad of the Brave, Young Knight
(Dedicated to TKA’s Cross Country Team)

By Chloe Johnson
Grade 10

She runs with grace for many miles
Up sun-drenched hills, through valley trials

Her legs may strain but face just smiles
The brave, young knight is she

Through wooded trails and flow’ring fields
On muddy paths, her will revealed

Her arm blocks branches like a shield
The bold, strong knight is she

Dark days are lonely on her quest
When storms divide her from the rest

She will not fail this trying test
The valiant knight is she

Like dragon’s breath her legs are fire
With thirst her throat feels even drier

Her eyes stay fixed on her desire
The steadfast knight is she

She’s dubbed the victor, wins the prize
Accomplishment gleams in her eyes

And up ahead, a new road lies
The brave, young knight is she

Photography by Evan Kelly
Grade 6
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Amicus
By Emily Starke 

Grade 11
 How are you doing today?

 It’s high noon on a sunny day, and our shadows are 
negligible. I walk in the middle, a best friend on either side. 
On my left, curly brown hair is marshalled into a ponytail, 
but wisps of it are escaping and forming a golden halo around 
her head. I pulled my hair back in its usual braid, but my 
bangs are hanging in my eyes again. I push them aside out 
of habit. On my right, thick blond hair can’t fit in a pony-
tail holder, so she just leaves it to hang straight. We turn 
the corner together and keep walking. I’m at school, during 
lunch –beyond that, I don’t know. Where were we going? For 
what purpose? Why did we walk together and not with other 
people? The answers escape me, but these aren’t the important 
things. We are best friends, walking together, seeing things, 
understanding each other. I can rely on them. 

 Who are you and what have you done with my 
friend?

 It’s past noon on a different day, and our shadows 
stretch away from us. Our moms are talking like they’ve 
known each other for years. We stand looking at each other, 
my bangs facing her thick blonde hair, slightly confused. 
They talk contentedly, inquiring after this and that. Did our 

families really know each other? Did we really play together as 
children? And I am thinking, what made me pick you out of 
a crowd? Did I dimly remember you and attach to something 
familiar? We stand looking, not speaking. 

 What did you do today?

 In a forest, under leaf-filtered light and dappled light, 
I built a bridge at a science camp with my whole class. I didn’t 
mean to make it so well that you could walk on it properly, 
that even an adult could, and did. I didn’t mean to make it 
the focus of my weekend. I didn’t mean to unite the whole 
grade behind it. It all just happened. But my favorite part was 
our teamwork and how no one cared who helped, so long as 
it was finished. I walked on it first, because I didn’t want any-
one hurting themselves when it broke, but it held, although 
I slipped on the bark a little at first. I noticed that after I 
walked on it, I didn’t think of it as weak anymore, like a kid’s 
dream. It was strong because I walked on it, because I needed 
it to be. Everyone who helped, so the whole grade, took a pic-
ture standing on it, crammed together, this little stick bridge, 
but it held us all, and we were squashed close for the picture. 
My metaphor bridge, I call it, but I don’t know why. My best 
friends missed the picture, one because she didn’t know, one 
because she didn’t want to.

Photography by Alyssa Hall
Grade 10
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 What happened?

 “He’s jumping on it again.” She stood next to me at 
dinner later that day, flicked that beautiful thick blonde hair 
out of her face, and declared it without any kind of introduc-
tion. “He’s jumping on your bridge, he’s going to break it.”
 I had just sat down with my food, but it would only 
take a minute. “Sorry, guys,” I said to my other friends at the 
table. “I’ll be right back.”
 I jogged over, and I could see the suspected culprit. 
Another boy was there, collecting bark to re-cover the bridge 
(so many people walking on it was turning the original bark 
to splinters).
 “I’m sorry,” he said as I checked the y-branches. “I 
didn’t mean to…” One of the branches had broken, and the 
whole bridge was listing to one side. I sighed. Those branches 
were very hard to find. I had hope that it was fixable, but it 
wouldn’t be as strong.
 The culprit shrugged. “I was jumping on it, but- “ 
Here he stopped, looked behind me. I turned and saw my 
best friend, so I started to thank her for warning me. But I 
stopped as she started to speak; she was getting very red, like 
she was trying not to cry.
 “I knew it. I knew you cared about your bridge more 
than you cared about your friends. I lied and told you he was 
jumping on it to see what you would do and I knew it, you 
went to check on your stupid bridge.” She turned away vio-
lently, and as she started running away from me, I felt a sharp 
sliver pierce me through, like a thrown blade, but I started to 
run after her anyway.
 “Wait!” It was the other boy, my second in com-
mand. I turned, starting to cry myself, but completely trust-
ing that he had a better plan, better information, something.
“She… he was jumping on it, Emily, but because she told him 
to. I don’t know why, but she did, I heard her.” A rope inside 
me started to fray against that sharp blade in my heart, the 
rope that ties us together. The shade was cool against my hot 
face as I finally ran away.

