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Dear Reader,
Welcome to Brighton High’s 2016 Taurus Canis Literary Arts Magazine, our fifth
edition.
This year we held a contest, challenging students and staff to make what’s old, new
again. Through this reconstruction, students sought inspiration in famous art pieces
or published literature and brought them to life through words of their own.
Everyday, we are constantly seeking new improvements in ourselves - preparing,
designing and reconstructing ourselves again and again. This year, Brighton’s
students submitted their best work about many indirect reconstructions. Through
prose, poetry, and art, they conveyed deep emotions of triumph and loss through
personal experiences and fictional characters. The emotion and truth of their words
and art send us back to the drawing board to rethink our own makeup.
Thank you to all who submitted. Your bravery to be published has made this
magazine possible. Thank you to the associate editors and advisor whose boundless
dedication reconstructed this magazine to perfection.
Without further ado, please read, reflect, and never stop reconstructing.
Editor-in-Chief
Rachel Matuszewski

Taurus Canis: (noun) [tawr-uhs key-nis]
1. Latin for “bulldog”, one of an English breed of medium-sized, short-haired,
muscular dogs.
2. A compilation of creative works representing Brighton High School students of
all grade levels and faculty.
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I Want to Write
Emily Mathis
I want to write.
I want to write about people and places and pretty things.
I want to write about the things that make people happy, the things that
make people sad; I want to write about everything.
I want to write a novel, a story; I want to write.
I want to write about my family, my friends.
About people I’ve just met, and about people I may never meet.
I want to write.
I want to write about the little things, the big things, the in-between things.
About the sky and the stars and the sun and the moon.
About the grass and the dirt and the flowers and the footprints people leave
in the sand.
I want to write about the trees that are in the space between.
I want to write about everything
Everything.
I want to write.

Not What It Seems
Jacqueline Kochan
The realest things in life aren’t observed;
Religion, Race, Gender.
When will we all agree
Never.
Nothing ever works.
Laws, petitions, Amendments.
Places you go.
Thing you do.
Burying the truth.
It hurts.
Start solidating.
Racist, Abuse, Neglection.
When will we all agree.
We are living in lies.
Hold our hands,
rip down the walls with your knowledge.
It is no longer there.
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That Walk in November
Mathew Meredith
This could be the last walk
for the last time…
No need for talk.
A bitter sweet lime.
The wind whispers
that soon you’ll leave.
The tree snickers,
no need to grieve.
Morning dew turns to morning frost,
still the memories are never lost.
It’s finally setting.
I’m never forgetting.
Try not to get sentimental,
burning trees to clear the mental.
Trudging through nostalgia,
feeling so temperamental.
So I guess this is the end,
I bid thee farewell my friend.
I’ll always remember
that walk in November.

“Bright Fall Leaf”, Photo, Abby Rae Langell
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The Hidden Beauty
Lindsay Hoyle
Poetry is a little girl walking for the first time.
Years pass by as her innocence is shattered,
realizing the world is only perfect through young eyes.
As she sits in her room, she waits for the pain to turn into beauty.
The words hit the page with a crash as the adrenaline rushes
through her veins.
Turning everything she sees into a piece of art.
Looking around, waiting, screaming to be heard, to be seen.
Waiting for someone to catch her before she falls.
Scars on her heart and eyes full of hurt can only be heard
late at night, when she cannot sleep.
Another day ends as the words fade into the night sky,
waiting to become a gleaming light.
A light of true poetry.

“Spirit of Music”, Pottery, Gabrielle Singher
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Constant Cycle
Leo Lopez
When it all starts over, outside is cold,
chilly enough to chatter the teeth.
Won’t be long before the feeling is old,
season is ending, take down your wreath.
Shorts weather is coming, it will be warm.
The sun is shining, smiling through the cloud.
As a flower blooms new life is born,
insects are dancing as the birds sing loud.
Rays beat down as you pedal through the path.
Bathe in the rays while they shimmer, can’t be
long before the cycle starts anew.
The wrath of Mother Nature takes life from the tree,
forces animals to hide for the season.
We ask, “Why so cold?” We know the reason.

“Life’s Cycle”, Mixed Media, McKenna Baumker
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Depression
Kayla Walczak
Depression. It’s a sickness that no one asks for.
It’s just another disease and we’re trying to find the cure.
It’s something that kills beneath the skin where no one can see
and I never thought the day would come where it would take a hold of me.
Now, this isn’t something you catch or get better overnight.
It’s a battle of yourself, a never ending fight.
Do you really believe I’m alright? Well look into my eyes,
and maybe you’ll see past the mask that I’ve created with my lies.
This curse has dwelled and grown inside my soul.
It’s killing me, so slowly, but it’s hard to let it go.
Stop telling me you understand because I know you never will.
It’s something I must face myself, it’s something I need to kill.
You say I’ll be okay and that you’ll always be there
and though that may be true, you never seem to really care.
I don’t need your help I can make it on my own.
I never used to be this way, but these days have turn me cold.
Time is moving slower, my life is passing by.
It seems I’m just waiting for the day that I can finally die.
I know that I’m a mess because you tell me all the time
and you always see me hurting, but do you ever wonder why?
I’ve numbed my heart now, I just don’t want to feel;
It’s just so hard to understand what is actually real.
Depression makes it hard to want to keep myself alive
and nothing’s ever been the same since the day you died.
I can’t help but feel as if you left me behind,
and you won’t come back despite of the tears I’ve cried.
All of our memories remain within my mind;
I will never understand just how hard you tried.
And I remain here alone, maybe love will find me soon.
But no love is like what I received from you.
I know if you could choose you would have chosen to stay,
and it’s hard to not be mad at God for taking you away.
I understand why He did, for you’re a warrior, a delight.
In the darkness of the world you were a glimpse of heavenly light.
But now it’s left me blind and I can barely see,
and the demons in my thoughts have started attacking me.
I’m trying to fight them off but it’s hard to go alone,
when this hell will end is something I don’t know.
Your sickness overcame you, and I’m giving in to mine.
These wounds are getting deep, I only know to give it time.
I know that you’re happy now, and soon I will be too.
My heart will start to heal and I will finally be new.
Sometimes we need to break, so we can be shaped into who we are.
And soon we will destroy this, even if the day feels far.
These days are all tough so it’s best to care and to be a friend;
you’ll never know the time where you may save a life again.
We’re all trying to find a cure for this unending disease,
to open up the fists of death so we can finally breathe.
Just open your eyes, I’m not the only one who can see
that depression is a sickness that won’t take over me.
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Echoes of War
Timothy J. Young
There’s a light in your eye
A supernova in the sky
Prismatic salvation
Colorful way to die
All through the night
An anguished cry
Can you see me
As I fly?
Raze the Earth
Corrupted rebirth
The endless skies
The flame denies
The damage wrought
Battles fought
Deadly tactics
Always taught
Your innocence...
You never miss
The moon at night
Midnight fright
Awareness reigns
These insane pains
How long will I be sane
When internal voices remain?

