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Youth is Power | Vol. 1, Issue 3

see page 11 Welcome to a very special double issue of Aífe! 
Within every edition of this magazine, we strive 
to create a nurturing space for female artists 

and writers to display their work and hone their craft. In this 
issue, we’ve partnered with INK! The Young Adult Writing 
Cult, an annual art and writing competition for high school 
students organized by English instructor Dave White and 
art instructor Bryan Dillon of Gunnison High School in 
Colorado.

As a result of this collaboration, this issue of Aífe is 
dedicated to young people and showcases their unique 
perspectives. Young people are in an interesting position in 
this world. They are active observers of the world, yet they 
are often unable to participate due to their age. This posi-
tion gives them a unique opportunity to observe the world, 
to discover it, to see it with a beginner’s mind, and to realize 
and enact the vital change.

Within the first half of this issue, you’ll find all the parts 
and pieces of Aífe that you’ve come to know and love — 
insightful essays, beautiful poetry, and inspired art. And in 
the second half, you’ll find the winning stories and art pieces 
from the 2017 INK! competition. This issue also features a 
first for Aífe — the male perspective, in the form of an opin-
ion piece written by two high school-aged men, which you 
can read on Page 18.

We’d like to sincerely thank Mr. White, Mr Dillon,  and 
their students for their contributions to this edition of Aífe. 
You can read about all of them on our Contributors Page 
(Page 6), and read more about INK! and its annual competi-
tion on Page 44.

So dig in, bask in the wonder of youth, appreciate their 
perspective, and revel in their abilities. You won’t be disap-
pointed!
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JENNIFER FLYNN
Jennifer Flynn is a business and lifestyle strategist who specializes in helping 
overwhelmed entrepreneurs and small business owners end the war between 
work and play.  The owner of The Balance Maven and creator of  its signature 
program Balance YOUniversity, she supports clients with both her Balance 
Maven Business and Balance Maven Life platforms.

JULIA JACOBSON
Julia is a senior at Gunnison HIgh School. She is involved in Student 
Leadership Council, National Honors Society, and also plays basketball. Her art 
is also featured in the INK section of this issue.

IVY MCBRIDE
Ivy McBride is a senior at Gunnison High School. As a child, her biggest fear 
was that she would lose her ingenuity, imagination, and creativity as she 
grew up. It was around this time she discovered the power of writing, where 
she could transform her imaginary worlds and seal them with words on 
paper. Since that time, she has explored writing’s endless forms and infinite 
creations.

SUSAN C. MILLS
Sue Mills was raised in the urban Midwest and tells of her slow evolution 
to appreciation of our natural environment.  Always a storyteller, she is now 
enjoying writing during her retirement. Previously she published Responding 
together with Bernice Strawn.

TERRY MILLER
Raised on the shores of Vancouver Island, Terry Miller followed the rivers 
inland. She met her husband working for the Colorado Outward Bound 
Program. Dedicated to service learning and building healthy communities, 
Terry now makes her home in Missoula, Montana, with her philanthropic, 
hockey-playing daughters, Lily and Maizy, husband Ken, and two black labs.

ROSEMERRY WAHTOLA TROMMER
Colorado Western Slope Poet Laureate Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer’s 
poetry has appeared in O Magazine, TEDx, in back alleys, on A Prairie Home 
Companion, and in her children’s lunch boxes. She has ten collections of 
poetry and has been nominated three times for the Pushcart Prize. Since 1994, 
she’s performed with Telluride’s seven-woman acappella group, Heartbeat, 
and since 2006, she’s written a poem a day. Favorite one-word mantra: Adjust.

KIMBERLY THORNTON
Kimberly Thornton lives in New Hampshire where she works in a doggy 
daycare. Outside work she’s often found taking in rescue plants and animals 
or off daydreaming in the woods. She first showed interest in writing at age 11 
and hasn’t been able to stop since. 

JON CROSSLEY & SEAN JONES
John Crossley and Sean Jones are seniors at Gunnison High School in 
Gunnison, Colorado. Jon likes to use writing as a way to share his personality 
with others, which he often does through humorous slam poetry.  Sean does 
his best work under deadlines: “Diamonds are formed under pressure.”
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I recently had a conversation while rid-
ing in a snow cat, skiing the backcountry 
(a perk from my employer) with an older 
couple. The couple was obviously quite 
successful, as they were paying full price 
for the day’s elite excursion. They had 
three children; one out of college, one in 
college, and one about to go to college. We 
discussed the concept of high school stu-
dents taking a ‘Gap Year,’ essentially defer-
ring college admission for one year after 
graduation. They were all for it.

Recent statistics show rapid increases 
in this unconventional approach to higher 
education. Taking a structured gap year 
serves to develop an individual into a 
more focused student with a better sense 
of purpose and engagement in the world. 
Students are attracted to the concept for 
many reasons. According to the Ameri-
can Gap Association (AGA) research 
committee, the top five reasons students 
choose to take a gap year are:
•	 To gain life experience and  

grow personally.

•	 To travel and experience other  
cultures.

•	 To take a break from the  
academic track.

•	 To explore study options.
•	 To volunteer.
Research also shows students who take 

a gap year arrive at college invigorated and 
excited to pursue higher education with 
more focus in a course of study. They per-
form better academically, have less anxiety 
and more confidence, and have a higher 
sense of direction.

Gap year organizations tailor experienc-
es to specific models, including religious, 
volunteer, language-intensive, and cross-
cultural experiences. Many programs offer 
both full-year as well as semester options. 
Costs and programs vary but compare to 
average college tuition rates, and some also 
offer college credit. 

Or the more adventurous gap-er could 
potentially create his or her own custom-
designed itinerary.

Learn more at americangap.org.

<<  NEWS  >>

>> 

Sweat the 
Small Stuff

Often we look to big, life-changing 
events to change the course of our lives 
and our happiness. What if we are missing 
the small key to make personal fulfillment 
a reality?

“The danger of this lies in believing that 
we will all know our ‘truth’ when we see 
it, and then limiting our lives according to 
that truth,” writes Harvard Chinese Phi-
losophy professor Michael Puett in his 
book The Path. “We’re taking a limited 
number of our emotional dispositions dur-
ing a certain time and place, and allowing 
those to define us forever.”

Serious life plans can be conjured up in 
our minds as our ‘calling,’ a path we often 
stick to with disregard to our current state, 
looking too far into the future. An old say-
ing comes to mind: “You can’t take it with 
you when you’re gone.” Can all of this prior 
planning prohibit a life lived in the ‘now’?

Puett cautions against this train of 
thought. “You, the world, and your circum-
stances will change.”

Our lives are like a living, breathing or-
ganism subject to profound circumstances, 
serendipitous encounters, and moments 
that can dramatically challenge and alter 
our trajectory.

“When you hold too tightly to a plan, 
you risk missing out,” he explains. “In order 
to help ourselves change, we must become 
aware that breaking from our normal ways 
of being is what makes it possible to de-
velop different sides of ourselves. Rituals…
are transformative because they allow us to 
become a different person for a moment. 
They create a short-lived alternative reality 
that returns us to our regular life slightly 
altered.”

>> 

Good to Gap
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<<  NEWS  >>

In the midst of the US presidential 
race, the island of Cape Breton launched 
it’s own campaign to recruit Americans to 
move. After seeing a 17 percent decline 
in population over the past ten years, the 
Atlantic island, located on the northeast-
ern tip of the Canadian province of Nova 
Scotia, put out a call for people.

Radio DJ Rob Calabrese launched a 
website designed to lure ex-patriots and 
specifically target disillusioned Ameri-
cans. The website, however, takes a non-
partisan approach: “Welcome, I’m so 
happy you decided to visit us! (online 
anyway),” declares the opening line. “But 
the truth is, we welcome all, no matter 
who you support, be it Democrat, Repub-
lican or Donald Trump.”

An outdoor lover’s mecca, Cape Breton 
boasts four-season recreation galore with 
miles of ski and snowshoe trails in the 
‘Highlands,’ which are an extension of 
the Appalachian mountains. The larg-
est concentration of people reside in the 

coastal city of Sydney, where in the sum-
mer months cruise ships drop off hordes 
of tourists bound for whale-watching and 
sea kayak tours, or to enjoy a beer at the 
local pub.

On paper, (or website) the place is the 
perfect answer for escapists, but obtaining 
permanent residency requires navigating 
complicated, and expensive, Canadian red 
tape. Although affordable property values 
and a strong American dollar sweeten the 
pot, most Americans utilize a six month 
visa program.

The collapse of the coal and mining 
industries in the early 2000s brought a 
steady decline in the population of Cape 
Breton, with young people leaving for 
job opportunities in larger cities such as 
Halifax. Thus, the cry for inhabitants. Al-
though 1 million people responded with 
inquiries to the viral website, Cape Breton 
has yet to see a dramatic influx of Ameri-
cans.

Check it out at cbiftrumpwins.com.

>> 

Cape Breton 
If Trump Wins

In over 600 cities across the world, a new 
civic movement took place on Earth Day, 
April 22, 2017. People of all creeds took 
to the streets to participate in the March 
for Science. Crowds descended on the US 
Capital and major cities everywhere to 
support science and evidence-based re-
search and protest climate-change deniers 
and budget cuts to federal agencies that 
fund scientific work.

Bill Nye addressed the crowd at the 
Washington Mall, and scorned lawmak-
ers around the world who are “deliberately 
ignoring and actively surpassing science.”

According to the organization’s website, 
marchforscience.com, the mission of the 
rallies is to “champion robustly funded 
and publicly communicated science as a 
pillar of human freedom and prosperity. ”

It urges individuals to speak out in de-
fense of science in the face of politics and 
“an alarming trend toward discarding sci-
entific consensus and restrictions on sci-
entific discovery. … can we afford not to 
speak out in its defense?”

>> 
Science 

takes a stand

Amanda Phingbodhipakkiya
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Write Our World is an exciting new 
educational nonprofit organization re-
cently founded in Denver, Colorado. Its 
mission is to build multicultural literacy 
and global citizenship among youth 
worldwide through ebook authoring. 

At a time in history when cross-cultur-
al understanding is so critical, Write Our 
World offers an answer. By empowering 
youth from different cultures to write 
about their world, they are building a 
digital library of multicultural ebooks by 
kids, for kids. 

In the first two years since inception, 
Write Our World has been busy. To date, 
it has delivered fifteen projects with 350 
youth from four different countries who 
authored over one-hundred ebooks in 
eighteen different languages. It has en-
gaged children from three Mayan groups 
in Guatemala, rural Cambodia, Brazil, 
and local immigrants and refugees in the 
United States.  Subjects of the ebooks 
include the migration experience, tradi-
tional customs, recipes, folk tales, music, 
dancing, and even short memoirs. 

They also just completed a collabora-
tion between Muslim and non-Muslim 
kids in the Denver area, empowering stu-
dents at local Islamic schools to educate 
others about their cultures and religion. 

All ebooks feature text and 
audio recordings in two lan-
guages along with original 
photography or illustration.