 What’s wrong?

 I step closer, mouthing random words as she backs 
against a wall and insults herself, calling herself ugly. Her face 
is red with anger as she dares me to find something beautiful 
about her. My face is red too, in the light from the white-grey 
street light directly above us, but I can’t cry, mustn’t cry, al-
though my eyes burn from wanting to. She will only get more 
mad.
 “Your hair,” I choke out. “I’ve always envied your 
beautiful, thick blond hair.” I reach up and grasp a strand of 
it, admire the color as it catches the harsh light. But her eyes 
pool with despair, and although they are still blue in color, I 
can see only a dark slough of despond in her eyes. She pushes 
me away.

 “You’re lying, you’re just trying to make me feel bet-
ter!” She shouts and begins to turn away. I reach out to catch 
her.
 “No! I’m telling the truth, I’ve always loved your 
hair. I promise–” I would never lie to you, I want to add, I 
love you, you’re my sister, my best friend. But she runs away 
again, up the incline, fleeing the approaching steps of our 
homeroom teacher. I turn toward my teacher, a beacon, and 
open my mouth to explain the shouting and the running and 
the tears that overcome my must-not, but I can’t say anything. 
She opens her arms as I turn to her, so I just hug her as tears 
cool my heated face. Twilight steals softly away as if ashamed 
of hearing my friend’s footsteps fade into the dark. The dull-
ing knife in my heart sharpens and twists back to cutting at 
my precious rope.

 Wait for me!

 My friends are all moving on, even my best friend 
with the curliest brown hair ever. I hang out with them occa-
sionally, but I keep my distance. I turn instead to the friend 
I’ve known since I was too young to remember, and we always 
hang out together in last year’s English classroom. I have 
chosen to forget. But months later, as she hurries out of Bible 
class without waiting for me, I add up other odd things she’s 
done recently and realize that something must be wrong for 
her to act this way.
 I finally catch her by the big willow tree in its raised 
planter bed one night after a meeting. It’s foggy and growing 
dark, but I can see her clearly.
 “Is there something wrong?”
 “No, not really.” She turns away, but I sense there’s 
more to the story.
 “Did I do something?” I’m trying to imagine what, 
but I’m drawing a blank.
 “I don’t want to be your friend anymore.” My soul 
blinks in disbelief and that rope that ties us together shakes as 
if plucked. I can see it vibrating between us, half-cut already.
 “I’ve been talking to my mom and I didn’t know 
how to say this, but I don’t want us to be friends.” The rope 
vibrates again, and I know she’s picking up our rope with 
scissors.
 I looked away, took a breath, then blow it out.
“Will you at least tell me why, so I don’t make the same mis-
takes again?” I will be strong, I won’t let her make me cry. She 
doesn’t like that.
 “Well, I don’t like how you always get up to turn 
off the light in Bible, even though it isn’t your job. And you 
remember that essay we wrote in English a while back, about 
friends?” Yes, I thought, I wrote what I liked about you and 
my other best friend.
 “The whole time I wrote it, I thought about you and 
what I didn’t like in you, and then I wrote the opposite for a 
good friend.” I turned away. But I didn’t run.
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 “Are you crying? I would really hate it if you cried 
right now.” I had taken a shuddering breath, and I took 
another, calmer, one. I stay facing the quad though, facing the 
last glow of the setting sun.
 “No. I’m not crying.” Calm, as tears flow silently 
down my cheeks. Silently slip onto my shirt. Silently watered 
the ground around the old weeping willow. Silently, so very 
silently, so she won’t see and be angry.
 “Good.” I didn’t hear her steps recede because the 
echo of scissors snipping our rope into my rope reverberated 
in my head for a long time. It was cut like it was thread, with-
out any effort. The glow that had stayed for so long faded as it 
started to rain.

 Do you remember that time…?

