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Writing life
Bg Jessica Cart3

| ife is a novel with the ending torn out.

Don’t trg to look ahcacl, the next page is blank.

Ol‘n you PeoP]el Dont you see? You hold the pen that writes your life.

This is not a scriPtcd P139~ You must choose what you write carexcuug;

there is no erasing or editing. Every letter, word, sentence, page is final.
Your choices are doors that lead you to different ways. There Is NO Pccking.

[Toronce you open one door, the rest lock forever.

Cynthia Gerber
Nicky Krekorian
Chett Krekorian
Crystal Whittier
Erin Toohey

Not pictured:
Melissa Davey
Jessica Carty
Sonja Maliski

T hank you from the \/\/andering FPen staff for all the submissions this year! We
recieved a bountiful amount, so umcortunatclg we could not accept all of the items
submitted. [1ave more, though? (areat! Give them to a Pen staff member or
Mrs.Stockwc” for a chance to be in next year’s compilation. Until then, we hopc
to see you in next year’s edition of Spaulding Hig]ﬂ School’s Wandering Fen!
Dcadlinc for submissions is always the dag before f:cbruary break.

COVER PHOTO BY ERIN TOOHEY--EDITOR
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HOW can I sSay QOOC”DHC
[ — [

Bg Kebekah Frank

[How can | say goodbye
When | have said goodbye all my life
g Y Y
[~ ach move, | have left a piece of myself
P Y
[~ ach new place | learn to call home all over again
P g
Put it's not the move that brings me to tears, but the new friends | make each time, that | leave
behind
en | tell them | will never rorget them, | mean it
When | tell them | will forget them, |
[ venif they Forgct who ] am
So thoug!ﬁ | leave and make new friends, | a]ways look back at the friends |'ve made
Theg enter my never cnding circle of friends that are all across the world
50 when ] say goodbge, and we may not see each other again, remember that you are never
Forgotten
As ] pray ] am neverForgotten
ittle piece ot me is always lett behin
Alittle p f lways left behind
When you look at a book, or a Picturc | liked or drew, remember that life goes on
atitis a never ending adventure with surprises to look rorward to in the future
Th ding ad h surprises to look forward to in the f
So when | say goodbge
And you look back to when we laughcc{ togcthcr over the simplcst of things
And you mention to somcbodg thcg remind you of a friend who moved away
| know my name will not be forgotten even if we were in one class together for only a month
v, g o Y
Or knew each other for years
| know my name will be remembered with a smile on your face, and you would say her name was
Y Y Y Y
mine
So when | say goodbge | will have a smile on my face when | look back and remember when we
laughcd togethcr
~A farewell letter to the friends of Rebekah before she moved away
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Just Have to Do

Bg Chctt Krekorian

You give me mixed signals

[t's driving me crazy

| eftand right
UP and down

You want this
You want that

You want me

You want him
Make up your mind!

l‘m confused
l don't want to chase anymore

But ] keeP straging towards you

['m still hcaling

SOmething shatters when you talk about him
But | keep coming back

Knowing ]'” get hurt

Just hoping you’” choose me over him

Jus’c one of these dags

You used to be so sure
] wonder what goes on in that head

] wonder hcyou ever think of me still

Sill every cla9 ['ll do the routine

hecking to see if you're in class
C g y

Won't even try the morning

E_vcn though ] know where 3ou’” be

| don't want to see the sight

The sight of him with you
So close
A hand on your hip

Fu”ing you away to a hidden spot

The one block to check on you

T hat will be our time
And | gUESS NOW...
That wi”just have to do

“Furple Feonies”
bg: Crgs’ca] Whittier
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Al etter To the World What's the Point
Melissa Davcg

T all, blond, inte”igcnt grey eyes. [How else can | describe the man who has caPturcd my heart,

torn it in two, but has yetto give it back. He was kind, understanc{ing, Chivalrous, humorous. What's the POi”t of going to SICCP if ] 0”19 dream of
Put he was angry. Few PcoPlc knew it, but he was angry and hateful. Rarelg did he admit to you?

these Faults, like thcg were c{irtg secrets, not normal human emotions. f"]e kcpt the Fagacle up of Or the Point of waking up, when my side is CO]dJ CmPt}j
the PerFect understanding person, even around me. My onlg regret will be that ] never broke the

mask, to look underneath, to heal the scarred being beneath. | never saw the real man. | wish he T here is no reason to my conscious thought

had shown me, trusted me. ] do not cast any blame, onlg bitter regret. e will a]wags have my Because you're alwags onmy mind

heart, through evergthing and angthing. He will have my support, my help, angthing | can give And kﬂowing where you are; with her

him. | will; it’s the least | can do. | believe everyone should sacrifice something forthose around

them. [Triends, Fami]g, lovers. (ive them a Piece oFgou, show them you trust them, and love them And what is the POiﬂtI

cnough to do so. This man is the onlg person l gave angthing to. Hc has my trust, my hcar’c, my O’C k”OWi“g who she is,

very lhce, because ] trust him. Do you have someboc{fj you trust so umcailinglg? l was lost before l K”OWi”g the truth, when all ] candois Watd";

met him. ]’ve found my way, with him as my ]ight. You would do well to find your own Iight, orface A”d keep my Pained SiICV‘CC)
the dark alone. As she Plags with you,

Agorgeous marionette.