The benefits for of par-
ticipation in Write Our 
World are many. The pro-
cess of creating bilingual 
reading material is a pow-
erful method for fostering 
bilingualism and core lit-
eracy skills. Additionally, 
some of the books are written in small 
languages that have few available read-
ing materials at all and little to no rep-
resentation on the internet. Children in 
the United States whose families have 
originated else where are at risk of losing 
connection with their cultural heritage. 

Write Our World 
encourages connec-
tions within families 
and communities to 
help with translation 
into home languages 
and accuracy of con-
tent, thereby strength-
ening cultural identity 
and pride. Abroad, stu-
dents benefit in their 
efforts to learn Eng-

lish from translating writing in 
their native languages. Both groups relish 
the opportunity to create an original lit-
erary piece that will be published online 
to be read the world over.

Learn more at www.writeourworld.
org.

>> 
Write Our World

We love to
collaborate,
be in touch:

They share aspects of the authors’ lives and their cultures and are both 
written and orally recorded bilingually. Currently, our inventory includes 
67 books from children aged K-12 from 17 di�erent countries written in 17 
di�erent languages. Write Our World participants learn about themselves, 
their cultures and mother tongues, build literacy and 21st century skills, 
and connect authentically with other children globally.

We will be offering
• Book creation curricula

• K-5: Intergenerational Storytelling - focused on Family and Community Engagement

• 6-8: Cultural Storytelling - focused on cultural identity and memoir writing

• 9-12: Community Action - focused on leadership and service

• Opportunity to publish finished ebooks in our digital library

• Access to all the books in our library

• Collaborations and networking between teachers and students

• Students’ finished ebooks for sale in printed form

Write Our World is a new social enterprise that is creating
a unique, open-sourced educational resource worldwide. 
This digital library features multicultural ebooks authored 
and illustrated by kids everywhere. 

Spanish,  French, Portuguese
Farsi, Arabic, Vietnamese
Chinese, Mongolian, Tigrinya
Burmese, Somali, Mam, Tzutujil
Q’eckchi, Arapahoe, Swahili
Maay Maay

Email:
julie@writeourworld.org

Website:
writeourworld.org

Founder:
Julie Carey 

A few of the 
book languages:
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It was unexpected, as most wonderfully terrible  
 things are
You see, women steal without meaning to
It takes only a second              
Then they walk away unaware
Of hearts cracking in their pocket
Though they are truly not at fault
Nor can they be held 
Accountable  
It starts simply, a small fascination
Her smile tilts to one side
It’s fine, you can resist a pretty smile 
But that laugh
Like a song stuck in your head 
Remind yourself of free will, you don't have to 
 fall for her
She starts talking; you're pulled into every word
She plays absentmindedly with her hair
Fiddles with her necklace
At fourteen she stole a necktie on a dare
And still has it
She asks about the scar on your ear
You fell off the couch and hit the coffee table
While making out with your first girlfriend
Until her dad walked in
Sitting closer suddenly it’s 2am 
You've fallen
You don't know when or how you lost your footing
But it happened all the same

This is it, just tell her
The words catch in your throat
She stands up and puts her coat on
Time to go
Leaning in for a hug 
You're entangled in the smell of almonds and honey
It lingers for a moment
Your head spinning
She says what a great friend you are
How much she appreciates being able to relax
Her phone goes off
She smiles while reading the text
But it’s different, less sincere than before
She's headed to his place, they're going to talk  
 things out
He promises to really try this time 
You lock the door behind her and crawl into bed
However much the fresh cracks and bruises ache
You somehow can't be angry
Because for a moment, sitting with you
She was herself
Her beautiful, messy, chaotic self
Eventually you won't think of her so often
Time will slip by and you'll move on
But tonight, for no sane reason
You're content 
Being just another heart
Sitting tucked away
In her unaware pocket

words by Kimberly Thornton
<<

Love in a Pocket

<<  POETRY  >>
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How often have you heard or used the 
expression, “Ahh, to be young!” Usually this 
comes in observance of children at play, or 
while witnessing an extreme physical feat, or 
perhaps in learning a profound new life les-
son or perspective. Unabashed optimism can 
fade with age, but for young people, the pos-
sibility of a phenomenal future and potential 
utopian society is not far-fetched.

Youth have the power to take charge of 
the future and orchestrate a movement. His-
torically, they are then defined by that move-
ment. The baby-boomers, generation X, the 
millennials… And now we have generation 
Z, the post-millennials. What will be their 
legacy? No doubt they will make their mark 
and do so with authority.

Youth
 is Power 
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Innovation

A

What’s wrong with today’s youth? This question, which has echoed throughout history, proposes 
that the current generation of youth is somehow lacking compared to those of the past — and 
millennials are no exception. In an era of selfies and social media, it’s no wonder that teens 

today are frequently branded as apathetic and disengaged. 
Due to it’s rapid evolution, technology has become an integrated part of modern society, particularly with 

youth. Nearly 80 percent of all teenageers have their own cell phone, while 90 percent regularly use some 
form of social media.  

words by Julia Jacobson
<<

Today’s teens are 
making the most of technology

Amazing teen inventors

Generation 
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Innovation
Seaside beach waste V

and 6.4K others

A 2010 study of eight- to eighteen-year-olds 
conducted by the Kaiser Family Foundation 
concluded that today’s teens spend seven and a half 
hours per day consuming various forms of media 
(watching TV, playing video games, internet surfing, 
etc.). Not to mention, most children are introduced 
to the internet in kindergarten or even younger. 

Upon hearing these statistics, most adults would 
find justification in their argument that there is 
indeed something wrong with today’s youth. But 
what if the technology hard-wired into youth cul-
ture can be used to create positive change?

Take twenty-three-year-old Boyan Slat, for 
example. The Dutch entrepreneur used computer 
animation technology to design what is bound to be 
the start of an environmental revolution. Founder 
and CEO of The Ocean Cleanup, Slat has dedi-
cated his teenage years to cleaning the five trillion 
pieces of plastic which currently litter the oceans. 

The plastic, which is carried by currents and con-
gregates in five revolving water systems, has proved 
to be a formidable opponent for those unwilling 
to think outside the box. Slat, on the other hand 

has redefined the concept of an ocean cleanup by 
letting the ocean clean itself. Slat’s animated model 
relies fully on natural ocean currents to catch and 
concentrate the debris. 

In the model, plastic is moved along an array of 
floating barriers towards a platform where it is effi-
ciently removed. This progressive approach requires 
no external energy source and allows buoyant ocean 
life to pass under the barriers without the hazard 
of being entangled in traditional cleaning nets. The 
Ocean Cleanup is preparing to launch their first 
working pilot system by the end of 2017. 

The idea behind the Ocean Cleanup was spurred 
when Slat was just sixteen. 

“While diving in Greece, I came across more 
plastic bags than fish,” said Slat during a TED Talk 
he delivered in 2013. 

While a common response would be to ignore his 
concerns, Slat viewed them as a challenge. If envi-
ronmental distress is our children’s problem, Slat is 
the first to volunteer to find a solution. 

“I don’t understand why ‘obsessive’ has a nega-
tive connotation, I’m obsessive and I like it. I get an 
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idea, and I stick to it,” Slat told BBC during an 
interview in 2014. Slat is the youngest recipient 
of the UN’s highest environmental accolade: 
Champion of the Earth. 

Boyan Slat’s unyielding determination and 
resourcefulness speaks to the millennial genera-
tion as a whole. When faced with obstacles, 
millennials’ comprehensive familiarity with 
technology serves to be their greatest advantage. 

The internet can be used to connect, share, 
and develop multifaceted ideas, while a variety 
of computer programming codes can then bring 
these ideas to life. With technology ingrained 
in youth culture, today’s teens have the op-
portunity to learn and do more than previous 
generations — and Boyan Slat is not the only 

one taking advantage of it. 
At fourteen years old, Sahil Doshi was recog-

nized as America’s Top Young Scientist, taking 
home a $25,000 prize for his eco-friendly 
battery, the Pollucell. The battery has the ability 
to harness carbon dioxide and generate elec-
tricity. On a larger scale, Doshi’s invention has 
the potential to reduce greenhouse gases in the 
atmosphere and serve as a low cost alternative 
for electricity in developing countries.

Doshi’s Pollucell exemplifies the civic at-
titude shared by the millennial generation. An 
estimated 15.5 million people ages eight to 
eighteen regularly volunteer, contributing more 
than 1.3 billion hours of volunteer service per 
year. 

Teen invents eco-friendly battery V

and 28K others

Amazing teen inventors

14    <<   AÍfe



These statistics directly contradict the popu-
lar belief that today’s generation of youth is 
disengaged from society. In fact, over half of all 
teenagers willingly dedicate their free time to 
community service. 

Teens will be teens, however, and cell phones 
are still a priority to youth. Just ask eighteen- 
year-old Eesha Khare, whose frustration with 
her phone’s short battery life was the inspiration 
behind an award-winning invention. 

Khare’s supercapacitor is an energy storing 
device which can be fully charged in twenty to 
thirty seconds, charging mobile devices much 
faster than previous technology has allowed. 
Furthermore, the battery has ten times the 
number of recharge cycles when compared to 
conventional rechargeable batteries. 

Khare’s invention has the potential to power 
far more than cell phones. In the future, this 
device could be a solution for electric cars. 

So what is wrong with today’s youth? It’s 
true that young people are becoming more and 
more reliant on technology for everything from 
spelling to social interaction. Yet today’s teens’ in 
depth understanding of technology has provided 
them with the opportunity to accomplish more 
at a younger age. 

While previous generations are credited with 
the creation of new technology, it’s the millenni-
als who are using these technologies that invoke 
global change. The Bill Gates and Steve Jobs of 
yesterday have paved a road for the innovative 
generation of tomorrow — and millennials are 
sure to be at the forefront of change.  

Teen invents a device that will change the way we power electronics V

and 15K others

A
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Among Whispers, Budondo Village, Uganda  |  Leslie Alsheimer Photography  |  lesliealsheimer.com



Among Whispers, Budondo Village, Uganda  |  Leslie Alsheimer Photography  |  lesliealsheimer.com Nakalinzi Judith, a Ugandan entrepreneur and restaurant owner, who fosters her AIDS-orphaned nieces and nephews, cooks goat stew with four of her six children 
outside their home in Budondo Village, Uganda. Women and girls account for at least two-thirds of all caregivers for people living with HIV in Africa.



The International Women’s March on 
Washington took place on January 
21, 2017, coinciding with Inaugura-

tion Day for America’s 45th president. While 
nearly half a million women made their voices 
heard in Washington, the truly epic demonstra-
tion came in more than 2.6 million people who 
rallied worldwide. “Alternative facts” emerged 
surrounding attendance in the Capitol during 

Mislabeled MARCH
Reflections on the International Women’s 

March on Washington from the perspective of 
two high school-aged young men.

words by Sean Jones & Jon Crossley
<<
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Mislabeled MARCH
the inaugural event, but they did not lessen 
the power of a street painted with the colors 
of humanity. 

Even though this event was well-
publicized, many still do not understand 
its purpose. Was it in protest of the newly 
inaugurated president? To address the issues 
of wage inequality? Or simply to show the 
world that women stand united?