 I stayed close to home in my old English classroom, 
even though she didn’t come around anymore. I heard her 
yelling in the hall once, but she didn’t talk to me. I didn’t 
see her at school because she moved to Utah. I saw her again 
next year, when she was different. It was like meeting a new 
person. I thought I wouldn’t ever see her again, after that.
 She re-enrolled in our sophomore year.
 It was like I was a Sevvie again. She was hanging out 
in our old English classroom, like nothing had changed. She 
spoke differently, like she had seen what the world could do 
to someone and wasn’t impressed. I had to ask, though. Had 
to know how things were between us. Had to apologize.
 “I wanted to apologize.”
 “Apologize? For what?”
 “For lying. I promised you I would never lie to you, 
but I did, under the weeping willow, when you asked me if I 
was crying, and I said no.” When you didn’t want me any-
more.
 She didn’t remember. She wasn’t lying. She’s better 
than I am.
 I found a different sense that day, a seventh sense.
 I saw all the bridges, all the ropes, tying, joining. I 
saw myself, standing up to her, all kinds of rope bridges to 
many different people connecting me, giving me courage. 
And I saw one cut thread waving towards a girl who didn’t 
really want to take it back, who didn’t even remember that she 
took her half with her and dropped it somewhere. So I finally 
let the thread go and watched it fly away. Then I walked back 
to my home in my old English classroom and opened the 
door. A small group of chemistry students were questioning 
their teacher. A few seventh graders were reading books from 
the small in-class library. Another friend was sitting on the 
chair, oblivious to everything but his book. My best friend 
was sitting on a desk, and I smiled at her endless war to tame 
that eternally curly brown hair. There was a boy talking to my 
English teacher. He’d brought a new book in for her library. 
I waved to him and catalogued it. The sky was blue that day, 
and almost cloudless.

 I see the sun rise on our friendship and give us a new 
light to see by. It leads us to a place with dappled forest light 
where any bridges can be built. But a harsh electric light is 
surrounded by shadow, and the sun sets to dry the tears on 
my face and pull me back to the lampy feel of home.

“… there is a friend who sticks closer than a brother.”
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Photography by Anna McKinney
  Grade 12
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Photography (top) by 
 Victoria Lieb
 Class of 2017

Photography (bottom) by
 Alyssa Hall
 Grade 10
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I Grew Up in Alternate Neighborhoods
By Grace O’Malley

Grade 12

 I grew up in alternate neighborhoods. 

 The first was my home. A sketchy, run-down, little hole, tucked between the lines of roaring cars on either side. I grew up here. I 
knew this place, every street, every corner, every neighborhood kid. I gave the trees names. I made cities in the park sand, and ball games in 
my yard. I knew firsthand how the smell of barbeque and the aurora-colored sunsets could mingle together. I also remember when the shots 
were fired. 

 The second was my Dad’s.

 It was a 10-minute drive away from my home into a portal of different. There were clipped lawns, garden gnomes, and double sto-
ry houses. There were nice parks where people didn’t smoke and watch you play. Here, you could actually walk into the drug store unafraid. 

 My Dad lived in a room in a house with nice people. There was a dog named Dizzy, ice cream, and cable. Every Saturday, my 
brother, my dad and I would walk Dizzy to the park. We would chase her through ball parks and playground structures and wind through 
the twisty neighborhood streets. Then we’d come home and stuff down microwave dinners, and sit as a family in front of the TV. 

 There were no rules at Dad’s place. If I couldn’t sit and watch TV for six hours at home, I could do it at Dad’s. If I hated the food 
Mom cooked, I could always ask Dad to take us to my favorite restaurant: Denny’s. If I couldn’t have a pet at home, there were plenty at 
Dad’s. If I couldn’t do something because Mom was too busy, Dad would take us. I remember late night walks with Dizzy, laughter in 
hundreds of restaurants, spending a day in a tree, playing “rock scientist” with my brother. I remember forests, and food, and laser tag, and 
happiness. I got to do it all. 

 That was how it was in the beginning. 

 I remember as time moved on I realized Dad’s house wasn’t really a home. We weren’t welcome there. So me and Daniel would 
shove ourselves in Dad’s room, eat ice cream dinners, and wait until the sun went down to take us home again. I remember that the closest 
thing I had to a home on Saturdays was Dad’s crappy RV. It was a food-stained, homeless-smelling, mural-on-the-outside RV that you 
could hear from down the street. There were no seatbelts, there were no rules. 

 And while there were ice cream and restaurant dinners at Dad’s, Mom would make home-cooked meals. And while there was TV 
and internet at Dad’s, at home I felt like the couch was my own. And while Dad took us to forests, and ponds, and in places we weren’t 
supposed to go, Mom took us to China. And even though Dad took us to things, Mom worked to pay our bills. Dad would play, and Mom 
would work. Dad would fight at no one and everyone, and Mom would just care. 

 And inside this perfect-looking, manicured lawn, double decker neighborhood was a place where I felt like I didn’t 
belong, where I didn’t feel safe. And inside this gang infested, stomped on, barbeque and sunset neighborhood was my home, where no 
matter how much I hated things, I felt loved.

