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The next issue is scheduled for a January release.  
Anyone who wishes to contribute artwork or 
writing to Orthogenique can do so by giving the 
piece to Michelle Z. or Michelle P.

Pieces submitted will be used at the discretion of 
Orthogenique staff and will be incorporated into 
existing spreads and sections.

Many thanks to the people who sub-
scribed to this issue of Orthogenique.  
Your donations are greatly appreci-
ated.  All others who wish to subscribe 
to this magazine can do so with the or-
der form at the back of this issue.

Orthogenique © 2005 - 2010 Sonia Shankman Orthogenic 
School. All rights reserved.
All individual literary or artistic pieces are copyright of the 
respective authors and are used under permission.

Shelby

Peter Myers

Geoff Keegstra, literary consultant
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forward
 Powerful writing and powerful art 
are often generated from a study of people; 
people in their entirety or people in their 
individuality.  The artist or writer can draw 
from ways in which people interact or react 
to their community, the fears or revulsions 
that people share, or even what is needed 
for them to survive.  What makes the human 
mind, body and spirit tick and how does that 
move us as artists, writers and readers.  
 With summer approaching, minds 
often wander to days spent lazily on the 
beach or enjoying vacation, and the beach, 
with its human activity is an excellent 
microcosm of the themes chosen for this 
issue of Orthogenique: Society, Taboo, and 
Water.
 Society comes together at a beach.  
From the small child who stays in the safety 
of a parent’s arms while experiencing the 
water for the first time, to the grandparents 
watching their grandchildren have this 
experience, the beach holds a fascination for 
all.  It is a place to gather, picnic, play, and 
commune in ways that most environments 
don’t offer.  The heat of the sun is countered 
by the soothing cool of the water.  The 
harshness of breaking waves is balanced 
by the cushion of the sand.  People are drawn to the shore and to each other for results that cannot always be 
predicted.
 Beaches also reflect cultural expectations.  A beach in the South of France will look much different than one 
on the Gulf Coast in Florida, and this difference does not lie in colors of sand or water alone.  Taboos are defined 
differently in different cultures, and while the European sensibility sees nothing wrong with nudity on a beach, the 
US sensibility does.  How are taboos created?  Why do different groups of people have difficulty acknowledging 
or discussing different issues?  These are all questions that were addressed by the students for this chapter.  Most 
difficult, however, was, how do you write about taboos without pulling the covers off and potentially offending some 
who read or view the work? 
 Finally, the beach is formed around water, the life giving substance of which we are made.  This life giving 
water, however, can also be destructive, and take that gift away.  One can’t help but notice this with the recent floods 
in Arkansas that took so many lives.  Even so, the sensation of floating in water can be soothing and cooling, perhaps 
tapping in to a memory of being in the security of the womb.  We need water to live, and are drawn to water to play.  
It is in us, and all around us.
 The explorations of these themes generated some amazing work by this year’s staff.  As students they 
continued to grow and push themselves, as writers they learned to touch others with their ideas, and as artists they 
captured the essence of their subjects.  We hope that you enjoy this issue of Orthogenique, just as you would a 
relaxing day at the beach.
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Poem by Casey

My knees have crashed through the floor,
From falling, the downfall, the pour.
Hardship and sorrow’s domain.
The government, my family, everything, cause of my pain.
The wreckage of our lives, our society, our people,
For answers, many look below the steeple.
The wreckage of our lives, our attitudes, our people,
For answers, many look below the steeple.

We look to God, we look to Satan,
We look to that bullcrap 2012 situation.
We look to our families, we look to our friends,
We look to see that this doesn’t have to be the end.
We see all the pain and suffering around us,
We see all the pain in our own fuss.
We see the pain of soldiers bleeding,
We see the pain of disease proceeding.

From the valleys, to the hills,
It can’t be fixed by a couple pills.
We all wallow in sorrow and this evident pain.
There has to be a way out, a way to regain,
But wait, listen, look, chill out;
Take a moment and look about,
All the time you’ve spent worrying about your sorrow,
You forgot that the day has brought us tommorow.