The global demonstration occurred during 
— and overshadowed — the presidential 
inauguration. The date was no coincidence, 
but what was the real purpose? 

Avery Pulley participated in the March. 
“Though the March was based on women's 
rights, it was about all rights. The March 
happened because Trump was elected, but 

it was more a statement that we will not be 
silenced,” she said. 

Viewing the March from the outside, the 
participation of so many causes shows the 
state that America currently finds itself in. 
People are rallying for change; however, a 
common cause for all to rally behind has 
yet to arise. Due to this, the impact of the 
March in January was lessened.  Many other 
causes marched alongside women to voice 
their various platforms. Activists failed to 
march for a common cause, holding rainbow 
flags, ‘Not my President’ signs, and Black 
Lives Matter emblems, instead of marching 
under a single banner.  

By encompassing so many different issues, 
the Women's March found itself spread too 

thin, and the initial impact of a 
movement of this stature became 
diluted because too many issues 
were protested at once. Instead of 
a wall of people singing in unison 
like a choir for change, the result 
was a cacophony of voices all 

singing different songs in differing pitches.
The Women’s March illuminates an awak-

ening of protest in America, but change will 
not come until as people, we cease diluting 
our voices, and shout for our rights as one. 
While we continue to divide our causes 
between black, white, male, female, straight, 
gay, and everything in between, the impact 
of our demand for change will be weakened. 

Over time, however, as we come together 
as humans, a more substantial call for equal-
ity may be realized. By broadening the scope 
of the call for change, more groups will find 
themselves included in a single cause, and 
strength in unity shall emerge from divided 
chaos. The Women’s March may be the first 
of it’s kind: a gathering of people from all 
races, genders, and sexual preferences, calling 
for fair treatment of not one group, but all 
groups. 

Perhaps then, the Women's March will 
reach its full potential — a March for 
Equality. A

 SUMMER 2017   >>   19



In my early life, I was barely 
aware of ecology as I know it 
now.  I was born and raised 
in the city and suburbs of 

Chicago.  
Cement sidewalks and asphalt 

streets felt secure, keeping me from 
the dirt of earth. Inside was a cocoon 
for living safe from all the unknowns 
outside.  Maintaining a spotless “can 

Ecological 
Awakening

words by Susan C. Mills
<<
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eat off the floor” household was the corner-
stone of being civilized.  Bugs and rodents 
were vermin.  Spots on clothes were vigor-
ously scrubbed out.  Pets constantly created 
messes to be controlled at all costs.

I recall spontaneous drives out to the 
countryside where my father would exclaim, 
“It even seems to smell different.”  

The small, weedy, empty lot on our block 
that we called ‘The Prairie’ is where our 
childhood imaginations could run free. 
Yet the forest preserves were fraught with 
danger, as if inhabited by tigers and bears 

instead of squirrels and birds.  
We preferred chlorinated indoor pools to 

swimming in lakes that had fish and other 
creatures slithering through the slimy algae. 
Keeping watch for danger does not allow for 
a feeling of connection to the earth… that 
was to come much later.

My view of the world expanded in 
early adulthood. But you might say only to 
America with the rest of the world remain-
ing foreign. I was caught up in the Ameri-
can Dream.  I worked hard and long to 
make money to buy stuff; worked harder to 

‘‘My big ‘Ah-ha’ moment 
didn’t come until I was fifty 

years old living in Santa 
Fe, New Mexico. I became 

ill with life-threatening 
leukemia. 
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afford maintaining my stuff; still needed more to 
get more stuff.  

Success was being rich. Working hard got you 
there. Anxiety and dissatisfaction were worth-
while prices to pay.

Looking back, I now see firefly flickers of 
perception popping up over the years that had 
enough impact to prod and shift my awareness 
and beliefs of Mother Nature.  These gradual 
revelations kept me on my path to now, where 
I view the world as smaller, the vast universe as 
reachable.

Rather than moving to the suburbs like our 
friends, my husband and I left the city and 
bought a small farm in Wisconsin.  I wanted 
horses and dreamed of flying over jumps in my 
elitist jodhpurs and a velvet riding hat.  

Instead, for three short years, we lived at what 
the neighboring farmers call ‘Piccadilly Farms’ 
because it was more a circus than a farm!  Our 
menagerie contained one beef cow, three pigs, 
two sheep, a baby lamb, two horses, one pony, 

two dogs, a number of barn cats, a handful of 
tamed rabbits, and a henhouse filled with layers 
— all managed by a young couple from Chicago 
and Boston.  

There are stories galore… but I digress! One 
memory that remains with me to this day is 
riding the tractor to plow.  I recall being mes-
merized as the rich, earthy loam artfully rolled 
over the blades, sending a starburst of disturbed 
insects and small prairie animals scurrying in all 
directions.  I found it beautiful and profound.

Years later, ensconced in a more traditional 
suburban lifestyle, I took time one day to attend a 
presentation at a local nature center.  The natural-
ist slowly walked our group through a stand of 
trees and across a meadow.  As if looking through 
a microscope she pointed out signs and evidence 
of the lively ecosystem in each. I was simply a 
woman of my time, yet a growing awareness of 
the environment began to permeate my genera-
tion.

My big ‘Ah-ha’ moment didn’t come until I 

‘‘ I now see individual 
humans as mere blades 

of grass in a vast lawn or 
droplets of water in a 

river flowing to the 
majestic ocean.
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was fifty years old living in Santa Fe, New 
Mexico.  I became ill with life-threatening 
leukemia.  During six months of treatment, 
most of my time was spent in hospital isola-
tion.  

I did get short breaks to go home, how-
ever, and I spent that time outside wrapped 
in blankets to ward off the winter chill.  
Each day I sat quietly submerging myself 
in the desert around me.  I followed the 
sun around from front patio to back deck 
simply soaking in the sights and sounds of 
the space. 

I felt palpable healing. The illness was 
a forced, abrupt stop to my life as it was 
before. Yet it became a time of reflection, 
insight, and wondrous realizations.

Since then I have lived in a small moun-
tain town in Colorado where I am sur-
rounded by majestic mountains and open 
land.  I believe we are simply another species 
in this magical place, albeit a rather arro-
gant one. Pictures of barges mounded with 
Manhattan garbage chugging downriver to 
be dumped in New Jersey causes a catch in 
my throat.  

Drinking water from plastic bottles for 
the profit of some corporation and then 
tossing them to form bubbles of waste in 
our oceans, hurts me.  Putting our material 
needs, wants, and economies before the care 
and protection of our home seems immoral 
and foolish to me now. I now see individual 
humans as mere blades of grass in a vast 
lawn or droplets of water in a river flowing 
to the majestic ocean.

So here I am… a septuagenarian firing off 
postcards to Congress members protesting 
EPA cuts; faithfully washing plastic baggies 
and reusing them; habitually recycling; get-
ting upset about the over-packaging in the 
grocery store; and continually looking for 
means to decrease my consumption and my 
footprint.  

Oh, I still have some of my stuff, but only 
those things that are meaningful marks of 
my time spent here.  Rather than despair 
at my insignificance, these things and my 
actions — however small — bring peace to 
my soul. A
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Rain Bodine is an elementary school art teacher at the 
Gunnison Community School in Gunnison, Colorado, 
where she inspires 500 students per week. Her silk 
paintings are featured in a book she created for her 
master’s degree called The Artist’s Poem. The book 
combines imagery and verse to help the audience 
acknowledge their own natural creative abilities and can 
be used as an educational resource that encourages 
everyone to connect with their own individual potential. 
Rain uses her own family and surroundings as 
inspiration for many of her paintings on silk.

RAIN BODINE
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When Lily was born I could tell she was different from me. 
I knew it minutes after the cord was cut. I didn’t know 
how she was different, she just was. I could feel it in my 

new-mama bones.
You see, I am action and surface, like wind skipping aross the ocean 

whipping up white-capped waves. Lily runs strong and deep, like the 
three rivers that flow past our Montana town, her underwater currents 

Lovebird Project
words by Terry Miller

<<
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nourishing a deep, deep soul. My Irish cous-
ins would call it  “touched by the fairies.” 

At night Lily’s dreams awaken her 
regularly, and she runs to our bedroom full 
of a frenzied heartbeat with tales of other 
worlds. These are the nights when the fairies 
have visited.  Don’t get me wrong, Lily is a 
typical, sassy eleven-year-old girl.  But dig 
a little deeper, beneath the scraped knees, 
knobby elbows, and messy ponytail, and you 
will find something quite different — a little 
old soul put on this earth to quietly change 
the world.

And this is what she taught me.

Lesson 1:
Children are born with an  

amazing capacity to care.
Two years ago I read Malala Yousafzai’s 

book  I am Malala to Lily and her little sis-
ter, Maizy.  The book is an empowering story 
about a Pakistani girl’s desire to go to school 
against the orders of the Taliban.  I read the 
book to my daughters with the intention of 
exposing them to strong female role models. 
I am all about raising strong girls ready to 
use their voice loudly.   

Lily took Malala’s words differently — in 
a more soft and profound way. Lily was 
stunned that some girls were not able to go 
to school. The thought that  girls were lesser 
than boys was alien to her. It was this mo-
ment when Lily truly realized the world was 
not the same for everyone.  

“Why would a man shoot a girl for going 

to school?” Lily asked confused.  Disheart-
ened, I responded by sadly shrugging my 
shoulders, thinking  not much can be done. 
Lily responded by formulating a plan to do 
something about it. 

Lesson 2: 
Nurture creativity and compassion.

Lily and Maizy cut, stuff, and sew fabric-
scrap birds to help girls go to school around 
the world. Lily calls her project “Lily’s Love-
birds.”  In second grade, Lily’s class held a 
craft show to help raise money for the all-
abilities playground in their hometown. Lily 
made little fabric birds for the fundraiser. It 
made her feel good to use her own hands to 
create something for a cause. 

After reading Malala’s book, Lily decided 
to continue making the lovebirds to raise 
money to support girls’ education.  After 
school and ice-hockey practice, Lily and 
Maizy craft the fabric birds. Once in a while, 
Lily works until bedtime.  I ask her if she 
wants to take a break from her project and 
sometimes she says yes, and sometimes she 
says no. I support her no matter how she is 
feeling.  

Sometimes months go by without hearing 
the whirr of the sewing machine in the base-
ment, and that is fine and wonderful.  Then, 
with no rhyme or reason, Lily heads to the 
craft room and starts cutting pretty lovebird 
patterns from the boxes full of colorful fabric 
scraps, and that is fine and wonderful. I take 
her lead and support her as best as I can. 
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Lesson 3:
People are good.

Lily’s quiet voice has risen above the loud 
noise and constant chatter of the world and 
touched people deeply.  As word of Lily’s 
Lovebirds spread, boxes of colorful fabric 
scraps arrived on our doorstep. After hear-
ing about Lily’s Lovebirds, little girls have 
started their own sewing projects to help 
girls go to school.  A few months ago, the 
boys on Lily’s hockey team surprised Lily by 
joining a lovebird making party. 