Much peace,

Ma]i{:icanta Suwan The Point is
Oh wait,

Thcre isn’t one

“Frames”

bg Renee T ardiff

“Cear OF ] rust?
By: Andrea Desjardins
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Arrogance and Ignorance

}33 Chctt Krekorian

Knowing smiles
Glancing sneers
Sag all these things
And no one hears
Feeling stomPecl on
Unab]e to stand

Arrogancc ancl ignorance

Go hand in hand

}33: Marie Palaima
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i ost
By Nicl‘no]c Krekorian

Someoneis hicling

Thereisa wolf in our flock
Where does it lie?
What does it look like?

Where does it hide?
“T urn it out,” says fear cringing away

il ity says confusion, anger rising
But the wolf is me
| hide in the heart

And | look like the person ['m believed to be
]1C theg knew what l was, would fear flee my gaze?

Would the anger of confusion drive me away?
| hide with the sheep not wi”ing to bejuc]gecl
Yes | am wolf and yes | crave blood

But do ] s]ag you or hunt you down?

No!

]’m rough and course

You’re soft as cloud

Mg eyes glitter in the nig!'lt

While you sleeP soundlg

How can this be my flock when | have to hide
| should run with the Pack

But | cannot face accusing eyes

Theg might attack me

Or chase me out

l’m a stranger to the Pack

]’m a mask to the flock

thre do ] belong’?

Y outh
By Melissa Davcg

What haPPened to the 3ouths

Who thought bogs had cooties,

And Oreo’s were like gold?

Where did they g0, what haPPenecl?
The bogs got cootie shots,

Oreos replaced for salads.

We txy to make ourselves older)

And soon, we long to be 3ouths again.
E_ating Oreo’s on the P183 ground
Put it’s too late.

Now you must grow up, to raise your own.

“l Want to Pea Firate”
53: Marissa (_orbin

“Lily” Bg: (_arrie Amorim
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Indifferent Silence
Bg Chett K rekorian

A child so small

A child so scared
No freedom
Bonclcc] to a shadow

rﬂauntcd }33 a monster
So much Punishment

For things she did not do
A strangerin the home

A master so cruel

50 naive so weak
Begging no!

Searing Pain

Crging, trying to scream
A hand to cover her mouth
Defeated, repcatcd and turned indifferent
Not atearto cry

Ora Feeling to scream

Morever, silence.
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Stre ngth
59 Jessica Cartg

| believed you when you told me we’re
friends. | have Peeleci my skin away from my
chest and opened my ribs like a locket for
you. Rcvealing my heart, my soul. | trust
you, don’t betray me. Don’t shove the
locket closed and rewrap the skin. Mg
heart needs the exposure, the re{:reshing
breath 3our1crienc{ship brings. | et the
walls crumble so my secreted garclcn can
be shown. ] tell you more than ] tell any
mortal person. ]’ve never seen you. ] can’t
as ]ong as | live. You were a man once, but
the world s]aughtered you while 3ourmceet
were not even on the ground. You're with
me when | cry, laug}w, sleep or lay awake un-
able to slumber. You know my every
thought, you love me dcsPite my imPCrFec—-
tions. ] couldr’t live, my eternitg would be
enguhcc& in flames hcgou turn me away.
Putit’s a two way street, | can't re]9 on my
own strcngth, it’s too exhausting, so |'ve

given it to you. Kecp me safe.

(hasing Shadows

Bg Nickg Krckorian

T he forest is fraught with darkness

[ eaves curled with deathly frost

T read on by tricksy shadows

Where are such shadows going?

|s it somewhere | can follow?

Orisita place of secret?

What do they do as they bide their time?
What mischief do they plan?

| wish | could know

But the shadows dor’t trust me

| can’t seem to convince them to share with me their secret

Why do theﬂ hide in the b]ackness, blacker than theg

l shall never know

Music video

}33 Chett Krekorian

Heac{Phones in
[Fod inhand

Byell gocs off

l take a stand

E_ach steP l take
Right to the beat

[~ ach word sung

A meaning to me

T he world revolves
Around the song
That hour and a half
]t took too Iong

T o delve myselF

Into this show
Wl‘nere my world’s a video
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When l Need You Most T"‘IC Mask
Bﬂ Jcssica Cartg Bg Chctt Krel(orian

A Practiced face

Turned to a mask
Wl” anyone see through?

[t's when | turn the lights out, when | lag mgsehc to sleeP. |t's when the silence sets in and all
| can feelis the stillness of the quiet nights. When slumberis far from me and | can’t find

rest.