And that the day brings new opportunities,
And that the flowers still bloom,
And that life goes on, you’re still alive,
And that the things that you hold dear are still here
And now is your chance
And now you must seize the day
And now your mind is clear
And now you can wipe your tear

And that this is your chance to make things right
Bring your life to where you want it
Sure it takes a lot of work, but I know you want it
Just take a look at the beauty of the world around you
Not everything is just a depression zoo
Look for the good in life, and show the sorrowful world,
That you can prevail through the agony of the world.
Just remember that even though society puts you down,
It needs everyone, and you to be complete.
Just remember one thing, a life is a beautiful thing to waste,
And to waste it would be a terrible thing.

PAIN, 
PAIN, 

Go Away, We Will 
Find a Better Way
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“Funny thing about weekends when you’re unemployed, they don’t mean quite so much,‘cept ya get ta hangout 
with your workin’ friends.” That’s a line from Primus. I ain’t an articulate dude or a poet or nothin,’ so I wasn’t too 
sure how to start off my story. At least Les got my words for me.

My name’s Doyle, and about a couple years ago that’s pretty much where I was. I was a leech off my brother, 
Stone, and his friend, our roommate, Robin, but I’ve probably been a leech my whole life off one person or another. 
My own finances, I got a few hundred here and there from welfare, social security and a few organizations that help 
out messed-up people with “potential.” I got it from South Bay Regional and Highland Green International.

So anyways man, I just spent all my time chillin,’ I didn’t have ta pay any bills, and crashed out on the couch 
in Stone and Robin’s livin’ room. It was like livin’ the lazy dude’s dream, man, ‘cept not many chicks go for an 
unemployed leech. Of course, eventually the dudes didn’t want me free-loadin’ any more either. I understood; 
I wasn’t mad, I knew money was tight. Stone always talked ‘bout workin’ in a guitar shop where he mostly just 
played and talked about music all day. That didn’t sound too bad, man, I just had to find a legit job like that. I didn’t 
expect how hard it’d be to find a good job openin’.

Eventually though, man, I got this spot as a sign twirler. It sounds lame. I thought so too, but I figured it’d be 
somethin’ I could blow off easy. My first day was weird as @$#&, cuz we got this class thing by this dude who called 
himself “Professor Jonathan Xavier.”  He was one of those nutjobs who paces around as he talks with his arms out 
to the side like a beefcake and shouts everything he says while throwin’ around a bunch of unnecessary emphasis. 

Dude was sayin’ all kinds of weird stuff like “I’m here to instruct you in the ART of sign twirling” and “your 
walkmans will be your secret tool for success.” It was pretty unreal, man. I wouldn’t‘ve believed it either. I guess 
you can meet any kind of person that you wouldn’t imagine could exist in this world. I was just tryin’ hard not to 
laugh cuz I figured this dude’d choke me out fer so much as smilin’.

Either way, dude, sign twirlin’ didn’t work out. My first dude I worked for was a real pain, always checkin’ up 
on me, freakin’ out when I’d take a couple breaks and sayin’ stupid stuff like “How hard is it to twirl a #@* &*$ 
sign” and “what the *@#$ is that smell?” 

When I got back to work, this dude got knocked by my sign, freaked out and started beatn’ me down. I got 
the dude back a few, but the dude managin’ me came by and broke it up.  The other dude says some B.S., and 
my manager says, “you’re the worst sign twirler I’ve ever had, get the *@#& out of my sight!” Dude’s face was all 
red. 

It was ridiculous, but I still had to face that Jonathan Xavier guy. Dude was strait-up givin’ me the drill Sgt. 
act.  I won’t even tell you what messed up stuff he was sayin’. It was all pretty funny though; it reminded me of the 
movies. He told me to wipe the smirk off my face. Showin’ a lapse in judgment, I said, “what’re you gonna do man? 
Choke me out?” Yes, he choked me out. I was very much fired.