These thoughtful gifts and stories have 
touched Lily deeply. People are good — 
there are a few bad eggs — but people are 
good. Lily has taught me that.

Lesson 4:
Jumping in.

As I get older, I need more and more 
reassurance before I start something.  The 
younger me, on a hot day, would jump into 
the river to cool off.  Older me, on a hot 
day, will check the water temp, the current, 
the sand for glass, the bag for towels and 
sunscreen, the beach for weirdos, and then 
slowly and carefully wade in.  

Lily wanted to help girls go to school, so 
she did it. She did not overthink it. She did 
not fill her mind with “what if ’s” and “wait 
until’s.” Lily filled her mind with “what 
nexts.”  Lily has reminded me of the pure joy 
of jumping in without expectations.  For this 
I will always be grateful.
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Lesson 5:
Little sisters rule.

The story of Lily’s Lovebirds would not be 
complete without recognizing the steadfast 
encouragement of Lily’s little sister Maizy. 
As Lily works away cutting fabric, Maizy 
is right beside her, her little fingers stuff-
ing birds while giggling, listening to Lily’s 
school-day stories.  

If Lily is the heart of the Lovebird project 
then Maizy is the soul. Maizy wants no 
time in the spotlight. Maizy only wants to 
stand beside her big sister, encouraging her, 
holding her hand.  Sister love is something 
special; an unwritten code of loyalty and 
tenderness communicated through knowing 
smiles and bed time cuddles. Little sisters 
come in all forms. They are your steadfast 
friend, your staunchest supporter, and your 
lifelong wingwoman. Little sisters give us 
the courage we need to change the world. 
Little sisters rule. 

    Lily and Maizy have crafted 
over one thousand lovebirds. 
These lovebirds have flown all 
around the world, from Alaska 
to Australia. In 2016, Lily and 
Maizy were named Montana’s 
youngest service award 
winners by the Governor. Lily 
was recognized by the world’s 
largest volunteer organization, 
Points of Light, for her public 
service. 
    Lily enjoys teaching younger 
children about service 
learning. She encourages 
them that you are never too 
young to make a difference in 
this world. 

ABOUT LILY’S 
LOVEBIRDS

A
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<<  POETRY  >>

Although the world is full of suffering, it is 
also full of the overcoming of it. 
—Helen Keller

Three days after
I think the world 
is coming apart,
in the back seat
of the car
my daughter
is improvised 
by a song—
I eavesdrop
as she mumbles 
along 
to an accidental
tune,
change is 
wonderful
change 
is wonderful.

All the Way Home
words by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer

<<
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<<  POETRY  >>

After they save the world, the girls 
know there will be ice cream cake.
But first, they decorate and don their sparkling masks.
They be-jewel and glue flowers onto flowing white capes. 
They are all seven now, and they know
a thing or two about the life of a superhero—
it’s hard and takes teamwork. As they prepare,
Bubbles suggests they plan to stick together—
none of them wants to go it alone.
Fire Girl, Superwoman and Lunta agree. 
The mission is harder than they thought.
Superwoman, though she has powers
of super speed and super strength,
also learns she is afraid
of tall grass and snakes. 
Lunta, though she has powers of snow and ice,
has to ditch her shiny black dress shoes
mid-mission. She opts for pink sneakers instead.
As they face the world’s foes, 
they stop to pick daisies
and strew the white petals in a pond.
They chant and sing and cast spells
and find pretty rocks by the river. 
They notice damselflies and orange butterflies
and look in the willows for nests.
In an hour the job is done. 
All ten of the world’s greatest foes
have been found and chastised and glitter bombed.
And now the heroes are hungry. 
While eating the cake, no one
boasts that she did more work than the others. 
They talk about going back to the pond
to swim and canoe, which they do. 
For hours they splash and paddle and negotiate
how to share the one float toy
that everyone wants. Who could
recognize them now without
their masks and capes, these girls
who are saving the world? 

At the Birthday Party
words by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer

<<
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THINGS I WANT MY 

Daughters 

to Know
words by Jennifer Flynn<<
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1
Don’t 

be  an asshole. 
If you can manage this one, 

everything else is pretty much 
gravy. In fact, it might be the only thing 
you need beyond anything else I could 

tell you. An asshole can be summed up as a 
person who thinks they are better than everyone 
and therefore acts however they want without 

taking into account the feelings of others.You will, 
unfortunately, find assholes everywhere. They will 

be in your school, on your sports teams, sitting 
beside you in the movie theatre, the coffee 

shop, on the train, the airplane, your 
workplace, the beach, maybe even at 

Thanksgiving dinner.

Be 
open-minded.  

Believe in and see this vast 
and amazing world we live in. 

There is no one right way for anything. 
Find your true north, and honor the true 
north of others. Strive to make observa-

tions — not judgments. Let those observa-
tions help shape what feels like your truth, 

but without judgement. You can’t know 
the entirety of the circumstances others 

experience. When you point a finger, 
there are three pointing back 

at you.

2

3 Don’t 
be a know-it-all. 

No matter how much you think 
you know, at whatever point in your 

life, you don’t know everything. In fact, you 
haven’t even scratched the surface. Think of 

a pie… one half of a slice of pie is what you know, 
one slice plus that half is what you know you don’t 

know. The rest is what you don’t even know you 
don’t know.  

That part — the biggest part of the pie — is why we 
need to surround ourselves with quality people. 
They fill in the gaps of what we don’t know we 

don’t know. Make sure the people who are 
contributing to that part of your pie are 

worthy. Fill in the gaps with ‘qual-
ity,’ not just ‘quantity,’ in-

formation.
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Choose friends wisely. 
They will either raise or lower your 

standards. The truth about friendship is that 
you learn more from your friends than you ever will 

from books, or probably even your parents. Sooner or later, 
your standards come to rest with the standards of your friends. 
Nothing influences us more than our peer group. The people you 

surround yourself with tell me something about who you are or 
something about who you will shortly become.  For example, if you 
hang out with a group of people who want only to watch television, 

drink beer, eat pizza, and play video games… chances are you will 
adopt their lifestyle. On the other hand, if you surround yourself with 

a group of people who work out at the gym four times a week and 
fill their weekends with outdoor activities, strive for personal and 

professional fulfillment… chances are you will adopt their lifestyle.The 
right people either help us become the best versions of ourselves or 
encourage us to become lesser versions of ourselves. We become 
like the people we spend the most time with. No woman becomes 

great exclusively on her own. People come into our lives for a 
reason, a season, or a lifetime. Sometimes seasons are long 

and sometimes short. Honor each person for what they 
have to contribute, even the undesirables. They offer 

us choice and give us opportunity to grow.

4

Don’t 
do drugs.  

Ever, for any reason. 
Charlie Sheen, Elvis, Whitney 

Houston, Lindsey Lohan. Need I 
say more?!  In all seriousness, be in 
charge of you. Do not turn over your 
power to a substance or let it steal 

your dreams. There is no single good 
reason on this earth to throw 
your life away in this fashion. 

None!  Just say no.

Always, and in all 
ways, stand up for yourself 

and your truth.  
Do not let anyone push you around.  

Perhaps a bully on the playground starts 
a fight with you. If they start it, you finish it. 
In the grownup world, strive for diplomacy, 

but remember, you teach people how to treat 
you. Act like a doormat, you will get treated 

like one. Be a compassionate, strong 
woman who knows her heart and 

her mind, you will get treated 
like one.

5. Don’t ever, and I mean 
EVER, say, “I would NEVER…” 

The truth is, we don’t know 
what we would say or do in 

certain situations. What words 
we might say, or how we 

might act. Don’t be too quick 
to judge others — or yourself. 
Some circumstances in life 

cause us to become strangers 
even to ourselves. You will 

never know what you will or 
won’t do until you experience 

your ‘tipping point’ in any 
given situation. Read the book 

Tipping Point by Malcolm 
Gladwell. In fact, just read all of 

his books.

8. “No” is a complete sentence.  
Learn to say it — unapologetically. You don’t need to justify it with 

a million reasons. ”No.”  It’s easy. (insert Meghan Trainor song 
here if you need inspiration or pop culture permission.) Learn how 
to say no so you can fully say yes to the things that matter most. 
Become the ‘yes’ woman, and all you have is a plate full of over-

commitment. It’s a lot easier to prevent than it is to clean up. Trust 
me on this one. Refer to the early years of your lives.

7

6
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11
No 

half-ass execution. 
How you do anything is how 

you do everything (see Nos. 7, 9, and 
10). If you are half-assing something in your 
life, likely this will show up in other places as 

well.  Everything matters. Be mindful. Ask yourself, 
”Is this my best effort?”

Personal 
hygiene matters. 

I don’t care if you feel 
the need to channel your inner 

hippie, be one with the earth, hug 
trees, live in a commune, hold hands, 
and sing “Kumbaya.”  Soap is cheap, 

and there is no excuse to be dirty, smell 
bad, or have gross hair.  Makeup? 
Hair? Fancy clothes?  Don’t care 

— just be clean. Take pride in 
your appearance.

10. Presentation is everything. 
If you are going out, I don’t care if 
it is only to Walmart, care about 
how you look, not from a place 
of vanity, but self-respect and 
pride. We are not ‘The People 
of Walmart.’ The fuzzy pants 
— those are pajamas. You are 
not in bed! Crop tops and see-

through shirts leave little to 
the imagination. People need 

imagination. The leggings — they 
are not meant to be pants alone. 
Get a skirt or a shirt that covers 

your butt!

9
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12. Your word matters. 
Be impeccable with your word. 
Sometimes it will be the only 
currency you have to offer.  It 

has to mean something — not 
just to others, but to you. Your 

words are also stories. The 
internal stories that you tell have 
a direct impact on your outward 

experience. The dialogue on 
our inside matters just as much 
as the dialogue on our outside. 
Our outer world is a reflection 
of our inner world. Words are 
a reflection of your thoughts. 
Thoughts become things. We 
are always manifesting. The 

words we use with others also 
matter. Be strong, but kind. 

Our words create feelings and 
experiences. They can cut, or 
they can cure. People may not 
always remember exactly what 
you said, but they will remember 
how what you said made them 

feel. You have great power 
and you can use it for good…
or for evil. You get to choose. 
Remember Karma — a lovely 
lady with a real penchant for 

teaching people a lesson or two.

Be 
selfish.

Yes, that’s right. Filling your 
cup is your responsibility, and no 

one else’s, not even your partner’s.  As in, 
you have to do it, not wait for someone else 
to do it for you.  Put yourself first. You can’t 

give from an empty cup. Take responsibility to 
learn what fills your cup and no one else’s. Not 

even your life partner, if you choose to have one. 
In the safety talk on an airplane, they tell you 
to put the oxygen mask on yourself before 

assisting others for good reason. If you 
pass out, you can’t help anyone. 

And (dramatic pause) you 
might die.

We 
all die. 

This does not need 
to be a big drama-filled 

thing. Grieve, be sad, but do 
not unpack and live there. We 
are always here in one form or 
another. Lean into that, and live 

in ways we no longer can. 
We will live through 

you.