 And so I was caught and strung between two worlds: The first, my home, and the second my Dad’s. After five years of this, Dad 
was kicked out and the dilemma was seemingly over. Still, things started to degrade: The RV, my Dad, and our relationship.

 Time spurred on and I grew up, out, and away from my father. I started to see who he really was, and was not pleased with the 
results. Fights. Friction. Tension. All pushing down on the last heartstring of our relationship, until one day it broke. I broke. I couldn’t take 
it any longer, not when home was waiting, not when I could be loved. 

 And now, driving through the split in my heart, down this little half of a neighborhood I so desperately wanted to call home, I 
remember. Years spent apart, years layered over this place, covered and clouded it from my memories.  This was a place I had so frantically 
pushed from my mind in an attempt to ward off the bad feelings. But I realize, I may have shoved away the good feelings too.  

 And maybe it is not so important to remember, but it is very important not to forget. 
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WHY? / I’m Not Alone
By Mrs. Sweet
TKA Teacher

So many questions, 
So many hopeless moments,  So many losses and pains
So many struggles 
with minimal gains.
Why must I go through life without my friend?
Why did the ones I love, lives end?
 
What is the purpose of the suffering in this life down here?
You gave all for me, suffered so much agony
You said I was worth it
Why do I feel worthless?
Can I be thrown away too? Can I defeat this? 
Why do I keep thinking I need things that I don’t need?
Why do I dream things to do, that I don’t feel?
Why do I do wrong?
Why can’t I, and don’t I live strong?
 
Lord, I want to be a giver-
but am I a taker? 
I want to be brave – but am I a faker? 
Is all I hope to be for You just pipe dreams?
Will I defeat the one who fights me?
 
Is there more worth to the mess I’m in than it seems?
Will I ever be free of chains that bind me? 
If I’m covered in shame, will Your love find me?
 
Take the wings of the morning and just let go,
Lord, I’m tired of all the hurt here below
My people have suffered pain upon pain, 
Suffocating injustice, demeaning, called worthless, such dirty 
names,
Called useless, not worthy, no You say–don’t trust us

But Lord You bore lashes on Your back too 
misjudged and broken for things You didn’t do 
 
Lord give me hope when my life is broken, 
I know I don’t deserve the promises You’ve spoken.
Lord give me faith to believe I was worth it
When I feel weak, make me brave, give me courage 
 
Why should I get up and face another day?
When life hurts so bad, why should I pray?
 
Will I make it or just keep failing You?
Will there be success in the dreams I hoped to do? 
Will I have strength to make it through?
Will what I tried even matter to You 
Will I let go of lies, so I can live a life true?
Wholly courageous and devoted to You? 
 
You, oh Lord know what?
You hear me when I cry,
You say look up, don’t die,
You’re in my life refined 
Lord it’s You.
You are my why… 
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Picture by Alyssa Hall
Grade 10
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Art by Jennifer Marshall
Grade 11
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Tea at Toei 
By Rishabh Vashishtha 

Class of 2017

 Hayao Miyazaki and Isao Takahata are world-re-
nowned anime (Japanese animation) filmmakers. Miyaza-
ki is best known for his studio, Studio Ghibli, that exports 
award-winning animes to the world. Takahata has produced 
much of Ghibli’s work and is a director of animes, as well. Long 
before their fame, Takahata and Miyazaki worked together on 
a film entitled “Little Norse Prince” in 1968 in an animation 
studio called Toei Studios.

 There was always something absolutely relaxing about 
seeing Isao pour a glass of hot sencha in a cup. It was the 
middle of January on a remarkably cold day, and seeing Isao 
pour the cup of steaming, hot tea immediately brought rest 
and relaxation into the stressful day. The clock had just stuck 
five in the morning, and the aroma of the tea had begun to fill 
the entire studio. I stirred my tea slowly. My wife, Akemi, had 
left the studio hours ago, exhausted, but Isao and I knew we 
still had a lot of work to do. There was something absolutely 
masterful about the way that Isao worked– all of his work was 
grounded and organized. Coming straight from the univer-
sity, I knew I had a lot to learn from Isao. For a while, it was 
quiet– both Isao and I were in deep thought. We did not 
even look at each other, only sipped at the tea. Suddenly, Isao 
stopped stirring his spoon in the cup and said:
 “Hayao, I’ve figured out the problem with the reel.”
 “What is it, Isao? I’ve looked so many times. Every-
thing is exactly where it needs to be but the scenes still feel so 
choppy.” 
 “I don’t think you looked closely enough at the reel– 
there are several missing key frames. Right here, Mauni takes 
one step– but in the next cell, it is as if she has taken five, you 
see?”
 “Oh yes! How ignorant am I! How could I have pos-
sibly missed that!”
 “Don’t get riled up now…stay calm, you want more 
sencha?”
 At this, he took the teapot and poured me some 
more. I kept staring at the reel. How could I have been so 
ignorant to have forgotten the key frames. I don’t even deserve 
to work at Toei Studios,  I thought to myself. Suddenly, in the 
midst of my thoughts, I heard Isao’s voice:
 “I can tell you are blaming yourself,” he said.
 “What else is there to do? You all are such experts. 
I feel like such an odd ball here. I miss small things like key 
frames! I should consider myself lucky that Yasuo was not 
here– he would have been so disappointed.”