Poetry
Ryann Ciminelli
Poetry is opening your mind for the world to see
Your heart sings a duet with the words
Your brain is your own personal interpreter
They work only for you, no one else
They turn the story into your own
They show you a whole new world
Each and every time
Each and every poem
A new story to be discovered
By you
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Reflections
Tessa Klueger
When I look into the mirror,
this is what I see:
a girl with no self confidence,
staring back at me.
She thinks that she is ugly for
not being skinny.
All the ads she sees suggest that
she’s supposed to be.
When I look into the mirror,
this is what I see:
a girl who wears too much makeup,
staring back at me.
She does it to look beautiful,
just like all her friends.
She’s hiding who she really is
so she’s accepted.
When I look into the mirror,
this is what I see:
a girl who has been hurt by words
staring back at me.
She looks like she’s been saddened by
something someone said.
Maybe she just wants attention.
Could be in her head.
When I look out into the world,
this is what I see:
girls who are judged for tiny flaws
by society.
“Maddy”, Graphic Design, Marisa Cruz
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Brown Eyes
Jaclynn Burr
I remember arguing,
expelling all the wind from my tiny lungs,
blood blooming in my cheeks.
I defended what I knew: my eyes were a lovely blue.
Maybe I was mistaken,
or simply choosing to believe in this radiant veneer
I’d constructed for myself.
My sisters’ snickers fueled my indignation,
as they insisted that they were, in fact,
a murky brown.
Finally, I vowed to prove it.
Eyes welling with tears, I tumble up the winding staircase,
an endless maze blocking my salvation,
limbs flailing, pushed onward by the lump in my throat.
In the bathroom, I close the door of peeling white paint,
feet slipping past the frigidity of ‘70s mustard-colored tiles.
I stare into the mirror,
heart pounding in my chest.
Torrential shock:
fierce dark eyes stare back at me,
piercing my disguise like the shattering of the mirror before me,
as I try to sort the remnants of the picture I’d imagined.
I strode down the steps in calm reticence,
gazing with conviction at this new world
through my spirited depths of brown.
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“Panda”, Charcoal, Chris Deedler

“Chess”, Pencil, Maddy Sanger

My Light in the Dark
Matthew Whalen
I’ve been through so much,
and it’s changed me for the worse.
Turning my heart black to the touch.
Will I ever get rid of this curse?
I’ve never lived for myself,
but now reality is chasing me,
like it wants to claim me and put me on its shelf.
Nothing could set me free.
But on one faithful day,
you came to me to barricade me from everything.
As beautiful as an ocean’s bay,
it came to me as clear as a bell’s ding.
You’ll always be the light in my heart,
you’ll always be my light in the dark.
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Lost Boy
Jordin Kelley
His voiced dissolved the ice around my heart
Beautiful songs played for crowds to hear
Passion dripping down his face from the start
Using microphones making his voice clear
Strumming the ukulele hard then soft
Emphasizing each note with crisp clear sounds
All the noises around then became soft
Just as if there were nobody around
The crowd started to become loud again
Belting out each word to every single song
We closed our eyes then everything went zen
And in that moment nothing felt wrong
Chills creeped through bodies as smiles poked through
Joy was created and everyone knew

“Prince”, Pencil, Maddy Sanger
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Blue Skies
Sofi Byrum
My grandpa’s eyes were the color of the sky on a day when you head to the beach. They
were always smiling when they looked my way but I had seen them angry as a raging storm. Whenever I looked into them, I was reminded of the long days spent at my grandparents’ house and the
hours that we spent in their box shaped pool turning into a prune in the stinging chlorine. Their
pool was always cold, as I seemed to find out after my brother would push me in the water.
Papa’s eyes remind me of the upholstery on their old couch in the sunroom, as worn and
loved as your favorite pair of shoes. The four of us would spend hours laughing, drinking lemonade and playing the game of Monopoly on the rough material.
Papa’s eyes remind me of the painting on the wall in the hallway of our bedrooms that
me and my brother would sneak out of when we were supposed to be in bed. They reminded me
of the creaky spot on the floor we soon learned to avoid like the plague. They reminded me of
the blue headlines of the evening news we could see from the hidden corners of the house as we
played our beloved game of spies. Sneaking out and up the stairs to see if we could ever rescue the
other secret agent all the way in the kitchen past the room where they sat. We never did accomplish our goal.
Papa’s eyes reminded me of the bold, blue lettering on the ambulances at the hospital
as we went to visit him when I was ten years old. Sitting in the waiting room for hours not quite
understanding but always suspecting.
Papa’s eyes reminded me of my stained Torch Lake sweatshirt I wore when I went to visit
my grandma for the first time at Fox Run. Living alone for the first time in a long time.
I wish I would’ve inherited Papa’s eyes, not only were they beautiful but they held his
wisdom and emotions in them. They held the joy, happiness and sorrow he had felt throughout
his life. Even though when I look in my reflection I don’t see these memories, I won’t ever fail to
think of them when I look into the blue sky and think of him and his eyes in heaven.