13

15. Take risks. 
With your heart, your career — play full out. I am not 

specifically suggesting things that could kill you 
like ‘extreme’ anything (I am not listing examples 

because you don’t need any ideas), but do live. 
Really LIVE.  Don’t play small. Take imperfect 

action. Find your passion. Grow into your soul zone. 
Chase your bliss. Step into your greatness. Love with 
your whole heart like it could never be broken. Life is 

meant to be an experience and for this you have to be 
in the arena, not watching from the sidelines. This is how 

you grow. If you are not growing, you are decaying. This is 
how you learn. Your comfort zone is meant to keep you safe, but 

be careful not to let it protect you from your greatness. Always be 
stretching it, stepping outside of it, expanding yourself and those 

around you. Be a leader, not a follower.

14

36    <<   AÍfe



Respect 
your elders. 

Listen to those who have gone 
before you. We know a few things. 

We have been around the block, maybe, 
a few times. We have been knocked face-

down in the dirt and experienced blood and 
sweat and tears and piles of mistakes.  

We have partied too hard and probably done 
things we aren’t proud of. We have gotten back 

up to face another day.  We have believed we 
knew everything only to find out we knew 
nothing at all.  We have known assholes 

— and have been assholes.  We 
know things, and we have 

your back.

Find 
your own 
‘normal’. 

Don’t let other people 
steal your ‘normal’ 

— not even your 
parents.

My dear daughters, 
there are so many, many more 

things.  I still have things to 
learn myself.  Perhaps we will 

have to go in installments 
but this should get you 

started. Again, No. 1... 
If you can remember 

none other, remember 
that one.

16

17

A
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<<  POETRY  >>

Do not say she is beautiful. 
Say she is the engine, the fuel,
the rubber tires, the race itself. 
Say she is the handle of the drawer,
the door’s brass knob, the lock unlocked. 

Say she’s the path. The steepest road. 
The cold when the sun goes down. 
Tell her she is the infinite dark, 
the orbiting moon, an eagle, 
the relentless wind. 

Say she’s galoshes, a garage door, the faint
scent of rain. The barren winter. 
The nothing you can’t quite touch. 
But do not say she is beautiful. 
She’ll come to crave such dross. 

Tell her she’s the twisted twig, 
the beacon at the bay, the river’s 
song when it meets a rock, the fog, 
the leaping wild rose that blooms 
and thrives any damn where it pleases. 

Perhaps It’s What You 
are Thinking, But … 

words by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer
<<
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<<  POETRY  >>

So, she says, what do you want to know about your future? 
Will I be happy? I say. 
Yes, she says. 
Will I find true love? I say.
She says, You already have.
Will I be a good mother, I say. 
She nods and says, Yes. 
Will I write poems until I die? 
She says, what if there is no “Will I?”

With a Purple Towel on Her Head, My 
Daughter Pretends to Be a Fortuneteller

a found poem, written verbatim

words by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer
<<
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ART BY CHARLTON DUNCAN
Charlton Duncan has always enjoyed art. He feels privileged 
to have been a part of this edition of INK, and feels that 
collaboration brings a new light to his work. He believes that 
as the youth sprout anew, each generation has a hidden 
remedy for the world to enjoy. Charlton is a senior at Gunnison 
High School. 

<<  INK - THE YOUNG ADULT WRITING CULT  >>
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INK!: An Introduction

Dave White
GUNNISON HIGH SCHOOL 
ENGLISH TEACHER

Driving past the ranchlands of Gunnison County 
reveals rows of cattle with their heads hung low, 
intent on the hay that sustains them through the 

frosty mornings. In the Easter egg hue of a spring sunrise, 
I see a calf, bucking its back legs with the exuberance of 
new life. Frolicking, not knowing that in a short time they 
will lack the will to fight... anything. Young adult writ-
ers are like this, too. They buck and thrust their pens or 
pound the keys with the enthusiasm largely reserved for 
the formative years. When they move past the formative 
years, they will lack the will to write anything other than 
a check. Adult authors could learn a few tricks from their 
fledgling counterparts. Things like boundless enthusiasm 
and creativity beyond measure could help adults compose 
fresh stories like their adolescent counterparts. 

If you don’t believe this, look at the shelf space for 
young adult literature in your local bookstore. While 
adults often write young adult books, the market is seeing 
ever-increasing numbers of youthful wordsmiths getting 
their stories to print. So what is the secret sauce of the 
developing brain? Creativity and novel ideas spark in their 
minds without the dampening blanket of responsibility. 
Adult authors can’t shirk their daily grind, but they can 
free themselves of the burdensome commitments that 
plague their ability to create when tapping the keys. For a 
small part of every writer’s day, they can emulate the ado-
lescent brain. They can focus solely on characters and plot 
with the creative freedom that young people live every day. 
Adults can buck and frolic, as well as any calf, and stories 
can flow like the river that winds around them.

The following 
pages include 
the winners of 
the INK! young 
adult fiction 
and art contest. 
The writers 
and artists are 
high school 
students from the 
Gunnison Valley. 

A
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“Changing Leaves”

by Joslyn Hays

Selection from 
The Fields of 

Space
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A  Painted  
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JON CROSSLEY - FIRST PLACE 
John Crossley is a senior at Gunnison High School in Gunnison, Colorado, 

who began writing as a freshman. He likes to use writing as a way to share 
his personality with others, which he often does through humorous slam 

poetry, which he performs whenever he can. He hopes to use his talents to 
help others and solve the many problems facing the world. He also enjoys rock 

climbing, running and playing soccer. 

LINDSEY GROSS - SECOND PLACE 
Lindsey Gross has been engrossed in stories her entire life. As a small child, 

she would rush to bed in order to hear the next chapter or the next story. She 
soon discovered that books were means of escaping the confines of reality. 
Now at age eighteen, she still often falls back into the security blanket of her 
favorite books. She began writing as a means to express herself in a similar 

way. She is ready to experience her own adventures, empowered with the 
confidence that words can make light even the darkest moments of reality. 

SONJA MATISON - THIRD PLACE 
Sonja Matison has loved books and writing for as long as she can remember. 
Her notebooks are full of stories, which she began writing when she was six. 

Her love of books began from reading Harry Potter around the same age. She 
uses her writing as an outlet for both life and her imagination. 

SYDNEY PETERSEN - FOURTH PLACE
Sydney Petersen is a junior at Crested Butte Community School in the 

mountains of Colorado. Her interest in creative writing began in elementary 
school when she learned to write poetry and short stories. She also enjoys 

running and playing in the mountains.

JOSLYN HAYS - FIFTH PLACE
Joslyn Hays was that little kid who always had a book on her. She’d read 

any and every genre, as long as it had a hero and a title. This also led to her 
love of writing, but her school essays didn’t satisfy her creative needs. In 

seventh grade, she took a creative writing class and fell even more in love with 
stories. “Changing Leaves” is Joslyn’s first finished story, though she hopes to 

complete many more, including longer books.

Winners: Writers

THANKS TO ALL WRITERS 
WHO SUBMITTED FOR INK!

Haily Griggs

Natalie Brauch

Nieset Lefevre

Katt Wolfe

Kenly Alexander

Willa Emmitt
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ANNIE DURYEA - FIRST PLACE
Annie Duryea is from Crested Butte, Colorado. Growing up in a beautiful valley 
inspired the way she creates art. Her pieces are visually bold and simple to 
understand, yet they still hold deep meaning. Her life plays a large role in 
her art, which often depicts dance, the mountains, and her personal values, 
making her work more relatable and meaningful. 

JULIA JACOBSON - SECOND PLACE
Julia Jacobson utilizes art to sooth her soul and escape the rigors of academic 
life. By painting from her own photographs, she has found a way to prolong 
the memories and emotions which accompanied the moment in which the 
photo was captured. Art has also helped her find her identity. She plans to 
study journalism and political science next fall at the University of Colorado in 
Boulder and will carry with her the universal quality of creativity.

ALI MICHAEL - THIRD PLACE
As an artist, Ali Michael is happiest in the midst of employing a medley of 
mediums, themes, and styles. Her most recent exploration chronicles and 
analyzes boundaries: fences, planar graphs, portals between realities, and 
non-traditional portraits constructed of watercolor, charcoal, acrylic, and 
scratchboard. Her art is not simply a creative outlet, but rather a constant 
stream of human experience.

MALIA OLSON - FOURTH PLACE
Malia Olson enjoys exploring the beauty of nature combined with her interest 
in biology in her art. She recently began working with the medium of ceramics 
as she explores the many forms of art. She finds ceramics therapeutic and 
rewarding and embraces it as an emotional outlet. Her art is her way of 
exploring herself, her interests, and the world around her.

ELI EMMITT - FIFTH PLACE
Art gives Eli Emmitt an outlet to express himself and to show people his true 
self. He uses it to examine the world from a different perspective and broaden 
his horizons. He believes that words cannot speak the true language of the 
soul and that art is the product of what happens when we let our souls free. 

Winners: Artists

THANKS TO ALL WRITERS 
WHO SUBMITTED FOR INK!

Haily Griggs

Natalie Brauch

Nieset Lefevre

Katt Wolfe

Kenly Alexander

Willa Emmitt

SPECIAL THANKS TO THE 

INK! SUPPORT TEAM!

Josie Messner

Julia Jacobson

Ivy McBride

Charlton Duncan

Sean Jones
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A  Painted  Promise

The story I’m about to tell you will change the way that you think for-
ever.  On Earth, humankind experienced evolution over billions of years 
and adapted to become the most advanced organism on the planet.  As 

circumstances forced competition to die off, animals with specific traits survived 
and reproduced, growing and learning.  Earth molded man and as man changed, 

-

words by Jon Crossley
<<

1st
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the planet became the most ideal environment for human 
survival.  Then man picked up tools.  We began to live 
beyond the limits of natural selection and started to mold 
the Earth to our wants and our desires, not our needs.  
We ceased to allow survival to dictate our lives, and 
in doing so, doomed our race.  We stopped letting the 
world dictate how we changed, and ended our billion-
year dash to become the most intelligent, sophisticated, 
and evolved race in the universe.  We now know that 
evolution is not a method of growth through death, but 
a means of becoming more advanced and transcending 
the limits of humankind’s past identity.  As technology 
increased, humankind destroyed the Earth to feed its lust 
for entertainment. In the year 2275, humanity realized 
that we had less than one hundred years to abandon ship.  
Not one person stopped to think of how we could reverse 
the damage to the atmosphere.  Humankind’s reliance 
upon technology had shaped our minds to think only 
of what we could invent to escape ourselves.  The Earth 
survived, but was no longer habitable for human life. So, 
we left it behind us and over time, its creatures began to 

change to fit the conditions that we had abandoned  
them to.  