 “No-one is disappointed in you! We are so proud! No 
economics major just dilly-dallies into Toei Animation Stu-
dio, one of the finest anime studios in all of Japan! You have 
to be exceptional. Something amazing!” 
 “Exceptionally terrible,” I murmured to myself.

 Isao just sat there, sipping at his tea slowly, and start-
ed to smile a little.
 “There is nothing wrong with the key frames,” he 
said.
 “What!? You just said that there was something 
wrong with the key frames. Right there between cells twen-
ty-three and twenty–”
 “Well?” he asked
 “You are right– the key frames are right where they 
are supposed to be. Then how come I thought that they were 
missing?”
 I was puzzled. I could not figure out what was 
happening – the key frames were magically appearing and 
disappearing.
 “This is what happens when you attempt to work in 
frustration. The frames have always been there,” said Isao.
 “I don’t know…nothing seems to be going right with 
this reel!”
 “You have to stay calm. Right now, you are stuck in 
our world. You have to enter the world of your film. There is 
no point to animation for the viewers if the makers of the reel 
themselves cannot dive into it. Your work is sloppy because 
you are impatient. Nothing will go right with your animation 
if your animation is not right with you.”
 What he said was true. I was beginning to treat my 
job like it was my just my job, trying to get to a deadline. I 
looked around at where I was. The sun had started to rise over 
the dark and looming clouds, and it lit the studio up. This 
was Toei Animation Studios, and in front of me was none 
other than Isao Takahata. I was in a place of legends who had 
dedicated their lives to animation. All around me were sketch-
es of the characters in the reel – Potum, Chaharu, Mauni, 
Drago, Piria, and Grunwald. Suddenly, I heard Isao’s voice:
“Hayao, I know that this is just the beginning of your work. 
You can create more than this. You are just going to have to 
have patience. Just look at this  tea. The tea leaves and the 
hot water don’t instantly come together in the teapot and 
make tea. No– the water takes its time to soak in the leaves. 
Similarly, you also, Hayao, have to promise me that you will 
take your time with your animation. You won’t hurry it. Like 
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the water, you will take time to soak in your drawings, your 
scenes, and your characters. Can you promise me this? If you 
promise me this much, no matter what your venture, I will 
support you.”
 “I promise, Isao. I promise to be patient with my 
reels.”
 “Not just Toei reels, Hayao. Any film you are to ever 
make now- you must be patient. Every studio I look at in 
Japan is just making a deadline. I have a vision that one day 
Japan will make animated films not just for deadlines, but as 
works of art to be showcased around the world.”
 I laughed at the thought– a Japanese animation 
studio producing works of art. But as it began to soak in, my 
smile died. It could be, one day, that a studio could make Jap-
anese anime for the world. But how? By the time I had come 
out of my trance of thought, Isao had left. Only the steaming 
hot sencha was in front of me.

 That’s when I realized the answer to my question:  
truly, any Japanese studio could make anime for the world: all 
it would take is the patience of the tea and the water.

 “We each need to find our own inspiration. Sometimes 
it’s not easy.”
— Quote from Miyazaki’s film, Kiki’s Delivery Service (1989)

Photography by Giulianna Giordano
Grade 10
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A Living Nightmare
By Samuel Ogihara
Grade 11

The poem is based on the book All Quiet On The Western Front by Erich Remarque. This poem describes the horrible 
reality of the brutality of war and how a soldier must have the strength to cope with pain and suffering.

The bleeding horses screech with searing pain and suffering. 
Shoot it! Shoot it! I cry out as the enemies are firing and bombing.

Everyone runs for cover,
I blink twice before I realize I am alone,
And stood still as if I were a stone,
But a soldier pushes me aside as if he was my brother.
He fails to observe that he would meet his end.