“Sleeping Bear Dunes”, Photo, Andrew Miller
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I See Red and Remember
Hayley Yarbrough
The sweet brittle flower infused my nose as I pried the box open trying to grasp the
remnants of old memories. An aroma of earth and chlorine sprang out into the coals, stoking
the firelight with floating ashes of laughter. Bringing me back to a time of red. Powder streaked
brushes littered the counter, their hairs dropping a small trail. My eyes oogled at the trail
until the X-marked spot was a window. I see red shimmering upon the horizon and drawing
nearer. A car racing to my street, and slowly stopping its tired feet. Opening its chest brings a
red wonder; hidden in a bowtie and a delicate corsage. It’s brilliant contrast to the deep green
that led to white purity. Still waiting on me to finish disguising myself, he clenched his hands
glistening in sweat. Without him it would be another year without red. He took time to look
me down and I saw approval through a gleam of reddened cheeks; quickly I smiled.
I sang obnoxiously in the chariot of red that had seats covered in memories, and shining stars intoxicated us with enchantment. The air was infused with the sweet smell of earth
sprinkled with chlorine. The ground close but hearts much closer. The night was amazing, or
so he said, as he stretched his arms into uncertainty. This was big to me, but small to him.
Again I played with the flowers, and listened intently to the crackle of fire. Sometimes
staring at the fire I could feel the heat of his arms. My body was still stiff from surprise, but
soon relaxed by the sureness of him wrapping me inside. His fingers pressed lightly into the
sides of my hips, sending chills as cool as the night. We swayed slightly only stopping when our
eyes were locked, and I whispered a silent goodbye.

“The Red River”, Pottery, Jillian Mohr
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Decisions
Grace Bautch
It’s crazy how one action can change every aspect of your life. The way you think, talk,
and act. Life changing actions aren’t always bad, sometimes you make a decision that changes
your life for the good, like my parents getting married, if they never got married I wouldn’t be
here. Or my dad accepting a job in Michigan making me move from California to Michigan. If
I never moved here I wouldn’t have started to play volleyball or even know my best friend. But
sometimes a decision can change your life for the worst. Sometimes even an action made by
someone else can change your life.
Three years ago, four days after Easter, my Aunt Anne was killed by her ex-boyfriend.
This terrible action made by him changed my life, my family’s life, and even my friends’ lives
(even if they don’t know it). When my mom told me my aunt had been murdered I didn’t know
what to do. I was in shock. Imagine seeing someone at a family dinner one night and then three
days later, you find out they were shot in the head in their driveway.
The last memory I have of my aunt was her plucking my eyebrows. I know it sounds
weird but now every time I get my eyebrows waxed or plucked, I think of my aunt. When I listen
to the song “Thinkin’ Bout You” by Frank Ocean, I think about my aunt. It was our song. So
every time one of my friends plays that song or I hear it on the radio, my heart drops a little.
When someone pretends to shoot themselves as a “joke” or I hear about gun awareness, I think
of my aunt. When I smell someone wearing the Coach Poppy, I think of my Aunt. Even my hair
reminds me of her.
The man who killed my aunt also put her in the hospital with a broken nose. Her toxic
relationship makes me think differently about boys now than it did when she was alive. I will
never let a guy belittle me or hurt me. I have learned from his and her mistakes.
Every single action you make in your life changes it. There is no way around that. The
problem is, sometimes I focus on making the right decision a little too much. If you didn’t make
bad decisions you wouldn’t be who you are. The decisions of the people around you and the
decisions you make, shape your life.