Humans are by definition three-dimensional beings.  
We experience points: in the first dimension, we experi-
ence planes and polygons; in the second dimension, we 
see objects, shapes, and depth; in the third dimension, 
we experience a linear progression of the change in these 
objects over time, our fourth dimension.  A one-dimen-
sional being who can perceive nothing more complex 
than a point would see a two dimensional shape like a 
line as a point that moves over time.  A two-dimensional 
being can comprehend a square, but sees a cube as a 
square moving over time, stacking upon itself.  Likewise, 
as humans, we have the hardware to comprehend three-
dimensional objects, but view the fourth progression 
linearly.  Our limited evolution has stopped our progress 
here, but where would we be if it hadn’t?  What could 
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we experience if an ape had never learned to use stones as 
tools, and later a Neanderthal had never struck two of them 
together?  What would humankind be like if we had begun 
our evolutionary process in another environment, rather than 
Earth?  Perhaps everything humanity has ever experienced 
is not all that there is.  Perhaps the facts that we view as 
universal only apply to where we have been so far.  Perhaps 
our limited view of the known dimensions is elementary in 
comparison to our true potential.  

•	•	•

“Solum, dude, let’s go already,” Nathan shouted from out-
side.  His voice carried easily through the clay walls, echoing 
around my bedroom, supplied by the extra usable air in the 
21.5% oxygen atmosphere.  “It’ll be light out soon.”

His voice roused me from my dreams of... I had forgotten 
again.  It had seemed so real, so mind blowing, so important.  
“Just a second!”  I shouted back, imitating a person who had 
not been sleeping less than ten seconds ago, “I have to... uh...
seal up my fingertips again.”  The easiest lies are the truth, 
right?  I cut my fingers on one of our adventures a week ago, 
and had to keep gluing them.  I reached for the sap and candle 
on the table beside me and quickly melted the sticky balm 
onto my fingertips.  I tore through the pile of clothes on my 
floor, searching for my leather strips.  I donned the rash guards 
on my forearms and inner ankles, threw on my denim shirt, 
and bolted outside.  Too late, I realized that I had neglected to 
put on pants.  

“Ho, the white wonder emerges from its cave,” Nathan 
hailed. My skin was infinitely lighter than his, with the excep-
tion of my nose, which I had recently sunburned.  “I know you 
need a tan, but tearing the skin off your legs is probably the 
wrong way of getting it.”  

“Ahhh, shut up you Miggy gobbling flim licker,” I spat over 
my shoulder as I spun on the spot to find pants.  

“Ouch, harsh words from a man without pants,” replied 
Nathan. 

I checked the reflective glass mirror in my bedroom before 
I left.  My thick, straight hair was crimped and tangled, 
rolled into a knot, like a jet-black bird’s nest.  I ran my fingers 
through my hair to comb it, and succeeded only in rubbing 
tree sap onto my scalp.  I removed my fingers clumsily, taking 
a significant amount of foliage with them, rubbed the sleep 
from my eyes, and headed back outside.  

 “Ready?” Nathan asked.  I nodded, now wearing pants.  
“Let’s go.”  

We bounded towards the forest a mile south of the colony, 
covering the distance in a mere minute and a half, aided by 
the extra air and 5 percent less gravity than we were born to 
withstand.  Each step on the pale, hardened ground brought 
us closer to the forest, and as we streamed into the thicket of 
thirty-foot trees, we did not stop.  Nathan led me through the 
forest, searching for the path we scouted yesterday.  We dove 
past vines of deep blue and purple, trod on roots that shone 
blue with energy, and startled the pale, shy rodents that nested 
in the dark crannies.  Nathan had better night-eyes than my 
dark ones, and easily spotted the trail in the pre-dawn shade.  
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We plunged further into the thicket, following our path until 
it stopped at the base of an immense two-hundred-foot Go-
liath Tree.  The tree’s glowing foliage was barely visible in the 
darkness, and if we pressed ourselves completely against the 
bark with our arms wide, it felt flat because of the immense 
diameter of the tree.  A neon blue insect drifted into the clear-
ing on a breeze.  It hummed through the silence and lighted 
upon a fern.  The insect released a burst of light, instantly 
killing the fern below it and causing all other plants within a 
few feet of the bug to retreat into themselves, shying from the 
light.  The miniscule predator began to feast upon its quarry. 

“Twenty minutes,” Nathan whispered into the calm silence 
that the majestic tree forced upon the clearing around it.  He 
thrust his hand into a deep crack in the bark of the Goliath, 
and withdrew it holding several squirming white Miggies.  He 
rubbed his palms together, coating them in sticky flim from 
the Miggy shells.  Without warning, he tossed the handful 
of nasty worms at my face and began to climb.  I wiped the 
squirming maggot-like worms from my face, coated my own 
hands, and gave chase.  

We had to be in the branches above us in a little less than 
twenty minutes.  This was a daunting task on Earth, maybe, 
but with our near super athlete abilities on this planet, the 
concept of climbing ten feet per minute for twenty minutes 
without becoming exhausted was almost juvenile.  

I caught up to Nathan after about five minutes.  “If I had 
known you were going to slow me down, I wouldn’t have 
roused you from your hibernation,” he jibed.  

“And if I’d known you were going to lose the race to the 

leaves, I would’ve come anyways... oh wait...”  I leapt past him, 
fully leaving the bark of the Goliath, but keeping my hips 
close to the tree and catching myself on the bark four feet 
higher than Nathan.  I sped off, practically bounding up the 
tree.  

“Slow down!”  Nathan called after me, “We can’t survive a 
fall from this height.” 

He was right, but I was never going to tell him that.  “You 
might want to film your belly to the tree then, you clumsy 
bear.”  I kept climbing, perhaps a little more cautiously.  After 
a few more minutes we had nearly reached the canopy.  I 
stopped and waited for Nathan, taunting him for his cautious 
climbing style.  

I know what you’re thinking.  These idiots are going to die, 
right?  They just climbed an enormous tree without a rope, 
and have no chance of returning to the ground.  That think-
ing might prove to keep a human alive on Earth.  We have 
evolved to think like that.  There’s only one problem with that 
logic:  This isn’t Earth.  

“Three minutes,” Nathan called as he approached.  We 
were right on time.  He climbed gradually past me, keeping 
his eyes on the enormous leaves above us and never looking 
down.  From underneath, I could see his muscles tensed to the 
maximum.  I made a mental note to point out his terror when 
we were back on the ground.  As I began to follow him up the 
tree, I reached my left hand into what I thought was a crack in 
the bark, and felt a sharp pain in my fingertips.  I had un-
knowingly probed the nest of a sleeping Sickle-bat.  The pale 
creature was not venomous but had incredibly sharp wings, as 

-
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I had just rediscovered.  I withdrew my sliced fingers, swearing 
and wiping the slippery blood onto my shirt. I would never 
hear the end of it.  Twice.  In two weeks.  I climbed up into 
the canopy, concealing my bleeding fingers from Nathan.  

Nathan was watching the glow of the sun behind the 
Northern Mountains.  The first ray of dawn shot over the 
peaks, radiant and warm in contrast to the shade we had 
emerged from.  It illuminated the shimmering majesty of the 
summits, which ran as far as the eye could see from east to 
west, an impenetrable barrier.  Shadows soon receded from 
the human settlement, revealing the scarlet adobe that we 
had built our homes from.  The sunlight traced the mountain 
stream past the town, illuminating the Great Crater, where we 
had landed two years ago, but it never reached the cold, dark 
water at the bottom of the pit.  The sun lit the world, painting 
a picture of life.  The whole world greeted the light, because 
there was something magical in the shine.  The golden peaks 
seemed to hum in a bass that only a mountain can produce, 
the trees seemed to whisper to each other and stiffen in antici-
pation.  The animals added their voices to the chorus, calling 
to each other, taking flight, or settling down in the roots after 
a long night.

“Grab on!” Nathan yelled.  I had been gazing at the view for 
too long.  I dove into the foliage, and caught a branch just in 
time.  As the light reached Shrinking Wood Forest, the trees 
gathered enough sunlight to survive another night, and began 
to fold in upon themselves, retreating from the scorching blaze 

high above.  The Goliath shot down, taking us with it.  It felt 
as though it were bending the laws of nature, shooting down-
wards, but floating at the same time.  It was retreating into the 
earth, but also floating.  I felt my grip slip slightly from the 
blood that lubricated my palm, but I held on.  The texture of 
the world seemed to fold in upon itself.  The air grew smaller, 
and the ground expanded to meet us.  All of this happened 
within a second.  Before I could even wrap my mind around 
what was happening, Nathan shouted, “Now!”  and we let go.  
Heavily, we thundered towards the turf.  Nathan landed on 
one knee, with his fist in the ground, making a small crater.  
I landed less majestically, tripped, and fell flat on my face.  
“Smooth,” Nathan taunted.  

•	•	•

Nathan and I burst through the doors of the classroom, 
only seconds before Mrs. Gloria’s shrill voice began taking roll.  
“That makes three close calls today because of you,” Nathan 
muttered to me as we made our way to our seats, strategically 
located on opposite sides of the classroom.  

“Nathan?” Mrs. Gloria’s voice interrupted me as I thought 
of a retort.  

“Here!”  I shouted in a breathtaking imitation of Nathan’s 
uptight school voice.  I heard Jen Fuller stifle a giggle, and I 
smiled to myself as I sat down.  

“Pressley?”  Mrs. Gloria’s face was still buried in the list of 

52    <<   AÍfe



-

students.
“Here,” muttered a thin pale boy hiding behind his glasses 

in the back of the class.  
“Solum?”  
“Yes?”  Nathan mimicked my response to the idiocy that is 

roll call.  
Mrs. Gloria finished taking roll and waddled to the chalk-

board.
“This planet, Cell 9, was first discovered one hundred years 

ago. . .”  Mrs. Gloria croaked, writing ‘2290’ on the erasable 
metal sheet that paneled the wall.  I yawned loudly.  Nathan 
and Jen Fuller soon followed suit, and I shot Nathan a know-
ing look.  They had both been staring at me moments before.  
He responded with a wink and a flamboyant mimicry of my 
stumble in the forest.  The flailing of his arms did not go un-
noticed.  Jen giggled, then the class went silent.  Mrs. Gloria’s 
strict voice turned sharp.  “Can either of you imbeciles tell me 
why the Northern Mountains seem to hum every morning?”

“Well I suppose,” began Nathan shakily.
“It’s because they want to,” I interjected, sounding more 

confident than I felt.  The class let out a collective laugh.  I 
heard Jen’s soft giggle as well.  

“I’m sure you’ve just told the class. . .” Nathan sounded 
stronger this time.  

“That the hum is caused by the wind weaving between the 
peaks,” I continued, gaining volume.  “But you’ve never heard 
the hum from the forest.”

“Have you?”  Nathan tag-teamed.  
“Or from beside the streams?”
“Or in the canyon?”  
“Or from a peak?” I added, but this was a step too far.  The 

class took a collective intake of breath and Nathan shot me a 
warning glance.  

Mrs. Gloria shouted, “Solum Lutio, Nathan Amicus, you 
two have earned yourselves detention!  There will be no more 
of these interruptions in my classroom, am I understood?”

“Yes ma'am.” Nathan spoke for the pair of us.  
Soon, Mrs. Gloria had begun her screeching again, Nathan 

had resigned himself to doodling on a desk, and I contented 
to stare at the back of Jen’s head for the remainder of class.  