That’s pretty much the story I wanted to tell you, it was royally bogus. If you want to know I got a pretty solid 
job now. For a while, I was workin’ in a record store which was pretty rad, cuz I could just order in all the music 
I wanted, but of course it shut down. My boss now is a pretty cool dude and he’s got money in his family. He just 
bought out some comic store. Pretty much I run it how I want, and luckily there’s no shortage of nerds to blow 
freakishly large amounts of money on this stuff. It took a bit to get there, I got fired for spittin’ in food and some 
dude got eaten by a shark or somethin’, but that’s all another story.
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She’s popular.  
With long blonde hair and big blue eyes.  
She knows she’s everything that a girl wants to be, 
Because she’s the Queen Bee.
However, the other girl is considered a loser.  
With choppy black hair and freckles all over her face, 
They all call her a disgrace. 
 The popular one is Eva. 
 All her friends are pretty and love to wear Pink, 
With Eva in the lead they all know that nothing can compete.  
The other girl is Katie. 
 She has two best friends who are dark and gloomy. 
 Katie wears black Gucci, 
While Eva wears hot pink Juicy.  
 
Eva has a boyfriend named Nick.  
Together they really click.  
Nick’s got a nice, shiny car, 
But is that what Eva has really been after thus far?  
Katie’s got a crush on Nick.  
Eva just found out and she’s really ticked.  
She tells Katie off and walks away,
 As Katie wishes that she could be like Eva some day.  
When things don’t go Eva’s way, 
She calls Nick and argues, 
And he tries to tell her it will all be ok.  
She doesn’t seem to like him anymore, 
So she lets him go and will soon be off to find another.  
 
The next day at school, 
In science class they have to be partners.  

Katie sits down by Eva.  
She starts up a conversation about the school play, 

They might hit it off that day.
Katie tells Eva she likes her Juicy sweater, 

And Eva says she likes Katie’s Gucci bag better.
Eva tells Katie she broke up with Nick, 

poem by Meggie 



15society

And Katie says she’s sorry to hear that.
After class, they exchange numbers.
Eva can only wonder where this new friendship will lead.   
And throughout the day,
 Things start to change.  
Katie decides she’s going to buy a hot pink Juicy bag in leather.
Eva and Katie walk through the halls together,
Laughing about everything they shared with each other. 
 Eva’s friends think she’s acting fake, 
But what Eva doesn’t tell them is that Katie’s not one to make anybody’s heart ache.  
She’s sensitive and funny, 
Eva thinks this friendship could really turn into something much more than the meaning of any amount 
of money.  
 
Eva gets home and dials a number.  
Katie picks up on the other end and Eva asks if she wants to hang out later.  
Now they are friends, known around the school for all their fun and laughter,
And it’s all because of science class,
 When they had to sit together,
That everyone found out Eva is someone much nicer. 
 Now Katie and Eva rock out together, 
Always wearing ripped jeans from Hollister.  
But what more could they want to be?  They’re already the Queen Bee’s.  

Untitled, Painting by Danica
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Sure, You        
Can Pet My   

Head!
Literary Essay

By Danica

Open the cover to any fashion magazine and 
you will find tall, skinny women barely covered up by 
their name brand clothing. They have defined facial 
features, and large amounts of makeup. The model’s 
hair is put in place perfectly to help the mood of 
the photo or ad that they are posing for. Somewhere 
in the pages you skim, more likely plastered all 
over the latest issue, are these young women who 
represent what our culture identifies as beautiful. 
How can we give them this title, if all we see is the 
models body? It’s not like beauty is only skin deep. 
 Watching the television makes me sick, 
constantly seeing these figures parading around 
the screen wearing the newest Hollister mini skirt. 
I remember being at home on a visit checking out 
House (by far my favorite show at the time,) and 
dreading the commercials that were about to come, 
because I knew how disgusted I would be with 
most of them. It’s not 
that I didn’t like the way 
the product or the model 
looked, but that I was 
frightened by the idea that 
if I didn’t look like that, 
then maybe people would 
not be interested in me.

