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Preface 

This year’s Phoenix Egg is dedicat-

ed to all the hard-working, long-

suffering students who are so 

busy, there were no takers for Lit 

Mag staff.  Understandable!  Since 

it didn’t happen last year, it need-

ed to be revived; yes, just as a 

phoenix from the ashes of our 

chaos and uncertainty at present, 

after over a year of “rolling with 

it” and waiting, waiting, waiting 

for circumstances to improve. 

And why a phoenix egg, you ask?  

Well, why not?  The first one had 

to come from somewhere, and 

regarding the chicken and egg co-

nundrum, I opt for the egg.  

There’s something appealing (ha) 

about existing without knowing 

what’s out there beyond the safe-

ty of the shell. 

However, just as in life, shells 

shatter,  compelling escape from 

that comfort and security, com-

pounded by sudden exposure to a 

cold, random world.  We will fail.  

We will learn.  Trial and error and 

love will be our teachers as we rise 

out of these post-pandemic ashes.  

We are not languishing; we are 

merely dormant, waiting for that 

first crack, that first pop and spark 

that will enflame us and set us 

free.  

Keep fighting the good fight Odys-

sey! 

    ~Daisy Weeks 

Distant Realms, by Riley Gould 
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Sonnet by Dan Thompson 
  
One day I met a real fat cat lad; he  
Had the face of a lion and the bones 
Of a bear; when he walked, you could see 
What he got caught in his hair. When he groans 
 
You can hear his massive lungs make a squeak,  
And when his tail drags, the waves part from his 
Great poof fur.  He carries his head like Greek 
Mythological figures.  From what is  
 
To what was, and what will be, this cat kept, 
In all forms of the word, the greatest kind  
Of juxtaposition from his paw, fact 
Of the matter, his foot, and his deep mind, 
 
Always took what he thought was true for time, 
And with the best he had, just killed a mime.  
 

My Non-Sonnet, by Malachi Lackett 
  
The winter will spread then the winter falls, 
Winter falls and spring will begin and crawl. 
As the flower springs the snow will bawl, 
As the spring faces the summer makes way 
Heat, shine start to fade leave and orange layaway 
Soon the cycle begins again its law 
Just as all the seasons each one will fall.  
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Sonnet by Josephine White 
  
How lovely is it to live in a world 
Brimming with thousands of fluffy creatures. 
And with old trees curled over with age and burled  
With the knowledge of hundreds of teachers. 
 
A world dense with hope, love and far more fear 
Increased questions then cannot be asked.  
Those that are terrified for being queer.  
Acceptance will only come to the masked,  
 
Those who present what is deemed as ‘normal.’ 
Those who don’t, rebel and form their own worlds.  
Retrain your brain as correct and formal  
To fit into everyone else’s worlds.  
 
How lovely is it to live in a place  
Where you must put on a different face. 
 

Free, by Kayden Kimball 
  
Sometimes you just have to accept the fact, 
Some things will never go back to the way they 
used to be. 
Life is abstract 
And even at the worst degree,  
You must act. 
Just count:   one, two, three 
Soon you’ll see the impact: 
You are free.  
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To see a Loved One Disappear 
by Abigail Guillen 
  
My eyes, leaving us, we have no control 
where she leaves us here alone, oh so brunt. 
She is here in body, but not in soul. 
I will forever be here, wait and wait 
until she comes back, back here with our love 
returning to us, no matter how late 
A loving sister, a missed one thereof. 
I could never hate her for her absence, 
For her leave was of no fault of her own 
She wanted to abandon this world since 
her past, but now she knows she’s not alone 
My sister, this is all for you, Mimi 
I hope you’re happy you’re still here to see 
  

         For my sister Emmi.  
                         Thank God she’s still  
             on this earth and  
                          here with us,  
              her family. 

Halloween is Coming, by Jeremiah Dawson 
  
When the day turns into  
the pitch-black night, 
The full moon is at its creepiest, with 
its eerie glow something bound  
to give a fright. 
goblins ghouls’ crazy and killers  
If you hear something behind you  
never look back. 
Death toucher 
blood and pain everywhere you look 
Ghosts and devils run in fear  
when Halloween is on the attack 
If they catch you, you will die.  
They lurk in every nook 
And cranny.  
Not all your loved ones  
will be dead 
When hell is full                                     
and the moon turns red. 
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Palindrome Poem                                      
by Adalina Rodriquez 
  
I love you so 
If only you knew 
But you never seem to notice 
I wish you did 
 
I wish you did 
But you never seem to notice 
If only you knew 
I love you so 

Tiny Bugs, by Kayla Kriepke 

  

My tiny bugs, you inspire me to write. 

How I hate the way you bounce, fly and crawl, 

Invading my mind day and through the night, 

Always dreaming about the gross football. 