“Why did you have to shout that we’ve climbed a peak?” 
Nathan whined at me after class, “Everyone will think that we 
have.”

“Good,” I retorted.
“Don’t you get it, they’ll ask for stories, now we have to. . .” 

Nathan began.
“To what?” I interrupted slyly, “Climb a peak?”  

•	•	•

Nathan and I followed the bank of the mountain stream 
to find the easiest path into the mountain hills.  Detention 
had been particularly interesting, seeing how Mrs. Gloria had 
forgotten to show up.  We had bugged out minutes after-
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wards to get an early start.  Each step upon the rocky bank 
made me uneasy, and we often slipped upon the spray on the 
rocks.  Every step drew us farther from society, farther towards 
discovery, and farther into the unknown.  Nobody had ever 
considered climbing the immense peaks that towered over the 
human world below, and with every cautious inch, Nathan 
and I stretched the boundaries of human knowledge.  

“Solum, wait up!”  My stomach clenched.  Jen Fuller was 
picking her way up the bank behind us.  Nathan shot me a 
fierce look and I half expected the stream to begin boiling.  I 
looked back at Jen.  She was now bounding effortlessly across 
the stream and upwards, zigzagging towards us, her amber 
hair flowing in the mountain breeze.  This was an acrobatic 
move neither Nathan or I had thought to try, and she ex-
ecuted it elegantly but efficiently.  

“You deal with this.”  Nathan grunted, and turned to begin 
hiking.  

“I want to come with,” Jen told me, still full of breath, “I’ve 
always wanted to stand on the peaks.”  

“Well, uhh, I don’t really think. . .” I began.
“They’re so dangerous, but you’ve done it before!  You guys 

know the path, you said so,” Jen insisted.  
“I, uhhh. . .”
“I brought food,” Jen concluded. 

“Oh. Ok,” I managed to stutter.  Nathan and I had left after 
school without a meal plan.  It dawned on me that we truly 
were unprepared for what was to come.  Those two words lit 
her face up like a sunrise.  She flashed me the most radiant 
smile I had ever seen and hugged me, then hoisted her knap-
sack and began weaving up the stream after Nathan.  

After a few seconds she called back, “Coming?”
Soon after, the sun began to set, releasing gorgeous purples 

into the clouds, highlighted by golden beams of yellow that 
pierced holes in the sky.  As the last rays faded, the world 
came alive.  The stream was suddenly glowing indigo, full of 
schools of tiny glowing fish.  The barren hills sprouted shrubs 
and other greenery, foliating the landscape.  With the plants 
came the rodents and neon insects that hunted so tactfully 
with their blinding genetics.  It was another ten minutes of toe 
stubbing and slipping until we found a cave for the night.  

Our bodies were well-adapted for the night temperatures 
on Cell 9, and Jen had brought fruit and bread, so there was 
no need for us to light a fire.  Instead, the three of us crammed 
into the four-foot-wide cave entrance and watched the beauty 
and horror of nature unfold before us as we ate.  

Swarms of insects would approach patches of shrubbery 
and simultaneously burst into light.  Rodents dodged about 
in the undergrowth while foraging for their next meal.  A 
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pure white Sickle-bat dove out of nowhere, sliced through 
the shrubberies, and emerged with the decapitated body of 
some unsuspecting mouse-like creature.  Somewhere far off, 
the growl of a larger predator sounded.  A Darkhawk dove 
from its perch on a cliff and approached an immense swarm 
of insects.  In a sudden burst of darkness, the entire swarm 
had been destroyed, their color-dependent cells having been 
suffocated.  The swarm hung in the ink-like dark matter, while 
the bird playfully rolled around as if it were swimming, and 
devoured the corpses.  

After we ate, Jen and Nathan slept, and I rolled around on 
the jagged ground, unable to get comfortable.  I took off my 
shoes and set the toes beneath my head, to cushion it.  Before 
I knew it, Jen was shaking me.  “Solum, get up, we have to go.”  

My body ached; my skull hurt, the ground was poking into 
my ribs, and my heels felt as if they had been crushed under 
an enormous boulder.  I was so tired that I didn’t care.  “Ten 
more minutes.”  

Nathan was less patient.  “Up!”  He grunted, slapping my 
face, perhaps harder than was necessary and definitely angrier 
than I would have liked at about four in the morning.  Perhaps 
he was still angry about my slip-up in class.  Nevertheless, it 
worked, and we were soon stumbling up the slope, looking up 

into the shadow of a peak, a thousand feet above us.
Soon, we had all found a rhythm and hiked, switching back 

and forth, up towards a saddle.  Jen led the pack, then Nathan, 
then me.  By the time we reached the saddle, my heels were 
in absolute agony.  It felt as if every step drove a nail through 
them, but I pressed on, never taking my eyes off of Nathan’s 
heels.  The sky began to lighten, and silence settled upon the 
ground.  We still had a kilometer to go, and the glow of the 
sun was already expanding across the northern horizon, so, as 
any self-respecting super-athlete mountaineer with summit 
fever would have done, we began to run.  

Jen and Nathan left me in the dust because of my crippled 
heels, but the bottom of their shoes drove me forward.  I 
wouldn’t let Nathan beat me to the top.  In under a minute, we 
were approaching the peak.  Jen already stood upon it, watch-
ing us.  I caught her eye and immediately rammed my shin 
against a rock.  Nathan bolted past me, and I limped to the 
top after him, humiliated, while they both roared with laugh-
ter.  Just as I reached them, the sun rose.  Sunlight reached out 
and kissed the mountains, and then everything changed.  

Suddenly the ground and air began to shake.  Not violently, 
but with great energy.  Deep inside I felt a note, and the world 
began to hum.  The humming resonated in my bones.  It dis-
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torted and fluctuated, as if it didn't exist in the 
physical world, but was rather echoing through 
my mind.  My past and future, seamlessly folded 
into a wordless chorus.  The sound was both a 
melody of the past and the future.  The beauty of 
that moment dawned on me.  A tear slid down 
my face, warm and fresh.  Before me, the morn-
ing air shivered, yearning for heat.  I looked past 
the jagged peaks ahead and reached with them 
to touch the sky.  The song elevated.  Each note 
became more clear, and voices took shape.  I 
felt as though great truths lay just beyond my 
eyesight in the darkness.  The hum continued, 
clear and true now, as the first rays of light hit 
the stone.  The air all around shimmered now, 
and the sun cast shadows where there shouldn't 
have been any.  They flittered in and out of 
existence.  I turned to my friends, but they were 
frozen, watching the sunrise. The sun inched 
ever so slowly, but still the shadows moved inde-
pendently, and the hum became as clear as the 
creek that snaked to the village so far below.  A 
presence was there, there was no denying it, but 
Jen and Nathan just kept their eyes fixed on the 
sky.  Frozen in time.  

All at once, sunlight hit my face, the song 
of the mountain reached its peak, and I felt 

knowledge dawn upon me.  I stood in a crowd 
that didn't quite exist, singing a song that didn't 
make sense, and worshipping the day, in an 
ancient ritual I simply did not understand.   My 
human ignorance kept me from perceiving it, 
but allowed me to know that it existed.  The 
humming waned and distorted, but I had felt 
it.  I knew then not who they were, or who they 
weren't, or for what reason they sang.  I only 
knew that they existed and that, on some level, 
we understood each other.  

I returned to the mountains many times after 
that, often alone.  I never was able to com-
municate with the other beings, but I began to 
understand.  They had transcended the physical 
world and swam through time as we do water.  
They understood far more than man ever would, 
and they worshipped the sun.  Day in and day 
out, the sun gave them clarity.  She provided 
them with time, warmth, and enlightenment.  
Humans are but mice to the God-like creatures 
of Cell 9, so it would be foolish to expect any 
further understanding, but I began to learn from 
them.  I never did learn the words to the ancient 
song of light, but in my mind, it goes something 
like this:
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There is something in the sunrise
Early morning magic we will never realize

Every morning we awaken
For heartbreaking beauty in the sky
A perfect painting simply waiting

Until we open up our eyes

And yes, we also see the sunset
The same clouds and sky and view 
But in the evening we lack purity 

And every lonely hue

There is truly something special
In the only open eyes around

To hear the song of sun and starlight
As they sing without a sound

And there is something beautiful
In nature’s silent praise 

Between the mountain and the moonlight
Blazing love in violent shades

So we listen to the sunrise,
Open eyes and see Her say
That love is all around us

A painted promise bringing better days

-

A
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1st

Annie Duryea
Grade:12
Title: ‘Silk’
Medium: Charcoal

 SUMMER 2017   >>   59



<<  INK - THE YOUNG ADULT WRITING CULT  >>

The slender woman stood at 
the end of the fluorescent 
hallway, her gloves caked 

in dark red blood. She began to 
walk towards Rhea, her feet making 
no sound as they stepped over the 
perfectly polished floor. Removing 
the gloves as she had done before, the 
woman let them fall to the ground, 
passing her blood-stained shirt as they 
sailed downwards. With perfectly 
clean hands, the woman reached up 
and took the mask’s elastic loops from 
behind her ears, revealing her entire 
face. Rhea stared at a mirror image 
of herself, terror seeping through her 
paralyzed limbs. “It’s your fault,” the 
reflection mouthed, venom dripping 
from every word as Rhea’s own voice 
echoed the accusation in her head. 
“He’s dead because of you.” Every 
nerve in Rhea’s body screamed at her 
to move, to throw herself through 
the door at the end of the hallway. 
“WAKE UP!” the reflection screamed, 

Stitches 

words by Lindsey Gross
<<

2nd
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shattering the walls of the hallway and 
slamming Rhea’s terror-stricken body to 
the floor. 

•	•	•

Speeding down into the ravine, Rhea 
reached the red car. The wheels faced 
upwards towards the cloudy sky, the 
roof smashed into a bed of broken glass. 
Yellowy-white airbags protruded from 
the glass-less windows, withholding any 
indication of life from Rhea’s view as 
she reached the passenger’s side of the 
misshapen car. Dropping to her hands 
and knees, Rhea pushed at the half-
deflated airbag, grasping desperately for 
any sign of life within the ruins. Push-
ing the bag back into what had been the 
dash, Rhea’s hand caught hold of a little 
arm. Hope rearing painfully against her 
chest, she began to gently tug at the arm 
until she could see the little boy. His face 
was dirty, lined with a mess of tangled 
blonde curls and bleeding from a cut 
that stole its way from his temple across 
his forehead. Reaching over his uncon-
scious body, Rhea struggled against the 
seat belt as she begged it to release its 
protective grip. Her chest heaved with 

the effort of supporting the boy’s weight 
with her arms almost fully extended and 
her knees crunching into bits of broken 
glass and tiny biting rocks. Cradling his 
body against her own, Rhea rose from the 
glass shards and ran back up to the road, 
adrenaline silencing the protest in her 
tired limbs. 