Joy and Sorrow
Kathryn Haggerty
What sorrow
to know that there is joy,
that one laughs
at the expense of another’s tears,
that a tree cut down shall cease to blossom.
Yet, what joy, to know
that there is sorrow,
that one frowns for another
to smile,
that a log might form
a boat for some to sail far.
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Our Necklace
Rachel Matuszewski
The wind’s breath caressed my hair in a gust. I pulled my trench coat securely around me. The sidewalks of Chicago were a fashion runway. The newest styles presenting themselves in the glimmering sun. I
smiled slightly, dragging my eyes down to the valuable fabrics that dressed me.
But then I smelled smoke. A thick, puff of ash which drowned me in fear like I was fighting to breathe
under water. Poking at the last memories of my early life, my heart slammed against my ribs. I haven’t felt this
panicked since…
I turn and he’s there. But surprisingly not as he used to be. The Mr. Waters I once knew had luxury at
his fingertips. His deep voice of persuasion carried me to a far-away place. His sniveling growl shook my bones.
His sparkling cars and polished leather shoes always made him look like the shiniest penny. He was the sharpest knife in the drawer and your worst nightmare. He was loved and loathed. He was someone you aspired to
be, and someone you never wanted to see. The sun sparkled in his eye like a reflection of his treasures, but it
always reminded me how fear was his greatest asset in his complex scheme of power. But now he is a heap of a
man, dirty and dusty beneath the shadows of the city. His skin draped over his old bones and teeth that looked
like he’d been eating rocks. His hair was white from time and he had a scruffy beard which never existed in the
days I knew him. But in his ocean eyes, even clouded and hopeless, a sparkling sun still shined.
“Hello Beverly,” he cooed, the whisper barely escaped his cloud of smoke. I was dead in my tracks.
Suddenly, I felt like a young girl again, my hand caught in a cookie jar. I trembled, but slowly crouched to his
level. I do not speak, in fear that my voice would shake and betray my confident and fearless image.
“It’s been a long time. You are well off,” a crumpled hand gestures to me.
“Yes…sir…” I said vibrating with fear.
I expected him to snap, like a dog released from his chain, but he only sighed.
“I do not own that title and you no longer carry the title who calls me by it. We are in different worlds
now.” He looks me straight in the eyes. We didn’t have to say it. It wasn’t always this way…
Three years ago I dressed in a uniform everyday. I stepped into a gold-trimmed elevator which climbed
to the fifteenth floor where Mr. Waters worked. I’d walk in with a fresh cup of coffee and an ashtray. Through
the clear glass windows I could see him stand at the window, a cigarette clasped between his fingers. Smoke
always started drifting at eight o’clock, and maybe even earlier if he had the time. Mr. Waters kept everything
in his office. Every trinket was perched in a row on his desk, a pack of cigarettes and his favorite lighter laid in
the desk drawer. There were stacks of cash at the bottom of his file cabinets and a sapphire necklace displayed
under a glass case. Every time he ordered me to get him a drink, a copy or his lighter he would run his fingers
along the corners of the case and admire the necklace. I didn’t know who it was for or when he planned to
deliver it, but it was always there.
I knew where every possession of Mr. Waters’ was after seeing it. After every night of visiting and stroking each object in envy, you begin to memorize his organization. Maybe I needed to see if it was real, to remember what it felt like or smelled like but I continued to come back. It was an unhealthily craved night activity.
On one night, I’d had enough of putting everything back in exactly the same spot it was left. It was the
night that followed the day where he told me I was nothing. A stupid brat that didn’t need to be messed with.
I wished I knew what drove him to this action. It was the day he fired me that the necklace had been tucked
away.
So on that night, after entering his office like every time before that, I went in search of the sapphire
necklace. Instead of being hidden in the hours of the day, it was found it perched on his desk. The glass case
had mysteriously vanished. It lay on his desk, mocking me and urging me to hold it or wear it. I took a deep
breathe before gently picking up the necklace. It was surprisingly light, and the jewel in the middle was so clear
you could see your reflection in it. There was not a scratch on the gently brushed gold chain. I stared at the
sapphire again. A delicate ocean frozen among gold treasures.
Quietly, footsteps tapped the floor and ventured closer to me. My jaw dropped as I inhaled quickly. A
man of luxury stared at me in the reflection of his admired sapphire necklace.
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“Miss Beverly…” he sighed. My head hung heavily as I turned around. Smoke of a newly lit cigarette
swirled around my nose.
“I’m sorry-” I began, a low sob escaping my throat. My heart pounded like a punching fist. I squeezed my
eyes shut and cringed, awaiting a blow of anger. But there was nothing. No wind of his voice entered my ears and
the necklace was not snatched from my grasp forever. When I opened my eyes he was out the door and halfway
down the hall, a cigarette fixed between his teeth. Before he was out of view he glanced back at me. His eyes were
alight with the sun once more, and with them he winked at me. I looked down at my chest, where the sapphire
now hung.
I blinked away the smoke that burned my eyes. Someone squeezed my hand, and I looked down at Mr.
Waters’ wrinkled hand in mine. My blush heated my cheeks. I squeezed his hand back gently.
“Who was the necklace for Mr. Waters?” I asked. It was the question I always asked myself when I put it
on every day.
Mr. Waters sighed. “The right person.” I raised my eyebrows in surprise.
“I had a daughter, Beverly. She was quite like you. Quiet, obedient and very curious. The necklace was for
her sixteenth birthday. Her name was Emory.
Although, Emory ran away. She ran away from the chaos and close quarters of the city. She ran away
from her job and school. She ran away from her father who was a roaring lion when it came to arguments. Always
frightening and never understanding. I fired you because whenever I saw you, I saw her.” Tears watered his silky
cheeks. His daughter. The girl he adored so much who eventually broke his heart. Whether stone or soft, it can
still fall apart.
“Where is she now?” I bit my tongue before saying “Sir”. He shrugged.
“It doesn’t matter! After she left and I gave the necklace to you, I sold everything.” His shoulders relaxed
and he laid his head back against the concrete wall. “The money, the power, the lifestyle means nothing now.”
That was it. He had given it all up. He was not longer someone who craved those dirty green bills. It was
as if he had taken off his suit of armor and thrown it away. With so much time of the supreme figure covering his
flaws, he was wasting away on the inside. He had dwindled down to a man who was content with the simplicity
life now handed him.
I clutched the necklace tighter as I walked away. Someday I hoped I would see Emory. Maybe the Waters’
would both share the sunlight in their eyes, no matter how stubborn their hearts may be on the outside.

Carpe Diem, See the World
Jacob Milliron
On a warm summer day
A pitchfork sat and rested in the golden hay
The water shined as if it were filled with diamonds
Across from the shore sat the small island
Geese flew overhead in the shape of an arrow
Time left in the season for harvest was narrow
Wind blew softly through the leaves of the trees
The young farm help sat by the water on his knees
He thought about the world and all its wonders
The deserts, the plains, the rain forests thunders
All the places he would travel
But for now his feet sat in the gravel
Alongside the water on the small farm
Where all was quiet and there was no harm
Carpe Diem, travel and see the world
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Gray
Johnny Tinti
I’m filled with the color gray
I’d love to wear it every day
And if I had a time machine
All the things I could say
I can almost see my potential wealth
The person I could be
If only I knew myself
The things I could see
I’m confidently ripping at the seams
If only I could dream
I’d find a way out
Where’s Scotty with his beam?
Another fantasy to doubt
Crying inside just looks like a pout
Black white or gray
Did I ever really have a say?
The world is as subjective as wordplay
In the morning I mourn another day
For far too long I’ve been stuck in this fray
But if you ask I’m always okay
I’m less than me when the world is gray

“Surrealism”, Pencil, Lindsey Whiteside
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Social Media
Koryn Wilenius
We
are all lost
in a world of shameful
actions and
words.

Calculus
Macey Fetzer
Feel
confident
on the assignments but
fail every
test.

“Butterfly”, Pencil, Maddy Sanger

In Your Eyes
Katie Gardella
I think it was his eyes. All his life, he said, people had something to say about his eyes.
Usually that they were unique. When I asked what color they were he couldn’t give me an
answer. If left to my own devices I’d describe them as a sort of faded blue green, as fathomless as
they are beautiful. The first time saw him I couldn’t even see his eyes, not from across the room.
My poor eyesight wouldn’t allow it. But soon after, when I did see them, I think maybe that’s
what tugged upon my heartstrings and left me wanting more of him.
Shakespeare was the one who said the eyes are windows to the soul. If that is true, his
eyes let me see into the depths of his being, right into the very core of him. I can see a very sweet
sincerity. I see something that makes me think he belongs in another time, a little like myself.
Maybe his windows have the view of mine, not so much a clear pretty color but a dark chocolatey brown. I do not know what he sees when he looks into them, but I hope he knows what
I see. How I feel as if I were a mysterious painting he was trying to understand the concept of,
but somehow already saw the beauty, which made me blush and break his gaze. It is his eyes that
surprised me so, his soul whom I love. Do you ever really know a person until you’ve looked in
their eyes?
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When I Feel That Chill
Austin Kern
When I feel that chill, smell that fresh cut grass
I’m back in my helmet, cleats and shoulder pads
Standing in the huddle listening to the call
Fans going crazy for the boys of fall
They didn’t let just anybody in that club
Took every ounce of heart and sweat and blood
To get to wear those game day jerseys down the hall
Kings of the school, man, we’re the boys of fall