 I decided that 
there were a few ways I 
could fight society’s obsession with vanity: I could 
write a ‘note’ on Facebook addressing my views and 
hope my friends read it. I could get a group of friends 
to come together and stand in the street screaming 

our views on this nonsense and pray to not get 
arrested, or I could do something I considered bold 
and hope that if people noticed, then they would ask 

questions. Since I didn’t 
want any run-ins with the 
law, and most of my friends 
on Facebook ignore the 
notes I tag them with, I 
went with my third option.
 After many months 
of pondering what to 
do, I decided to  shave 
my head. I had my hair 

buzzed multiple times to get it as short as possible, 
and then used shaving cream and a straight-blade 
razor to “Bic it,” so to say. The whole process took 
a little over an hour, and by the end I remember 
how oddly cold my head was. At one point, I had 

stuck my head right under the bathtub faucet and 
let the tiny stubbly bits of hair float into the tub.

 After toweling off my well shaped head, 
I curiously peered into the water. This wave 
of shock ran through me that caused me to ask 
many questions of myself. “Am I going to look 
like a freak?” “Now that my hair is gone, is 
there anything attractive left on me?” That was 
one of the first doubts I had. Then I realized 
that I didn’t care what was ‘on’ me, all I cared 

about was what was ‘in’ me. If I did this to show 
that people should look deeper than the physical 
aspects of an individual, then my fear of being 
shunned for my lack of hair was most definitely 

 
“fight 

the battle 
against our 

culture.”

“I had my                
concerns, yes, 

but I thought the 
stand I was trying 
to make was more 

important.”
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irrelevant. I had my concerns, yes, but I thought 
the stand I was trying to make was more important.
 After everything from the top of my head 
was in the trash can or floating in the bathtub from 
washing my head off, I ran my hands over my scalp 
to feel its texture. When I put my hand on top of my 
head and moved it forward towards my forehead, 
it was smooth and a little greasy. When I moved 
my hand backwards from my forehead, it actually 
hurt! I would feel a tiny 
bit of prickly stubble 
poking at my fingers and 
it consistently reminded 
me of a cats tongue. If 
you have ever had a cat 
lick you, you will know 
exactly what sensation 
I’m talking about; like 
wet sandpaper. It was 
rough and sticky like the 
tiny little hairs would 
grab onto your fingers 
and hold them there.
 Through out the 
next few months, when I 
was hairless, or had very 
little hair, many people 
would ask me about it. I 
could be anywhere and 
people would stop me to 
ask about my baldness. 
As far as I remember, 
every time that I was 
stopped, after telling my 
story, people would tell 
me that it was really neat 
or even brave. It was 
always really exciting 
when people told me they 
wished they could do 
something like shave their head. This one lady 
started talking to me when I was in line to buy some 
snacks, and she said that she would never have “the 
guts” to shave her head, but it inspired her to fight 
back too. It was really exciting having so many 
people who agreed with the stand I was taking. 

 I personally don’t think that the way someone 
looks should determine how popular they are. 
However, I do know that to our society materialistic 
things do matter. Picture this - you are walking 
down the street and you see a fairly obese woman in 
her 40’s with thick, chin length frizzy hair, wearing 
clothes that are too big on her, and no makeup. Would 
you stop and think ‘She looks like someone I would 
love to get to know’ or ‘Whoa, she really catches 

my eye?’ No. You most 
likely would ignore her 
because she doesn’t have 
anything very special 
about her appearance. 
That’s not right to me. 
 The experience for 
me was terrifying and 
wonderful all at the 
same time. I was so 
used to having hair 
and it was one of my 
favorite features, so I 
was frustrated at having 
to put all my products 
away and avoid my 
flat iron. I feel like I 
learned a lot about my 
self-image. I realized 
that even when I had 
no hair, I was still trying 
to do different things to 
make myself look good. 
I wore a lot more make-
up on my eyes, even 
though I was trying 
to avoid beautifying. 