  

Let me compare you to a fast cafe? 

You are more evil, awful and creepy. 

Weird breeze flaps the lawful dancers of May, 

And the springtime has the waffle teepee. 

  

How do I hate you? Let me count the ways. 

I hate your round appearance, eyes and walk. 

Thinking of your woeful eyes fills my days. 

My hate for you is the last cinder block. 

  

Now I must away with a sleepy heart, 

Remember my past words whilst we're apart. 

Haiku by Adalina Rodriquez 
  
The leaves fall all day 
I wish they would stay longer 
But seasons change 
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Raven Salazar-Whelan:  1 

The Black Cat She Sees, by Raven Salazar-Whelan 
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Black Cat 2 Black Cat 3 

Black Cat 4 Black Cat 5 
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Black Cat 6 Black Cat 7 

Black Cat 8 Black Cat 9 
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Black Cat 10 Black Cat 11 

Black Cat 12 Black Cat 13 
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Black Cat 14 Black Cat 15 

Black Cat 16 Black Cat 17 
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Wave Music, by Jolyette Albert 
 

The ocean does indeed make lovely notes, 
Like music, it can change its lovely tone. 

One can hear this from the shore or from boats 
While listening, beware of the unknown. 

 
The ocean can also be aggressive. 
It has many different emotions. 

Hard to predict tides show it’s expressive. 
This is not with just one, but all oceans. 

 
You can often hear the creatures within, 

Deep down is where the ocean hides many secrets. 
Oh so mysterious and sometimes grim. 

How elegant it is, for it even sings. 
 

It sings with emotion, how beautiful 
The ocean is always unusual.  

Sonnet by Dawcett Henderson 
 
My body jolts on this seat of leather 
I watch as the beeps slowly fade away 
I close my eyes and try to end this day 
But still I feel as light as a feather 
 
I descend into the chaotic weather 
Why oh why did it have to end this way 
I hope that I can get the chance to say 
The words in my emergency letter. 
 
Three, two, one. Bang. I feel my body break. 
The lights turn off. My eyes finally close. 
I gasp my last breath, as my skin goes cold. 
And then I die. All from one big mistake. 
 
This can't be it, it wasn't even grandiose 
After a short fight, I release my hold. 

Poem by Kensington Smith 
  

I’m caught in the wings of eagles 
And defined by the shape of my coffin 
Because if I have a big funeral 
Then the guests will only be lost in 
  

Not grief, or sadness 
But awe at my wealth 
When really, I lack the most expensive thing 
And it puts me through hell 
  

Cause I have no connections 
I’ve sustained no ties 
I’ve cut them off at the head 
And I embrace all my lies 
  

I’m not complaining 
Just maiming my values and beliefs 
And I’m stuck with this draining 
Constant, sustaining grief 
  

I’ve lost so many 
And I can’t say I miss them 
Because that’d be to say I want them back 
And I won’t be caught reminiscing 
  

So, say what you want 
But mean what you say 
I might be heartless and reckless 
But I’ll live another day…  
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Mrs. Madsen, by Jordan Anderson 

Alone, by Kayden Kimball 
  
There once was a girl, her heart filled with joy. 
Happy and carefree she was living life. 
And then, she met a man from Illinois. 
He loved her and asked her to be his wife. 
 
They moved to a very small town called Stowe. 
They bought a brand-new house to call their own 
After some time, their family will grow 
Eventually, they will call Stowe their home. 
 
One dark, cloudy night the man drove alone 
Through the winding roads and the dark, he goes. 
For hours, he went into the unknown. 
He got home at two a.m. and he froze. 
 
In disbelief he had dropped to his knees. 
He screamed to God, “Someone,  
help us! Please!” 

LIFE, by Ahmahnney Sago 
 

Act as art above absence, above air 
Below brave but bound bone battle and birth 

Cut clean, carve clear, cigarettes company 
Determents death and discrimination 

Embodies emotion, enables energy, earns earl. 
Describe A B C D or E to show 

How you view life. Through thick and thin is your 
Head high you, your smile big and bright, for lies lie 

Between your thighs for one lie leads to pain 
Pain embodies the mind the soul and bone 

So lie, for life will always show the meaning past life 
So be honest, be grateful, be yourself 

Because you are the one to set YOU free. 

Emulation of  
EE Cummings 
by Trinity Blakesley 
 
Fro 
(a 
te 
ar 
fa 
ll 
s) 
mP 
ain 



14 

Image by Avery Dunston 

A Season, by Chloe Ames 
 
The night wind consists of summertime sweets, 
Soft and cool just like the rain in April, 
Apricot nectar dispels the strong heat, 
Sun shines throughout leaves of shade cold with will, 
 
Pine needles and sap drip down the tree’s trunk, 
Baby birds chirp in nests for mother’s worms, 
Summer’s sweet tea and hammocks lay to rest, 
Ships sail the deep blue above those that sunk, 
 
Oranges fresh-picked await on the table, 
Squeezed and swirled sits in a pitcher half full, 
Golden candy wrappers still left with joy, 
This season’s comforting like a fable. 
 