Crack! Crack! Crack! The machine guns rattle endlessly,
Bodies and skinny skeletons fall over continuously.
I fear for my survival will not last
Even though I have no important past.

Shells roar,
Grenades flash and pop throughout the air,
Gas passes and consumes.
I wish this was just a bad dream, 
All I want to do is scream. 

My mind quickly tears apart into a million pieces of shrapnel.

Photography by Evan Kelly
  Grade 7
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Photography (top) by Victoria Lieb
   Class of 2017  

Photography (bottom) by Yoonha Park
   Grade 8
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For the Sake of Our Precious Memories
Written by Kyle Kim

Grade 12

 Two pairs of ebony wings flashed in the distance, 
releasing a whirlwind of dark feathers with each flap. Jakous 
Baizhanov’s entire body stiffened, and the crowd behind him 
stopped in its tracks, petrified by the sight of their pursuer.
 He had never expected that others would follow him 
out of the building. As more and more Resistance soldiers 
noticed him leaving the compound, they quickly packed their 
own belongings and joined his march. Within minutes, he 
had gathered a sizeable crowd of deserters marching behind 
him.
 He hadn’t expected direct intervention from the An-
gel, either.
 “No way.” Behind him, Mason Rourke began mutter-
ing under his breath. Since he had known Jakous since child-
hood, he could always be counted on to support his ideas. 
Mason was one of the first to support the idea of desertion, 
agreeing that Logan’s new policies were unjust and against the 
spirit of the Resistance movement.
 “That’s the Angel, all right.” Jakous’ gaze returned 
to the boy hovering in front of them, his four wings softly 
caressing the air around him. The Angel was famous for his 
lightning-fast flight speed and exceptional skill with rescue 
operations. If anyone ever needed evacuation, it was the An-
gel’s job to bring them home safely.
 “All of you, return to the compound.” The Angel 
spoke softly, his voice emanating a calm sensation that put 
Jakous’ mind at ease for a moment. “This is a personal order 
from the Resistance’s leader, Logan Reeves.”
Just the week before, a random nobody named “Logan 
Reeves” was somehow able to gather the entire Resistance 
force into Trinus’ city square, announce the convenient deaths 
of the movement’s co-leaders, the jovial “Boss-Ryu” duo, and 
take their place as the head of the rebellion. Logan had been 
practically nonexistent in the Resistance’s eyes prior to this, 
which made Jakous suspect that he had taken power by force.
 Of course, with the passing of command came a 
change in the system. The following day, Jakous was ordered 
to stage a raid on the nearby San Francisco in search of food 
and provisions for the Resistance. Logan had phrased it as a 
“necessary evil for reaching our goals.”
 But nothing excused breaking into an impoverished 
family’s house to steal the little belongings they had. Nothing 
excused the murder of the two men who resisted when Mason 
reluctantly stuffed their food into his backpack. Nothing 
excused the atrocities they had committed to keep the Resis-
tance alive.
 Jakous had lost all respect for Logan after that day.
 “I don’t take orders from your dictator!” retorted 
Jakous sharply. “I joined the Resistance because I wanted to 

make the world a better place, not to torment the San Fran-
cisco slums! I’m here right now because your Resistance has 
lost sight of its original goal: to dethrone the tyrant Bloods 
and free our world!”
 Silence fell over the clearing. The wind howled like a 
rabid beast, hurling bits of dirt and dust at Jakous’ cheek with 
all of its strength. Finally, the Angel murmured an almost 
regretful “I’m sorry” under his breath and vanished without a 
trace.
 “Huh?” Jakous’ eyes were fixated on the horizon. A 
moment ago, four ebony wings had been floating there; now, 
there was no trace of them.
 There’s no way he could be giving up. The Angel isn’t 
like that. When it comes to saving a comrade, he never gives 
up no matter the circumstances. He’s the type who won’t give 
up, no matter what.
 Something fluffy began to swallow him whole, creep-
ing up his legs and wrapping itself around his body. Jakous’ 
gaze nervously darted behind him, where Mason was lying 
asleep on the ground. The crowd, too, seemed to be woozy; 
some were toppling over and crumpling onto the dust, while 
others clung to their bags in an attempt to stay standing.
 An ebony feather brushed against his nose, expanding 
into a pink cloud of comfort and respite that shielded him 
from the dusty reality. An inexplicable craving for sleep was 
awakened inside of him, which was stimulated even more by 
the coats of pink fluff encasing his body.
 Sleep… no, wait! This is the Angel’s… he specialized 
in illusions and… mind…
 The pink matter flooded into his mind, shattering all 
logical thought into fragmented shards. Lust consumed his 
body, taking control of him like a twisted puppeteer.
 I think I’ll just take a nap now… everything else can 
wait a bit…