It’s possible you 
could say that society 
and I tied this match. 
It took time to get used 

some aspects of a bald head, like the feeling of the 
sun or wind against my scalp. However, over all I 
feel like I did my job to fight the battle against our 
culture. There is always more I could do in the future. 

‘Oh Sinead’ Pencil on Paper 
by MacKenzie
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Poem by Shelby
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Brainwashed, Digitally Manipulated  Colored Pencil Image by Casey
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Without television we’d all be dead; ( ] : )
How could we possibly go to bed? (Yeah, dude.)
The static waves, very soothing; (4sho.)
I’m in love with Lifetime movies. (<3)

If computers crashed, we’d all go mad. (  >:(  )
Shopping while standing would make me sad. (Ditto.)
Staying up late trying to read (LOL)
Is dumb ‘cuz Facebook’s all I need  (We’re BFF’s, duh.)

I couldn’t exist without a phone, (Yep. Fail. )
Seeing your face is such a drone. (Fail times 2 LOL.)
But texting is ten times better then calling, (Yeah! Txting FTW.)
Life without that would be simply appalling! (I mean, like, OMG!)

If iPods stopped working, I’d rip out my hair. (KK.)
Walkmans and Zunes don’t even compare. (WTF?!?) 
My favorite is turning my music up high. (Nst. Nst.)
When people ask questions, I rarely reply. (DO U?)

I love being tuned out from reality, (BRB.)
It only exhibits normality. (Mhm.)
I’m fine with the world we live in today, (Me 2.)
It’s great to be part of the teenage cliché; (Yep.)
But I won’t put much thought to this pressing affair, (IDC either.)
While I watch you get owned at Modern Warfare. (LMAO PWNED!)
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Hello, my name’s Manuel. I’m in grade five, 
and every day in class I sit next to a weird kid called 
Collin Brashear. He doesn’t talk, he doesn’t laugh, he 
doesn’t smile. He just ignores everything around him 
with his hood over his head. He puts his head down 
in class, he glares at everybody, and when other kids 
try to talk to him he uses bad words and tells them to 
go away. He’s the biggest jerk in the school; at least 
bullies have some people they’re nice to. The teachers 
and principal always talk to him and sometimes he yells 
at them too. They’re actually nice teachers, and Collin 
Brashear is just a huge jerk. 

There are things about him I don’t understand. 
When most other kids are called out to talk to the 
teacher or the principal they’re in trouble and they go 
home or sit in the office, but Collin is usually not in 
trouble. What really shows me, though, that something 
weird is going on is that Collin always comes to school 
with bruises, bumps and scrapes.

Every day I walk by a weird house on my way 
back from school. It’s Collin Brashear’s house, and I 
don’t just see him, I also see two really big brothers. 
They’re both very tense looking, they’re always glaring, 
and they’ve got bruises all over them just like Collin. 
Sometimes there is a mother. She’s got bruises on her 
too, but unlike the boys she always has a look on her face 
like she’s worried or scared. I wonder if those brothers 
are out of control and always getting into fights. Maybe 
the mom by herself can’t control them?

I brought up the Brashear family at dinner 
tonight; I wondered why they all seemed so weird. My 
sister told me that both of Collin’s brother’s go to the 
same high school as her and take a couple classes with 
her. She said they are very quiet and only hang out with 

each other, but they are both good students, they get 
good grades and don’t get into trouble. That’s different 
from Collin. She mentioned that they want to go to 
UCLA, and my dad said that that’s where their dad 
went to school. I didn’t know they had a dad. My dad 
went on to say that Mr. Brashear is his boss at work and 
a very smart friendly guy who is very good at his job. 
I know more about the Brashear family now, but I still 
don’t understand. I still think it’s those mean looking 
big brothers who gave all of them those bruises.

Yesterday I got beat-up by Collin. I finally 
decided to ask him about his bumps and scars. I knew 
it wouldn’t be a pleasant talk, but I’ve been too curious. 
He called me “nosey,” used bad words at me, told me to 
go away, and called me a moron. I’ve never known such 
a bitter person. I was a little angry now. 