God’s Eyes
Jordyn Goldberg
As I glanced up at the sky,
Bright blue was all I could see.
Cobalt, aegean, and ocean blue,
Discretely hidden within the clouds.
Ever present in the eyes of God.
Forever now engrained into our minds, I
Glance at the ground.
Happy colors stare back at me,
Innumerable amounts of them.
Jungle, forest, and emerald green,
Kneaded into the soil.
Left of me is a big, red sailboat.
Many have used it to transport possessions,
Numerous hues are there.
Oxblood, apple, and crimson red,
Particularly associated with God’s blood.
Quarrelsome people think it means roses.
Right of me is a yellow pickup truck,
Slightly large in terms of what I know.
Titanium, lemon, and school bus yellow,
Underneath is a purple bird.
Violet, mulberry, and grape purple,
Wings are vibrant like the colors on a
Xylophone,
Yielded by the hands of God.
Zestful are those who worship Him.
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The Influence
Ryan Becall
Mrs. Armstrong taught me to wake up and smell the roses
Appreciate those around you
And illuminate the moment
To take a talent and hone it
Your destiny,
Control it
So everyday I’m progressin’
And with the Lord’s intercession
You ought to believe I’m focused
I was once hopeless
But restored faith in others
Keep a smile on your face
Go out and love one another
Pay attention kids
You’ll hear her questions if you listen
If you’re stuck condemning sinners
What good are you as a Christian?
My eyes opened to that
Which only leads me to thank you
My heart is growing stronger
And for your greatness
I’m grateful

Dance to Inspire
Emily Garvin
Dancing, a rhythm of songs put together in one performance.
Performing, a want, a need, and a desire to inspire those who want to feel
the fire rise up inside of them.
My desire is to perform with an unforgettable confidence and with a glow
to show such passion.
Confidence, a feeling that flows all through your veins and pushes you to
do your best.
Do your best, to be your best, because your best is all that you can be. I’ll
be dancing my best to the rhythm of the songs put together.
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A Night Alone
Lexie Leatherman
Everyday we escaped. We escaped from the rules, from our snotty teachers and our
nagging parents. We escaped from our homework and all of the stress that came along with
it. But most importantly, we escaped from the liars and dirty cheaters and backstabbers of the
world. It was a daily venture of ours to run off to the forest and lose ourselves for a couple
hours. We’d sit there on the verdant grass, allowing the sights and sounds to consume us, too
contempt to care if our pants got soaked or our shoes got muddy.
Me, I had my roughed-up pair of Nike’s which I always wore on those trips to the
wilderness. They were falling apart and smelled worse than a boys’ locker room, but everyday
I laced them up with pride. I was sure even then that one day they’d serve as a reminder of all
the fond memories we were creating.
Some days we played make-believe like all kids do. But some days we sat and thought.
And my personal favorite were the days which we just sat. I secretly preferred the days which
knew no thought, and I’d like to believe that everyone else did too. Funny thing though - human nature has a way of making even the most unique souls conform.
One day my good friend Johnny declared that he liked to think about really deep things
in his downtime, such as the meaning of life, and with that we unanimously agreed. Personally
I completely disagreed with this; I believed that nature was best experienced through feeling as
opposed to thought, and I wondered whether Johnny was telling the truth or merely trying to
impress us. After all, we were young and wanted to show off. That was just how it went back
then.
But if there was a leader of our group, it was most definitely Johnny. He was clever
and cunning and had a way with his words. Very outspoken for a sixth grader. You’d be in an
argument with him, and before you knew it he’d have you arguing his own side. That said, he
always argued fair points. He was enviable but respectable. Truly a kind-hearted kid.
I always felt that I possessed leadership potential as well, but I never quite spoke up
enough. A silent leader, if you will. The thing was, I really wasn’t your average ignorant child.
I was an independent thinker, somewhat influenced by my parents’ beliefs, sure, but for the
most part independent. I just wasn’t as verbal about it as Johnny was. When I did happen to
lead anything, it was usually through action and rarely through words.
Peggy and Meg also joined us on our daily after-school adventures. Our parents were
close, so we all became buddies as soon as we could talk, with the exception being Meg. Meg
moved into our little suburban town-house neighborhood the summer before second grade. I
remember her being quite shy at first. Oh, but it was cute. She would blush when she tried to
talk to us. Then her parents became friendly with all of our parents, and soon Meg warmed up
to us.
I had a wee-bit of a crush on her. Meg, with her chin-length chestnut colored hair and
purple glasses. Meg, with her overalls that were always just a touch too baggy on her. Meg,
with her mismatched socks that she loved to flaunt. I always pondered over this detail - did she
mismatch them on purpose, so as to make some sort of rebellious fashion statement? Or was
she just too lazy to pick out socks that matched? What if she didn’t own any matching socks?
It was only after a few days of analyzing these silly questions that I realized I had developed my
first crush. Why else would I care so much about someone’s socks?
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Soon after this realization, I asked her about the motive behind the way she wore her
socks. I couldn’t help myself; I was dying to know. Her response?
“To annoy you, Robby! Duh!”
And that’s when I knew she liked me back. Yup, she wanted me. I knew for a fact that
kids only teased liked that when they liked you. Well, that’s what my mom had told me, anyhow. And I believed her.
That’s not to say that I didn’t still treat Meg as a friend. Well, I guess I treated her a
little different, but it was a subtle difference. Besides, she spent most of her time with Peggy.
They were best friends within a year of Meg’s arrival. I didn’t want to interrupt their fun.
Peggy was sweet, she really was. She had tight curly red hair and freckles all over, and
she’d always share her cookies with you at lunch. I always thought she was sort of dumb,
though. Naive is probably a better word. She was just very, very naive. Because of this, I never
really felt that we had quite the same connection that I got to enjoy with Johnny or Meg. I
didn’t mind having her tag along for our adventures, though. She was harmless and fun.
It wasn’t until around fifth grade that we actually began visiting the forest nearby our
neighborhood after school. We’d hop off the bus, fling our backpacks into our front yards,
and race off as a team. This was all Johnny’s idea. While I wished it could have been mine, I
thought it was brilliant.
The first week was dedicated to figuring out where our main play spots would be. Once
we found a creek, a big enough patch of grass for us to all sit out on, and a sturdy climbing tree,
we were set. This place was practically a second home, and we treated it as such.
One lazy afternoon, I was slouching in a seat of my 6th grade English class and watching
the minutes tick by when a bright idea came to mind. Later that day on the bus ride home, I
shared the wonderful idea with my friends. I was mainly ecstatic over the fact that this was my
idea. It had come from my very own mind. We were to have a sleepover in the forest that very
night.