•••

 “Logan, sir.”
 The office door whirred open, revealing a brown-
haired boy wrapped in an officer’s utility vest: a strip of green 
fabric littered with pockets and pouches. Fingerless black 
gloves were concealing his hands; one lay loose in the cold 
morning air, while the other was gripping the hilt of a sword.
 “Credul?” Logan Reeves looked up from the desk, 
brushing his bangs out of his eyes. “What is the matter?”
 “Commander Dauteru has returned, sir.” Credul 
sat down on a stiff wooden chair. “He has retrieved all of the 
deserters.”
 “And what of them?” Logan lifted an eyebrow.
 “Twardowski has them contained in the interrogation 
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rooms for now,” replied Credul apathetically. “The ringleader, 
one Jakous Baizhanov, is in an isolated chamber.”
 “Did Twardowski interrogate them?”
 “He’s waiting for the hypnosis to wear off, sir. 
Though he did forcefully wake Baizhanov and is questioning 
him about his motivations as we speak.”
 “Smart choice.” Logan began to subconsciously slide 
his fingers against the wooden desk. Though he had only been 
in command for a short time, he had already familiarized 
himself with each of his officers. Twardowski in particular was 
an interesting one; despite being the youngest person in the 
Resistance movement, he seemed to be the best at handling 
the bombardment of stress that accompanied every skirmish.
 Credul’s voice dragged his thoughts back to reality. 
“Logan, what are you going to do about them?”
 “Do about what?”
 “The defectors.” Credul stared down at his sheathed 
blade, turning it so the dark metal sparkled in the artificial 
light. “We’ve never had a mutiny like this before. Not under 
the old Resistance, and not under Boss’ and Ryu’s command, 
either. So how are you going to deal with them?”
 Logan had experienced a fair share of betrayals 
throughout his time in the Resistance, though he had never 
played a role in deciding their fate. Naturally, he decided to 
look towards others for advice. Multiple lives now rested on 
his hands, and making a poor decision here could drastically 
affect the entire movement.
 “Credul, I want your input. What do you think 
should be done?”
 “Kill them.” Credul’s instantaneous reply sent a chill 
through the office. “In the First World War, deserters were 
executed by firing squad. By executing them, we show both 
our own forces and Bloods that we’re a serious rebellion. Oth-
erwise, we reinforce the negative stereotype that the Boss-Ryu 
duo have piled on us. Potential political allies won’t take us 
seriously, so forming alliances would be more difficult.”
 “So exactly how would they find out about the mu-
tiny, though?” The door whirred to life again, and the four-
winged boy stepped into the room. “If they don’t know, our 
reputation wouldn’t be harmed.”
 “Dauteru, your thinking patterns are kinda similar 
to Felix’s,” murmured Credul. “Both of you guys are always 
going for whatever seems most morally right at first glance.”
 “Of course,” replied Dauteru. “They call me the An-
gel for a reason, you know.”
 “That’s your problem.” Credul twirled the sword 
around, watching as the cold metal slid between his fingers. 
“You’re too optimistic.”
 “You’re mistaking optimism for hope.” Dauteru re-
tracted his wings out of view. “Rescuing people from danger-
ous situations is my job. In any ideal scenario, nobody would 
die. What’s wrong with praying for that ideal scenario to 
come true?”
 “Dauteru, how many people have you failed to save?” 