•	•	•

Redemption 
The sound of the lonesome highway 

only rarely roused Rhea from her numbed 
high; until the day that she found the 
car at the bottom of the ravine. The little 
boy had large blue eyes and a mass of 
unruly, dirty blonde hair that looked soft. 
Long, delicate eyelashes fanned over 
his rounded cheeks as he slept nestled 
against his mother in the narrow bed. An 
IV protruded from his tiny arm, swaying 
slightly to his deep exhalations. The room 
lay at the end of a long hallway, lined with 
fluorescent lights and smelling of antisep-
tic. Rhea entered the dark room, dressed 
in the crisp navy blue hospital garb, her 
internship name-tag clipped to the hem 
of the fitted shirt. A
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2nd

Julia Jacobson
Grade: 12
Title: ‘Avalon’
Medium: Oil
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Ali Michael
Grade: 12
Title: ‘Squash’ 
Medium: Black and white charcoal

3rd
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<<  INK - THE YOUNG ADULT WRITING CULT  >>

Selection from 

The Fields of Space

words by Sonja Matison
<<

From my place in the sky, I can see everything. The 
thousands of laughing and dancing star children, 
running across the open fields of space. Bright 

and shining eyes darting this way and that as they have 
done for many millennia, never tiring and never losing 
their wondrous gaze. The distant forms of planets I have 
never met, the flitting bodies of out-of-control meteors 
and the calmer asteroids making their way across the ho-
rizon. And most importantly, the vast and slowly rotating 
planet that I watch over. Most of the things that happen 
down on Earth are entertaining, and yet it has changed 
so much in the many billions of years I have watched 
over it. The most interesting thing to watch at the mo-
ment though, are the humans. They are a rather recent 
development, but they have become a dominant spe-
cies. They are complicated creatures that often squabble 
amongst themselves, yet they have populated most of the 
planet.

And as always, I can see the light on the edges of the 
earth from the ever elusive Lady of Light who rotates 
around the Earth opposite of me. We have never had the 
pleasure of meeting, but how could she not be the most 
dazzling and incredible woman to have ever existed? 
After all, she gives off such stunning and bright light, 
when I give off none. We are ever-circling, destined to do 
this endless dance for all of eternity. I should be content 
with just reflecting the wonderful light she radiates, but I 
find myself wanting to reach out and touch her. Just once 
I want to be able to make her laugh, see what beauty she 
must possess and tell her about my observations. I only 
want to see her once! We've been making the same loop 
for all of existence, and I'm sick of it! Absolutely sick of 
it! I just want to see her once, that's all I ask for! That's all 
I have ever wanted since I first realized we would never 
meet. A

3rd
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Through the tears, I managed to make out 
Ember’s glossy eyes and sad smile. 

“I guess you were always the stubborn 
one,” she remarked, taking in the severity of my 
grim condition. 

“And you, the fearless one.” I replied. 
She paused for an instant, trying to catch up on 

lost time. 
“You know,” she continued with a sad smile, “all 

my friends say that middle school was the three 
worst years of their life. In due time, I sure hope 
you’ll agree with them too.” 

She managed another sorrowful smile as her 
eyes traced my cheekbones, my collarbones, and 
my scrawny hands. 

“How’d you get through it. . .how does anyone 
get through it?” I choked out. 

“With the same grit you have,” she encouraged. 
Ember gave my hand a reassuring squeeze, but a 

sequence of pain ricocheted off of my feeble bones.
“Esther, when did this get so bad?” She finally 

blurted out.
I tried to answer between sobs, but all that she 

could make out was a cacophony of gibberish.
“You’ve always been the confident one,” I finally 

spit out.  
I wanted to justify, to argue with her, but the 

pain that flashed in her eyes was both authen-
tic and incredibly candid. I thought better of it, 
especially when the tears began rolling for a final 
time. Before I could offer any support, my eyes 
were distracted by a miniscule scar just above 
her eyebrow that I’d never noticed before. 

I’d always known her as the fearless one, but 
forgot that she could fall too. 

•	•	•

That night, we were both relentlessly broken, 
raw, and courageous. She capitalized on her flaws, 
and my sickly body emphasized mine. It was 
the epitome of sisterly love. Meanwhile, the four 
elegant carnations eavesdropped from the bedside 
table. 

The next morning when I woke, Ember was 
nowhere to be found. I wandered down to the 
kitchen to find a pleasant note on the counter and 
an over-easy egg still left in the frying pan. I stared 
suspiciously at the colossal meal, but the egg was 
persistent. I cautiously sunk my teeth in, the yolk 
bursting in my dubious mouth. It was still warm. 

As I chewed, I spotted the silver vase 
of carnations smiling in the windowsill. 

I had graduated middle school. 

Selection from 

A Handful of Carnations
words by Sydney Petersen

<<

A

4th
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<<  INK - ARTIST WINNERS  >>

Malia Olson 
Grade: 11
Title: ‘Evanescence’
Medium: Ceramics, wood and dried flowers

4th
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Eli Emmitt
Grade: 11
Title: ‘Pensive’
Medium: Graphite

5th
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<<  INK - THE YOUNG ADULT WRITING CULT  >>

“Well...I guess that this is 
goodbye.” Seri finally 
said, feeling a bit uncom-

fortable.
“Xavier, could you please go to your car. 

I would like to speak with your mother for 
a second.” Xavier walked down the walk-
way without a complaint, simply staring at 
the ground. Seri turned towards the thera-
pist, looking forward to Agro’s reaction 
when he heard that Xavier was fine.

“As you can see, Xavier is perfectly fine. 
Thank you so much for this, but I think 
that we’re good. I am perfectly fine with 

Changing 
Leaves

words by Joslyn Hays
<<

5th

Selection from 
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Changing 
Leaves

you adding that you helped someone on their first ap-
pointment onto your website, and I will even suggest 
you to friends if their children actually have problems.” 

“Ms. Lightstride (Seri had told her). I think that 
you are mistaken. Xavier needs more help than per-
haps even Mr. Agro thought. He is depressed, and 
yearning to be free. We will need to find out why.” 
Seri’s eyes grew wide for what seemed the tenth time 
that day. This woman thought that Xavier was de-
pressed? Since when? She bought him all that 
he could want.

“Listen, I don’t think that you under-
stand Xavier the way you think you do. 
He’s simply an introvert. Are you 
going to punish him for that? For 
being different?” When Charlotte got a 
hurt, wounded look on her face, Seri felt that 
she had won. Then the guilt set in. 

“Please, Ms. Lightstride. It’s not that. I’ve helped 
many kids get through this before. Just let me try to 
help him. Please.” Charlotte’s perfect eyebrows were 
furrowed in confusion.

“I think that you’ve done enough. If you know of 
another therapist in town, that would be really helpful. 
You do want to help, don’t you? Could you suggest us 
to him? That would be great.” Seri did not like this 
perfect woman who seemed to think that Xavier was 
depressed.

“I would, but I’m the only therapist around.” Char-
lotte replied, looking down. “Also, it seems that there 
is a reason for Xavier’s depression.” 

“He is not depressed! God, is this town filled with 
lunatics?” Seri hissed loudly, rolling her eyes up in 
wonder as she threw out her arms. How dare Agro 
and Charlotte tell her what to do like she was still a 
child! Xavier was fine! Not only that, he was better 
than the stupid football boys that everyone in this aw-
ful town seemed to be obsessed with. 

“Ms. Lightstride. It seems that you have been keep-
ing too tight of a grip on Xavier. You need to let him 
go. He’s acting out to make it seem like he isn’t babied 
at home. Please, let me help you two figure this out.” 
Seri’s anger dissipated as shock set in. She stood there 
with her mouth open, staring at this girl who seemed 
so young, yet sounded older than Seri. For some rea-

son, this made her think of the Artemis painting. 
Protector, fighter... Get a grip, Seri, now you seem 
as insane as her. “You don’t have to come back. I’ll 
call Agro and tell him that Xavier was fine. But...
please consider it, at least. I really do want to help 
you.” Before Seri could reply, Charlotte A. Moon 
had returned to her lair and Seri was standing on 
a beautifully lit porch by herself. She turned and 
returned to her car, feeling very alone.

Once again, she drove past the tree, hardly 
noticing it. Little did she know, the leaves had 
changed to a golden yellow color. But still, the tree 

had not dropped even one of the leaves. Xavier 
sat in the passenger seat, ignoring Seri. Not 

that it mattered, Seri was just going through the 
movements in a blur. She was in a dream state, her 
thoughts a jumbled mess. 

She went to work, but kept on messing up the 
customers’ orders. Finally, after some customers 
complained to another worker that Seri wasn’t her 
usual, happy self, she was sent home with direct 
orders to go to bed and sleep. 

And sleep she did. A deep, exhausted sleep 
took over her, but her questions and thoughts 
still followed her even into her dreams. What did 
she do wrong? Was it when she refused to get 
help in raising him? Did she not work tirelessly 
for hours on end to make ends meet? Did she 
not try to make him dinner or at least leave pizza 
money every night? It must have been when she 
told him that she didn’t have the money to pay for 
surgery if he got hurt in football, so he couldn’t 
play. Was that really that big of a deal? He hadn’t 
seemed upset, and had started doing art instead. 
Why wouldn’t he just talk to her? He talked to 
her when he was younger. He loved me then, 
she thought, hoping that it was still true. Noth-
ing could wake her when her dreams eventually 
ceased.

 “Mom. What’s for dinner? Hello? Mom? 
Wake up.” The voice interrupted her sleep, but she 
couldn’t make herself open her eyes. 
Eventually, the voice left. When she 
finally woke sometime in the night, 
she was alone. A
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<<  GODDESS PROFILE  >>

Her bright eyes shine out towards 
the horizon. The navy-blue sky 
fades into a majestic orange and 

pink blending of color. The pink reflects 
across the sky at the base of the silky clouds 
that drift lazily across the slowly brightening 
horizon. Soon, the morning star is replaced 
by the bright, florescent presence of the sun. 

She stretches her arms out to the side in a 
terrific yawn that sends this new day into a 
shiver of life. As she exhales, a wind begins 
to blow through the air, lifting the flowers 
from the ground as they turn their faces to-

ward the rising sun. Other plants grow and 
bloom in a frantic flurry of beauty. 

She stands, gazing at the beautiful spring. 
With each step, a wave of new life shoots 
from the ground underneath her surround-
ing area. As she walks through the rows of 
plants, the tender leaves reach out and stroke 
her bare legs. 

The vegetation reaches upward, the colors 

shimmering through the warm air. Each 
new apparition of life emanates a different 
glow that rises and mixes into the new gal-
axy of creation. Sometimes a wisp of color 
collides into another and creates a whole 
new spectrum of discovery. 

As they grow, the roots become entangled 
with one another, uniting into one living, 
breathing organism. Love, hate, fear, guilt, 
and joy shuffle together through the entirety 
of the ever-ripening garden.

This edition of Aífe features the ancient Egyptian Goddess 
Renpet; ‘The Mistress of Eternity’ personified fertility, 

spring, and youth. She’s known for creating precise growth 
and progress of time. Renpet is depicted in glyphs with a 

palm shoot over her head, representing renewal.

Renpet, 
Goddess of  Youth

words by Ivy McBride
art by Charlton Duncan

<<
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