“Sea of Time”, Painting, Madaleine Parshall
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The Tailor of Time
(inspired by Salvador Dali’s The Persistence of Memory)

Todd Day
These sleeping clocks won’t wind,
cold blankets in this desert.
Cold comfort that we measure
such things as memories, never mind
the distance of displeasure.
The politics of time.
These things so big, they hurt,
by next week, you will treasure
your elephant resigned
to a mouse under pressure.
Our space is undefined,
so know your imposed hair shirt
will tailor up with scissors,
to comfort a design
as Dali once,
or Escher.

“The Persistence of Memory”, Painting, Salvador Dali
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The Darkest Knight
Daniel Keiffer
In a city where fear drives us to fight,
Retribution is the price we must pay.
Our darkest hero is our only light.
Day in day out, the hero shows his might,
acting as a hunter teasing its prey.
In a city where fear drives us to fight,
Corrupt police abuse the law out of spite.
Gotham falls to its knees in disarray.
Our darkest hero is our only light.
Criminals emerge to fight against our knight,
slowly driving his mind into into the fray.
In a city where fear drives us to fight.
Not far away a Robin is in sight,
helping the knight stay on the right pathway.
Our darkest hero is our only light.
The sun now settled in the sky shines bright.
One adventure ends, another will sway.
In a city where fear drives us to fight.
our darkest hero is our only light.

Hope of Us
Zachery Kingery
Mountains extend on high.
Heaven’s lights, the stars,
speckled among the night sky,
From South with its sunny warmth,
and song birds singing in tune,
to the cold of the far North,
in its winter gloom.
Each a beauty to see,
just as beautiful we hope to be.
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Salem
Sierra Copenhaver
Fingers fly across the keyboard and a new relief is felt with every ended sentence. The ping of my computer screen brings me back down from the clouds. Reality beats into me like a drum.
I’m late.
Warmth pours away from me as I lift the edge of my cocoon, my left hand already planted into my hair,
attempting to tame it until I can get under the jet stream. The lavender attacks my nose as water pounds onto my
shoulders and I push the suds into my scalp.
Of all the days to be late.
A quick rinse and I’m propelling myself into the cold atmosphere once more. I throw on the black dress I
thankfully laid out the night before. Jumping over piles of clothes, I hurl myself into the elevator.
Ada might actually kill me this time.
Inhale. Flinging my hands up at the first sign of a taxi, I triumphantly drag the door open and finally
collapse against the sticky leather seat. Exhale. Mantras of half meaningful encouragement attack my brain.
A thick middle eastern accent cuts through, “Where to?”
Deep breaths rack my lungs, I croak out, “1076 Madison, please.” He shoots me a sideways glance, and my
cheeks sting with the weight of his pity, tinging a mourn ful red. With a jolt, the yellow casket jams into traffic.
Counting, she said that would help. It never helps.
I watch the busy bodies bustle. Random flashes of pink, green and yellow sprouting in cracks of pavement, basking in the newfound sunlight.
“Twenty five dollars, and good luck, kid.”
Passing him the crinkled slips, I jerk, planting my feet on the sidewalk, looking down at my one red sneaker, paired to a brown one. She’s REALLY going to kill me. Drinking in the deep brown, sleek boards, I can feel
the familiar tremors beginning to wrack through my body. Dread leaks through, hitting the bottom of my toes,
and I throw up into the street. Dead greens merge with violent red chunks, when did I eat? Murmurs of complaint are scattered all around me and the tears prick, threatening to trace the agony across my makeup free skin.
Thinly veiled twigs wrap around me, whispering to count. Always counting. Counting makes it feel real.
Why would they want it to be real? Marching to the renewed beat placed in my head, the body stops me in front
of a door. Traces of half heartfelt whispers drift to me. Turning to see my aunt who had supposedly grabbed me, I
smile and try to gather myself.
A forced softness assaults my attempt, “They’ve been waiting for you.” Dark blue pools of eyeshadow
grace her face and dramatic red slapped onto her unnaturally pouted lips. Black and blue knuckles rap against
the strained wood and the smooth metal turns in my palm. Silence screams in return, and Ada is instantly making her way to me. Quiet condolences scatter and I just nod. Taking my hand firmly, my feet ghostly follow along.
Tucking my feet beneath me the pastors too deep monotone punctures, “Salem was a truly amazing man.
He was a brother, a father, and a loving husband. He was devoted to his job as well as his two daughters who have
the full support of the church…”
When we were three, I fell out of a tree. Thud and then into black. Salem was laughing, “Did you see
that? You flew! Just like my sweet little bird.” Ada was crying, she was always crying. Shaky inhale and I wanted to
go again. From then on I was Blue Jay to him, “My sweet, brave little Blue Jay, you’ll fly one day.”
Curls of the boy beside me keep my feet once again planted, dragging me kicking and screaming out of
my own head. Salem taught me to look for the freedom, the excitement everywhere. Ada retracts, air flying into
her lungs and her grip tightens. The casket. I forgot about the casket. Smooth, glistening wood mold into the
room and a gradual hush falls. Each corner silencing with the weight of a single body.
Natural causes, they said. I’ve sat for hours at a time and could find nothing natural about just not wak-
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ing up. People wake up every day, rejoining the absolute waking nightmare like the rest of us.
Salem bought Ada and I hamsters the summer before our eighth grade. Brown tints gave way to winks of
gold in hers if he moved in just the way. I threw fits day in and out over the simple beauty of that damn rat. You
see, mine was matted and had a gnarly tooth that fell out of her mouth, drool descending in a foul way. She was
ancient, her back left leg would drag behind the others, nails screeching on the plastic cage.
Salem loved her. “She has character, a story. There’s always a story.” I named her Jael. Salem always emphasized the importance of names. Wild as a mountain goat, Jael. I spent days laboring over the decision. Ada named
hers Spot.
Situating herself, realization strikes, I had missed her speech. Violent sniffing to my left, she leans into me.
Ada has a funny way of speaking, like she’s singing to you in her special soprano, but also can’t wait for a slip up.
Once she has the ammo, she fires.
“Do you think you can talk? You would embarrass Dad with your outfit, that’s for sure.” Scoffing, I get up.
The room shakes around me, one foot in front of the other. Salem hated cliche phrases like that.
Determination flows through my veins, one step, two, three. Fingers curling around the ends of my long
sleeves.
Public speaking was always my number one fear. One morning before my valedictorian speech, Salem told
me, “Remember, whenever you talk to someone, anyone, make eye contact. Eye contact is the quickest route to
intimacy with an audience of one, twenty and a thousand.” Eye contact quickly became my second. Needless to
say, he had to get me off of the stage.
I holed myself up in my room for two months after that. Diving through my memories, analyzing every
choice of words, never to talk in front of a group again. Memories flood back as I stand in front of this room of
people, who loved my dad. He was my rock, but I can do this. With a final breath, my mouth falls open and I sing
my own song.