Credul’s voice was scarily calm, but everyone could see the 
bitter fury resonating in his voice. “How many people died 
because you weren’t good enough or fast enough? How many 
people died because you hesitated, or because you stopped 
and tried to think?”
 “Why do you care?” Dauteru’s wings flared up in 
anger. “Why do you want to know how many times I failed? 
Are you trying to rub Edwin’s death in my face?”
 “Credul. Dauteru.” Logan stood up and pointed a 
finger at each of the two officers. A telekinetic force materi-
alized around them, pushing them back before any punches 
were thrown. “Infighting is not going to solve our problem.”
 “Sorry, sir.” Dauteru nodded curtly. “My mistake.”
 “Sorry.” Credul pushed his bangs out of his face. “It’s 
just that the Angel and I have differing viewpoints. It’d only 
be natural to defend yourself when your beliefs are chal-
lenged.”
 “How was I challenging your beliefs?” retorted 
Dauteru. “I was just pointing out a flaw in your logic. If no-
body knew about the desertion, then our reputation won’t be 
damaged by it.”
 “Dauteru, you do have a point.” Logan sat back 
down into the office chair, and the energy swirling around his 
hands dispersed into the air. “But how can you be so sure that 
this has gone unnoticed?”
 “The desertion lasted a total of seventeen minutes and 
twenty-nine seconds before I used my hypnotism,” replied 
Dauteru. “I don’t think that Bloods, or anyone else for that 
matter, could find out about it in such a short time. Surveil-
lance of the city streets shows that this place was a ghost town 
until we got here.”
 “Logan, the question still remains.” Credul’s gaze 
fell outside the office window, where a discarded bag of chips 
drifted alongside the wind. “Jakous Baizhanov and the other 
deserters. What are you going to do?”
 Instead of stopping to think like before, Logan re-
sponded immediately. “Dauteru, tell Twardowski to have one 
of his ‘special talks’ with this Jakous fellow. Figure out exactly 
why he decided to leave. I want to see what pushed him so far 
that he marched out on us.”
 “Of course, sir.” The four wings swiveled around and 
the Angel disappeared behind the office door.
 “I, too, will take my leave.” Before Logan could 
continue, Credul picked up the obsidian-colored blade and 
melted into the shadows of the wall. Logan was left staring at 
the spot where the general had been standing moments ago.
 Normally, shadow-travelling was one of the most 
complex and convoluted types of magic to learn. For a normal 
person, casting it consistently required an almost superhuman 
level of precision. However, since Credul was one of the rare 
few whose natural elemental affiliation was with shadows 
and darkness, shadow-travelling was a breeze for him. Before, 
Logan remembered thinking that it was unfitting for someone 
as innocent and loyal as Credul to be affiliated with shadow 
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magic; the Credul now, however, was a completely different 
story.
 As Logan examined the dark corner of the room, he 
realized the extent to which Credul had changed. In the five 
years since they had last interacted, Credul had been twisted 
into a completely new person.
 Gone was the bumbling, cheerful Credul who would 
cling to his “big brother” like a burr. Gone was the prodigal 
son of a wealthy family who joined the Resistance so he could 
see the world. Gone was the tagalong kid who everyone treat-
ed as a cute little brother.
 The only thing that he had left were the echoes of bit-
terness that would haunt him until he saw his “big brother” 
again after death.

 Credul Valadon’s footsteps echoed through the empty 
hallways as he made his way towards Twardowski’s interroga-
tion chambers.
 In his eyes, Logan had one fatal flaw: indecision. If 
he waited too long, constantly postponing things again and 
again, it would inevitably lead to his own collapse. Credul 
decided that he would take matters into his own hands this 
time.
 He couldn’t afford to be weak-willed. After all, he had 
already made that mistake once, and it cost him the life of his 
most beloved friend.
 Navin… would you approve of what I’m going to do?
 Each and every fallen Resistance soldier had sacrificed 
their future for the rebellion. Countless hopes, dreams, and 
wishes had been cast aside to make their world a better place. 
If the Resistance died, then all of those precious values would 
be cast aside to rot like trash.
 “General Credul, sir?” Twardowski pushed his tinted 
glasses up his face as Credul silently entered the interrogation 
chamber. “Is there something-”
 “Why did he do it?”
 There was something in Credul’s tone that made even 
the usually unfettered Twardowski swallow in nervousness.
 “He said it was because of the raids.” Twardowski 
began to mutter, his gaze travelling to the bottom corner of 
the chamber. “Because he was ordered to steal from civilians 
who had done no wrong.”
 “Is that so?” Credul raised an eyebrow. “From my 
perspective, he’s prioritizing his own wishes over the Resis-
tance’s.”
 Stealing from civilians was wrong, and Credul knew 
that better than anyone. He just didn’t have the luxury to 
listen to his moral compass; after all, he needed to keep the 
Resistance alive at all costs.
 The end justifies the means. I’m doing this for the 
Resistance… and for your dream, Navin. I’m going to make 
sure your dream comes true, even if I die in the process!
 Jakous Baizhanov was slumped against the wall, 
restrained by tendrils of blue energy that snaked all across his 

body. His eyelids flickered sporadically as he dragged his head 
up, trying to see the newcomer.
 Credul, on the other hand, saw a seed of corruption. 
If Jakous began to inspire others to put their own needs first, 
the Resistance would be crushed underneath its own weight. 
It was his duty to keep the others’ memories alive, and to do 
that he would need to exterminate the seed before it sprouted.
 With one swift movement, he ripped Twardowski’s 
energy pistol out of his belt and pointed the muzzle at Jakous’ 
heart. The boy didn’t have a chance to react before Credul 
raised the cold steel.
 For the sake of our precious memories… for the sake 
of everyone who is gone. Navin, please forgive me… but this 
is for your sake.
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