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    For other aspiring writers~
 
Never be afraid to share your voice.
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Our Voices
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The growth, maturity, passion, and creativity are best expressed through their own voices:
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“Writing has been an important 

part of humanity 

and will forever be intertwined with all of us”

-Russell Escobar
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“Writing itself motivates me 

to create amazing things. 

I'm always making up little stories in my head 

and being able to write them down 

for others to enjoy 

is an opportunity that I am grateful for.”
-Shae Coffey
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(Excerpt from)

I Don’t Want Us to Be Fleeting
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By:  Abigail Barszcz (Grade 10)
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It all happened so fast. Bernadette barely had time to process before the man she was struggling with was knocked away by something, someone. Bernadette’s back hit her closet door roughly as the man fell to the floor, gasping for air as she looked around her dark room to see what happened. The man was on the ground, fighting someone before she heard a loud thud against the carpet floor, stopping his movements entirely. Her eyes widened, seeing a long length of black hair framing the face of the person on top of the man. Whoever this person was, they were shaking and panting. Bernadette was usually so, so bad with faces, but that hair style, the color...It was so familiar.
“V–Viv?” Bernadette managed through her shock, wanting to move closer, but her legs wouldn’t allow it. Vivienne didn’t move an inch however. Her head ducked like she was still fighting the man. Bernadette suddenly caught a flash of red on Vivienne’s skin, on her pale cheek. Vivienne was hurt?!
“Viv?! Oh my God–Are you–” Bernadette was cut off when Viv’s head quickly raised, the red on her face painfully obvious in the dim moonlight peeking out of Bernadette’s broken window...but it wasn’t her blood. The man’s neck was gashed open, bleeding out in gushes onto the carpet, making him go pale in the face as Vivienne stared at Bernadette. Vivienne’s eyes had been reduced to tiny slits, like a cat who made its pounce successfully. Blood was dripping from her mouth and chin, staining skin and clothes. In fact, the only injuries Vivienne had were small cuts from jumping through the window, but they were shallow and barely bleeding.

Bernadette’s panic immediately returned, cowering against her closet door with quick breaths. Vivienne continued staring, her breath still heavy as she stood slowly with her hands raised like she was surrendering, leaving the man on the ground with no regards. Bernadette’s back scraped against her door as she slid down to sit on the floor, folding into a defensive position.

“Hey, it’s okay...Berny, please...” Vivienne murmured, trying to seem as comforting as possible as if she wasn’t just tearing into a man’s throat. As if she didn’t look jarringly different like this. Her demeanor had basically flipped 180, and that scared Bernadette even more.

“I heard you from my window. I saw... I wanted to help...but I need to clean this up...” Vivienne reassured, treating Bernadette as if she was an injured deer she encountered on the road, with the utmost care and caution. Bernadette was still panicking. Why wouldn’t she be? The girl she considered her best friend, her only friend, was stained with blood, her eyes slitted, and rather sharp, pointed teeth poking out from her mouth as she spoke. 

Vivienne took careful steps towards Bernadette, crouching to her level. Wiping one of her hands free of blood as best she could against her jacket, she reached out. Bernadette flinched, yet it was short lived as Vivienne fixed Bernadette’s hair to get it out of her face, trailing the braids over Bernadette’s shoulder. Bernadette’s eyes were wide, scared.

“I need to clean this up okay? I can explain all of this later, I promise...but I need to just clean this all up first.” Vivienne continued, smiling as wide as she could manage without looking even more creepy, monstrous. The two girls stared at each other for a few moments, Bernadette’s breathing slowed the more she listened to Vivienne’s breath, instinctively matching the rhythm.

“D–Downstairs...Cleaners and stuff–Downstairs in the–the kitchen.” Bernadette huffed out, her voice small and breathless, maybe even the slightest bit pained. Vivienne softened, moving to stand and leave before Bernadette grabbed her jacket sleeve. Turning her head to look over her shoulder, Vivienne saw Bernadette less curled up, instead on her knees, but still visibly shaken. The two stared at each other for a moment, Vivienne’s gaze full of mostly confusion, until Bernadette spoke up to break the silence.
“I’ll help you.”
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The Possession
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By:  Abby Gildersleeve (Grade 10)
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Thursday, April 14, 1988

We’ve finally moved into the new house. Connecticut is so foggy and cold! We came down here because of Grandma’s declining health. I’m grateful to have my walkman, even if I only have Joan Baez and some old Christian songs.
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Friday, April 15, 1988

The first night in our new house was so strange. I absolutely hated it! Jeanie kept getting up and making noise. I swear, if she wasn’t 6, I would kick her!
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Saturday, April 16, 1988

The noises at night have been getting worse. I talked to Jeanie this morning, and she claimed to not be getting up. Dad said not to worry about it, and the house was just settling.
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Tuesday, April 19, 1988

Mom and I have been hearing the noises. We were watching a movie, and I got confirmation it wasn’t just me. Jeanie and Dad are at Grandma’s...it’s so bogus they don’t have to experience this!
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Thursday, April 21, 1988

Their fights have been getting worse: Mom and Dad’s. Mom’s anger has been worse in general. She may be a hotheaded woman, but she’s never been this bad. She snaps at Jeanie for breathing, snaps at Dad for coughing. Jeanie’s been hiding in her room more.
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Saturday, April 23, 1988

I’ve been waking up with random bruises the past couple days. I told Jeanie, and she said, “That’s grody to the max, sissy!” She tried to copy my slang! Ugh, at least she’s not getting hurt. Maybe I’ve just been hitting the kitchen island more often than I realize.
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Monday, April 25, 1988

Dad and Jeanie moved out. They had a super big fight that ended with Dad leaving. Mom showed me the large bruises blooming on her torso, not from dad apparently, but from something else. This house...something is off about it.
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Thursday, April 28, 1988

I found records of our house at the library. Witches were hung in that area in 1647 before a church was built in the same spot in 1867. The church burnt down and a house was built there in 1900.  Our house. What could all of this mean? This must be some type of fiction, fake records, anything!
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Saturday, April 30, 1988

Mom doesn’t seem like herself anymore. She’s different. Withdrawn, scratching at her arms, and she took all the crosses down. I’ve started praying again. I never thought I would turn to religion. I never thought I would have to.
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Sunday, May 1, 1988

Mom’s been talking to herself a lot. My only escape is school, but I can’t even get up to go! My body feels overly heavy when I wake up, and I feel like I can’t breathe. It’s like someone is sitting on my chest.
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Monday, May 2, 1988

I don’t think the person I’m living with is my mom anymore. I don’t know how to explain it, but that’s not her. She doesn’t talk the same, look the same
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