“Big City, Small World”, Photo, Jacob Pacek
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Summer Snow
Madison Princinsky
The silver moon shining, bright in the day,
brought two sleeping children out to play.
Around the straight, and through the bend,
they came unto the pond’s dry edge.
The two small children waded deep,
found stolen stones for them to keep.
Before the moon had set at dawn,
they dove into the frozen pond.
A widow’s husband awoke to find,
the empty beds of two lost boys.
He ran to pull them from the depth,
and bid them take a drowning breath.
The two small children returned to bed.
They won’t awake at night’s sweet end.

“Yellow Flower in First Snow”, Photo, Abby Rae Langell
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Perspective
Abby Rae Langell
The situation you run into,
the disbelief that wakes you,
the stories you thought were true,
the look you give down to your shoe.
The task at hand that’s always new,
the outcome that you’re used to,
The recurrent moments of deja vu,
the only difference is the point of view.
The color in a whole new hue,
the right things you find to do,
the ambition that pulls you through,
the determination that belongs to few.
The warmest concepts that you value,
the inspiration that you cling to,
the chance to make your debut,
the bulletproof plan that you pursue.
The love and joy that will continue,
the rewarding solution will shine through,
the path you choose that brings you to,
the deserved conclusion that you’ll come to.

Twisting
Ryan Zultowski
Three girls sitting under a tree,
one 14, one 16 and one 19.
They all had apples
red and sweet,
apples that were ready to eat.
They all liked a boy;
his name was James.
They looked at the sky,
it was about to rain.
Taking the apples they twisted their tops,
reciting names not letting their apple drop.
14, 16 and 19 eventually plucked a name.
14, 16 and 19 all plucked on James.
Giggling and squealing the girls went to bed,
all with the sight of James in their head.
The next day they all saw James
and asked him to twist an apple top while reciting their names.
Just for fun, James added one more,
and the result hit the girls to their core.
14, 16 and 19 left that day with no cackles,
and since that day the never twisted an apple.
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A Dance With Death
Jenna Dalton
Eirwin stood between two guards. She watched the men and women dance across the floor, enjoying
the music. The room was large and filled with bright colors. This dance was Eirwin’s opportunity to find a husband but there was no one who interested her. The men were either too old or too snobbish to ask any of the
younger ladies to dance with them. They stood in the back of the room sipping their drinks and getting drunk.
All the young men were already taken; most of them would dance two or three dances in a row with multiple
different women.
Eirwin scanned the room looking for someone decent to dance with. She spotted a young man standing
in the corner by himself. He was a tall, lean fellow dressed in all black. His face was covered by a mask which
was odd since this was not a masquerade ball. He starred in her direction but his eyes were colorless.
The Princess looked away from the stranger but her curiosity drew her back. When she looked back at
the man, he was gone. The place he once stood was now filled with light and color. An eerie feeling filled the
young princess but also a hint of curiosity.
“May I have this next dance?” The stranger bowed in front of her. A chill washed over the Princess but
she was too distracted by the stranger to notice. The music started to slow down, the dancing began to melt
together, the colors became to blur.
He held his hand out for the princess. She accepted his hand and allowed him to lead her to the dance
floor, which wasn’t much of a floor at all. The people seemed to disappear from the room. The music was so
soft it was hard to hear over their breathing. There was something odd about this man, but Eirwin was amazed
at how he danced to pay much attention to it. He held her with confidence like they had danced with each
other many times before.
The world around them seemed to disappear. The walls melted away until they were dancing in nothing.
The room was gone, they were surrounded by darkness. As they twirled around Eirwin’s dress changed from a
light, airy blue, to a gothly black gown. Her fair skin turned to an ashy grey color. Her golden hair become white
and thin. She had aged sixty years in only a matter of seconds. Suddenly Eirwin collapsed onto the man, feeble
and out of breath.
The man laid her on the ground. She tried to breath but each breath was harder than the last. She tried
to speak but nothing escaped her lips. The man knelt next to her, brushed the hair out of her face. His cold
finger tips sent chills down through her body.
“Death is a sad thing,” the man said, “unfortunately you were one of the unlucky ones to have met him
before it was your time.”
Eirwin pushed the man’s hand away from her face. She struggled to get away but her arms and legs were
too weak to push herself off the ground.
“I’m sorry,” he said returning to his feet, “you had a great life ahead of you but it was simply time to go.”
The man started to fade into the background, “We’ll meet again, I promise.”
The man disappeared leaving the princess on the floor. A black skull was burned into her hand. The
colors of the ballroom became a blur in her eyes. She heard the faint cry of her mother and father but she saw
nothing. The world became black, darker than any night she had ever seen before.
The ballroom fell silence. The guests stared in horror at the princess. The music had stopped playing,
everyone stopped dancing. The King and Queen rushed to the side of their daughter. Between the two guards
lay the young princess, dead.
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“Bones”, Pencil, Claire Dobra
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Wish
Sarah Shafi
It was a cold evening, the black of the night soaking through to the bone, oozing over
hopes. Puddles of stars and the cotton candy wisps of galaxies pooled over his heart. They were
beautiful in their impossible infinity, but still very dark, and still very distant.
But stars, I suppose, were children once. It doesn’t quite matter where the hydrogen falls, as long as
it is steady and functioning at a flicker. I suppose it mattered now.
Someone once said in a future far away and in the past, but still quite near, that fire is
bright and fire is clean. But fire leaves ashes, and if you should ever destroy something and the
memories and people inside, you’d do well to burn the ashes.
For you can strip a person to the very bone and the marrow inside. You can scrutinize the cells and
examine the epsilon particles of our very being. You will shout: ‘This is why we live!’ and ‘This is
why we die!’ You still won’t find what makes a person human.
Well, the fire was there and the fire raged on. I turned to look, but the person was gone.
So, I suppose, they burned the ashes.