The stars in the night yet illuminate, 
Shine to show the hope they communicate.  

Sonnet by Kensington Smith 
 
Come to me, all who hurt 
Let me share in your pain 
Let me feel your broken veins 
Let me take all your burd- 
 
ens you carry across the world 
All the thunderous regret and lighting shame 
All the aches that plague your brain 
And all the things you can’t put into words 
 
Let me give you some consolation 
Give ease to your mind and rest to your bones 
And peace to your soul and for your heart a home 
And for your weak knees and feet a firm foundation 
 
So, you may no longer stand alone 
But get lost with the others in my catacombs…  
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The Cracked Sky, by Samantha Allen 
 
it’s her, that rises beyond the cracked sky 
you bring me light, and shame the tall towers 
for you, i raise my head with sunflowers 
reflecting your beauty, pain in the eye 
 
the land, a mirror, for you are so high 
bringing my tears into cold rain showers 
this dull land glows, and the darkness cowers 
the universe salutes, the jet streams fly 
 
and when the mirror begins to fade away 
the glowing crescent hangs its head below 
the cracked sky gathers its shards for the day 
and those who hadn’t seen it would never know 
 
by dawn, the land sweeps away old decay  
sky cracks again, again her beauty shows.  

Sonnet by Alexia Cifuentes 
  
My warm humans, you inspire me to write. 
How I see the way you run, sleep and hunt, 
Invading my mind day and through the night, 
Always dreaming about our crazy ways. 
 
Let me compare you to a contender? 
You are more merry, slender and jolly. 
Like icicles in lovely December, 
And wintertime has the poly folly. 
 
How do I love you? Let me count the ways. 
I love your powerful hands and eyebrows. 
How your personality fills my days! 
Oh my love for you is immaculate. 
 
Now I must away with a cherry heart, 
Remember my sharp words whilst we're apart. 
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Po Boy and the Three Puffers  

by  Sameer Kanchanlal 

Po Boy 1 

Po Boy 2 

Po Boy 3 Po Boy 4 
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Po Boy 5 Po Boy 6 

Po Boy 7 Po Boy 8 
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Po Boy 9 Po Boy 10 

Po Boy 11 Po Boy 12 
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Po Boy 13 Po Boy 14 

Po Boy 15 Po Boy 16 
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Po Boy 17 Po Boy 18 

Po Boy 19 Po Boy 20 
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Po Boy 21 

Couch, by Kylie Dahmen 
  
I stubbed my toe on the couch, 
I got this couch from IKEA. 
As I screamed OUCH 
I realized that it was not a good idea. 
  
To get a couch from IKEA 
I had to say bye 
to this terrible idea  
or I would die.  
  
I made that couch fly 
right out the window;  
thankfully my window wasn’t high, 
Placing someone in the  hospital 
  
I believe I had that idea banned 
the idea to purchase the IKEA brand.  

Love is Overrated  
by Miah Blanco-Sanchez 
  
Love is overrated. 
I know this for a fact: 
every time I dated,  
they stab me in the back. 
  
But love is not always bad, 
It’s more of having luck, 
Better than a lucky duck, 
And you can always lean on dad.  
  
Love doesn’t have to be romantic. 
It all depends on your beliefs 
You can travel to the Atlantic, 
to look at the beautiful reefs 
  
on top of the Titanic 
while wearing comfortable briefs.  
  
  
 

Sonnet by Nalani Brier 
 
Does the universe have much time? How can one really know? 
To the moon, stars, and other galaxies back to back.   
Will the all the plants, have to suddenly pack? 
From ninety-three lights years of universe, to billions of galaxies.  
How can anyone on earth, truly tell if we have much time? 
From falling asteroids to exploding planets, and maybe space crime, 
No one really knows what goes on, on the other side. 
So, one must not know hot much time the universe must truly have. 
Living creatures, dogs, cats, humans, that sometimes like to shove.  
Just on one planet, out of so many. 
There must be other living things out there, 
That have many other predictions about the end of the world. 
So, how can one truly know if the universe might be twirled?  
Truly, no one can fully know, some questions are left unanswered.  
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A Promise 
By Trinity Blakesley 
 
Oh, dear brother 
Please stay another day 
 
Please Don’t go; you can find another 
I need you; I am not okay 
 
Oh, dear bother 
How could you betray 
 
You made a promise: you said you would stay.  