A smile, a ]augh

To cover the fear
Repcatcd until PerFectecl
A Pcr{:cct little mask

That’s when they come out, The insecurities in my head. Thc inner demons that
Plague my soul, running their long sharp talons down the glass windows of my heart.
They come to mock me, to tell me how ] will never fit the Pcrf:cct mold of the Pcrfzcct

gir]. Then | remember, n my darkest hour, | know the dawn is coming soon, and | cry to

you.
Rid me of these demons that possess my thoughtsl (Give me thejog?u] peace that Oeems so real
comes from your never encling love! Thxs Fac;ade of his
| never doubt you for that’s when the light comes. And the light casts out even the When evergthmg he saysisa lie
Once so hard to do

cleepcst shadows and no darkness can ever cxtir\guish it. That’s when | feel you, you hold
[e does with ease

T o hide himself
]n the safctg of the mask

me like a child and tell me how you love me. Tl‘ncn | can s]eeP.

I ricle ]’m unstoppablc, und@ccatable His Friencls know o1C t}‘xe masl<
53 Nickg K rekorian [ ike a wild fire Buming bright and Thcg know of the lies W FiN ‘_‘ 3 ] b
dangerously And 50 thcg try to peer inside : ,“ ‘ d J :
| raise my bead | can do angthing T o find their friend hidden away | oo\ (@ A WGREE | a p ?:rj;:-':” ‘ . _;. |
Strut’cing to my lass | hear the cat calls and the howls Thcy’ll try, and try with all their might I % T b f .,‘- { il ! k’if,{%{! i il iin
The world is my cat walk And see the winks as | burn my Path But will theg see behind the mask? - ’
Lips sprea& ina slight smile Deaf to the scomn bC Uttei’ "
Hips swaying, strides growing 1onger as | put one And blind to the g]ares Y Mearie Falaima
foot in front of the other ] absorb the Praise and admiration

] know that one c{ag ]’” be somcbodg

Comcidence ro”ing off me in waves

page 9 page 6



Weak
Bg (Chett K rekorian

| felt a warm and soft hand touch my throbbing cheek, causing another hard, head sPinning Pain
to shoot t]ﬂrouglﬁ the side of my Face, my cheek and eye Feeling raw and swollen. Mg IIP was split
wide open in two spots, making it imPossiblc to close my liPs. Mg hmgs burned from running. My
heart was still Pounc{ing n my chest from the adrenaline Pulsing in my veins. ] could feel every
bruise on my back. Mg knees and ankles were swollen and stiff. Every cut and scrape stung like
mad. W"lat the hell did ] get mgschc into?

A Finger traced a cut above my eye, causing more Pain to riPP]e over my temPle. Dizziness was
overwhelming me. A” my agony was causing spots to appear under my egelids. | wouldn’t dare
take a deep breath or open my cyes though——too riskg. | didn't want this person to remove their
hand as well. T heir PainFu] touch was shiel&ing me from the world. | needed Protcction now more
than everin a time when ]’m so defenseless.

Mg hair was }jcing Pus]ﬂed from my blood-soaked face, Pu”ing some hair from cuts that dried. |
felt like someone was oPcrating on my face while ] was awake. Stinging and throbbingg it made
my eyes water. ]ground my teeth togethcr, Fecling tears escape my eyes. ] was so weak. ] could-
n’t even stoP myseht from crging. ] couldr’t even Fight to defend my best friend or myschc forthat
matter. | hate mgsehc; every little thing that's about me. Evergthing that Peop]e find in me that is
a defect, every little thirxg that affects the People | care about...

More and more tears leaked 139 as theg s]owlg turned into PaimcuL %eaving sobs. Mg ribs felt
like thcg were being riPPecl from my chest, but | kePt crying, every Pain | caused in someone
else’s life, cvery person | knew who died, and every bit of su]qjering | was put through came outin
these tears. | ddn’t know who this person was running theirfingers through my hair, but | didrm't
care right then. Mg world was cras]ﬂing and this person was there.

| ateron the night ] Fina”g braved the world and looked up. Big brown eyes were looking down
at me with compassion that made my heart ache further. Brown hairran in ringlets at her shoul-
ders. And that's when | smelled it - Brittang Spears Pchume. | couldr’t believe it. The person
who Proba})lg took the most hardship from me still stood Bg my side. Mg vision blurred with
more tears as she Pu”ed me closer to her and neverlet go.
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When the worst comes through in your life you find out who's really there looking out for you.
ghiny 9 Y & Y

You find out who youmcriends are when you show your true colors and learn to trust. \/\/hen you

lower the barrier that keeps Peop]e at bay and makes you feel that ever—drowning loneliness

you find out how wonderful life truly is. | ake it from someone who knows — it neverfeels good

to bc alone.

4 Jf “Pieces of Happiness”
}33: Marissa (_orbin

T!’TOSC T!"H"CC WO!"CIS
By: I rin Toohcg

Those three words, ] can't say them enough

Thc sound oFyour voice Plaging swcctly in my memories,

Lu”ing me to slcep giving me something to want to hearin the morning

Your arms open wide, readg to hold me

Whether you are greeted bg smiles and !aughter ortears and egeliner streaming down my Face)
Your arms remain sturclg, your voice unshaking, unwavering

Ancl your eyes, with warmth that seeps from the embers oFgour sou],

T race the outlines of my face as you whisper those three words

] love you
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