“Vacation Days”, Acrylic, Mikayla Maciak
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“Morning Sunshine”, Photo, Katie Gardella

Seasons
Kaylynn Tocco
I walk down these hallways and here’s what I see,
A whole new world, white walls staring at me.
The tall perfect girls walk only upstairs,
some walk in groups and some walk in pairs.
Homecoming court was the best thing to be,
but obviously, that couldn’t happen to me.
Junior year, with the leaves starting to turn brown,
it’s my turn to wear the tiara and gown.
I walk hand in hand with the boy of my dreams,
despite what they say, some things are what they seem.
And now here I am with the graduation forms,
writing long essays and searching for dorms.
There are four months left, when we just had four years,
what’s ahead excites me, but fills me with fear.
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“Bowl”, Pottery, Alyssa Posthuma

The Meal
Julianna Shatrau
You are the sun that melts the pain away.
Happy am I, to have you here with me.
With your comforting presence here to stay.
How your beauty fills me with joyous glee.
How lucky am I, life handed me you,
your bumpy smooth deliciousness I love.
The way you make me feel warm inside too.
You make my heart soar like a mourning dove.
Your simple sweet song that sings me to sleep;
eating a bowl of you brings me to rest.
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When You See Them You’ll Know
Sydney Mirabitur
Look at them, they tell a story. At first they won’t meet yours, they’re shy. Once they
do they melt into a million different things. They welcome you like a new mother welcomes
her newborn child into the world. If you look closely they sparkle like diamonds. When the
sun hits them they melt. The fallen leaves of Autumn appear. They’re like the first blossomed tree in the spring.
When you look at them it becomes a memory. If you ever come across them you’ll
know. Look at them in the light, the dark, rustic brown leaves and they almost turn golden.
They’re so kind and loving, almost delicate like lace. They speak so many emotions all
mixed together in one. It’s like loving someone for the first time. When they move it’s like
a piano player moving swiftly across the keys. They are just so beautiful and almost unreal
in a sense. They’re like a summer sunset, like when the sky explodes into a million different
shades of pink, purple, and orange, you never forget that.
To me, they’re everything beautiful mixed into one. When you see them you’ll know.

Rainbow
Megan Gackler
A rainbow spreads across the sky
I’m so happy I could cry
We’ve been fighting for so long
Now we rest in arms where we belong
We saved our heroes yesterday
And with any justice, the villains will pay
Every business built on love
It’s a go ahead from above
Our new favorite hashtag was trending last night
I fell asleep, believing we would be alright
It’s not a fragment; it’s double too
God telling us to do, what our hearts tell us to do
Now we love, with hearts so wise
Love has won, and this is its prize
A full-arc rainbow, across the sky.
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Taurus Canis 2016 Contest

What’s Old Is New: A Reconstruction of the Literary Arts
For this year’s Taurus Canis competition, we challenged students to find something old
and make it new again. Through influential works of famous art and published literature,
students brushed the dust off these masterpieces and rebuilt something incredible.
Echo and Narcissus
Contest Winner: $50 prize
Emiley Hepfner
Fickle fate, fickle love,
that we must long for those we cannot have.
Oh cruel tongue, to betray its master,
to speak bitter lies to protect another.
It is thence the tongue that must pay the cost
of every lie it lets slip.
For vengance is not merciful,
nor does love take pity,
leaving some to repeat the past,
till the wind brushes them away
like ghosts of past spirits,
trapped in a name.
Still others lose their way
fall victim to the glass,
trapped in ceaseless longing
for those they’ll never have.
For mirrors are liars
and the eyes deceive.
What one understands as beauty
the other sees only a beast.
The liars live forever,
whispers of lost words
follow them around
but the arrogant be damned
to love but never live.
For the world sees their demons
but the mirror shows only lies.
Love has no pity
for the beautiful and the cruel.
Let him suffer to be alone,
to never find ‘the one’
while his eyes see only the beautiful
The thin, breaking facade,
the world sees the cruelty.
All the hearts he’s left in his wake,
not realizing his fatal mistake.
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Taurus Canis 2016 Contest
Honorable Mentions

Oblivion
Sara Cassidy
Farmers plow their fields,
shepherds herd their sheep,
sailors embark on their journeys,
as the wax melts away.
Joggers on their way,
bikers keep to their path,
swimmers stay with their stroke
as their screams pierce the air.
Friends never cease their laughter
families maintain their smiles,
partners prolong their embraces,
as a father cries for help.

A Rose
Porter Groce
The most powerful sight
a man can see is a Rose
that grows from concrete

Horses go to their food,
dogs go to their masters,
flowers turn to their light,
as a boy splashes in the waves.
Phones maintain their influence,
cars preserve their merit,
cameras capture their pictures,
as he sinks through the sea.
Plants turn to their sun,
animals walk to their homes,
everyone keeps to their own,
as Icarus disappears into oblivion.

Additional Honorable Mentions

V for Vendetta. Illus. David Lloyd (Inspiration for “A Rose”)

Mammoth By: Zachary Kingery
The Athena Project By: Rebecca Gackler
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