Sonnet by Kaileigh Smith 
 
Today I had to say bye to my dad 
My father is gone, and I cannot bear 
My mom did not show up, did she not care? 
My sister’s a mess right now too, it’s bad 
 
Today I dread, I can’t say goodbye—sad  
My dad loved my mom, why is she not here? 
He loved all of her and would always share 
I thought to myself now, I love you, Dad. 
 
On his last day here, we ran through the park 
Not a care in the world, and not knowing 
what will happen after; it is just too much 
I’m now here tonight sitting in the dark 
 
I will want to cry, but I’m not showing 
May sadness to the rest, I know that much. 

Hated for an Error 
by Brady Lambott 
 
Feared Error, you inspire me to write. 
I hate how you anger like you have to, 
invading my mind day and through the night, 
always thinking about my loath for you. 
 
Let me compare you to intense pressure? 
You are far more abrupt, corrupt, and feared. 
What I need right now is a refresher 
and not one sane person has ever cheered.  
 
How do I hate you?  Let me count the ways. 
I hate your menacing charm, wit, and style. 
Thinking of my hate for you fills my days. 
I know my hate for you makes me hostile. 
 
Your cold-heartedness reflects onto me. 
Hours later, you decide to set me free.  
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Poem by Presley Abeyta 
  
My depression, you inspire to write.  
How I hate the way you distance and run, 
invading my mind day the through the night, 
always dreaming about the Quaker gun. 
  
Let me compare you to a pretender. 
You are more awful, disgusting, and plain. 
Small frost nips the robins of December, 
and wintertime has an unlawful mane. 
  
How do I hate you?  Let me count the ways. 
I hate your dispiriting, gloomy days. 

Sonnet by Bo Roden 
  
Frazzled Frog, you inspire me to write. 
How I love the way you Jump, Skip and hop, 
Invading my mind day and through the night, 
Always dreaming about the large truck stop. 
  
Let me compare you to the bright stardust? 
You are more upset, daring, and caring. 
Crazed heat toasts the light frolics of August, 
And summertime has the glaring pairing. 
  
How do I love you? Let me count the ways. 
I love your beautiful Feet, Tongue, and feet. 
Thinking of your lighting tongue fills my days. 
My love for you hops, creative poet. 
  
   Now I must away  
   with amazing heart, 
   Remember my right words 
   whilst we're apart. 
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YASSS, by Mason Everette 

Sonnet by Crystal Funtenatto 
 
My world before you came was meaningless  
A pit of darkness inside stayed 
My body an empty void, spiritless  
Then you came along in attempt to aid  
 
When you entered the world shined bright 
Your smile gleamed with pride and beckoned to mine  
I couldn’t help but feel relief at your sight 
So, I blocked out all the bad signs  
 
Then your toxicity came flooding in  
And the world stopped seeming so colorful  
Our love was not able to ever win  
I don’t get how I could have been so gullible 
 
I will still stand strong, take the lesson with dignity   
Your betrayal will not leave me wishing malignity  

A Note to You, by Shane Gulczynski 
  
Your pungent spice is not what burns me, but 
your green heart, quick to take joy and undo. 
Disappointing and puts me in a rut. 
You are popular; most people love you. 
  
You love most people and treat them with no mock 
than you’ve ever treated me or loved me. 
Around me, you are as dry as white chalk, 
as vibrant as intertitle filming. 
  
I think it’s time we make separate ways. 
I can’t bear your abuse any longer. 
You have wasted my hours and my days, 
Now without you I will become stronger. 
  
I despise you more than most things I hate. 
Go to hell where you belong, Wasabi. 
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Terza Rima 
by Trinity Blakesley 
 
I tried and tried, but I still have failed; 
the door is locked— 
Now you have sailed. 
 
My heart has stopped 
from aching blue: 
The birds have flocked. 
 
I don’t know what to do. 
I lie in the night with a tear in my eye; 
All I have is remembrance of you 
 
For now I know you fly high 
The tears have dropped 
and so have I. 

A Cry for Help 
by Hailey Hendrickson 
 
Slowly losing interest… 
pop the pills 
they kill what is ill. 
Her mind compared to thin crust 
 
she didn’t understand why her face was flushed. 
Sometimes the pills give her a thrill, 
making her believe she has the skill.  
They are a new must. 
 
She loses all her friends; 
trapped in her mind 
she slowly is coming to her end, 
falling behind. 
 
Goodbye, she whispers, 
hoping the people will hear her whimper. 

Poem by Shae Groller 
 
My nightmare horror, you inspire me to write. 
I have so many tears, I could create a flood. 
Invading my mind day and night. 
How my family just isn’t all blood? 
 
I wish to remember, 
Because the childhood memories are vivid. 
I cannot wait until December 
Like winter weather, my heart is frigid 
 
It’s time to close up, 
For my nightmare is corrupt! 
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