I asked him, “Who hits you like that? Is it your 
brothers?”

He says, “You don’t know (bad word) mind 
your own (bad word) business (bad name)!” 

He was really mad, but quiet, not yelling. I was 
mad too; I said, “It’s hard not to notice weird people 
like you and your family.” And with that he quickly 
punched me really hard in the face and kept punching 
me until a teacher pulled him off of me. He was taken 
to the principal’s office. I thought I’d be in trouble too 
for bothering him, but I wasn’t. I guess he never told 
them what I said. Today he came in with new bumps 
and bruises. 

Something really bad has been going on with 
the Brashears. A couple months ago, a little more 
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than a week after Collin punched me, I was playing 
outside late in the day and I saw the Brashears’ house 
surrounded by yellow tape, police cars, cops and an 
ambulance. It was actually scary because I knew 
something terrible must have happened. I didn’t watch. 
I went back home. 

That Monday my teacher told the class that 
Collin was in the hospital. She said he’d be all right, 
but I could see by the look on her face and her sad quiet 
voice all day that she was very worried. Her face was 
red and her eyes were watery like she had cried. I was 
getting very scared.

After the police quit coming by the house I only 
saw the mother and one of Collin’s big brothers there. 
I don’t know how to describe the looks on their faces. 
They were definitely upset, but I couldn’t tell what I 
saw there; anger, sadness, shock… It’s probably just 
something I can’t understand.

A couple weeks after everything happened I 
overheard my parents talking about the Brashears. I 
didn’t hear everything; I just heard “Brashear,” “Collin,” 
“Brook,” the name of the big brother who’s gone, and 
“Jim,” the name of their dad. My dad sounded outraged 
and my mom sounded shocked, saying things like “Oh 
my god!” and “That’s terrible!” I came into their room 
and they looked at me.  Their faces read as their voices 
sounded. 

I asked my dad, “What happened with the 
Brashears?”

And he said, “I do not want to tell you son.” 
I thought a moment and asked, “I’ve not seen 

Collin’s big brother Brook at their house, I only see his 

mom and his other brother. Is his dad still there?”
My dad was quiet for a moment as well, still 

staring at me, and he said, as if it exhausted him, “No, 
he’s not there anymore.”

All this month I’ve seen moving vans taking all 
the stuff out of the Brashear house.

Today was the last day of school. I ditched out 
during recess to go home early. What would my teachers 
do about it? I’m never coming back. I’ll probably just 
get a phone call to my parents. 

When I walked by Collin’s house, his mom and 
brother were loading things into her mini-van, and I 
saw Collin. He was bald and he had ugly scars all over 
his head and face. He noticed me and our eyes met.  I 
realized I was staring but I didn’t look away. We stared 
at each other for a bit, I think it was out of surprise, and 
I was sure it’d probably be the last time I’d see him. We 
stared until his brother grabbed him by the shoulder, 
led him into the car and they drove away.

I don’t know what to think about that boy and 
everything that happened with him. For now I won’t 
try to figure it out.  I’m sure I’ll understand it all some 
day. I feel like I shouldn’t have bothered him, but it 
wouldn’t have really stopped what was happening. 
I’ll just put him out of my head for now; I don’t want 
to think about him all summer. One thing I’m sure of 
though is I’ll never forget my weird classmate, Collin 
Brashear. 
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Short Story by Shelby

Rainbow Church, Digitally Manipulated Image by Casey
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 In order to be a good Catholic there are a few 
expected rules. The Ten Commandments are clearly 
listed in the bible, on the walls of Sunday school and 
in the back of the program at mass. An idiot’s guide to     
salvation:
1. Don’t worship any other god than the one in the 
bible. 
2. Don’t say “God****it or Jesus effing Christ” etc.
3. Go to church on Sundays.
4. Love your parents.
5. Don’t kill people.
6. Don’t cheat on your husband or wife.
7. Don’t steal.
8. Don’t lie
9. Don’t have a crush on your friend’s wife/husband.
10. Don’t be envious of your friends. 

That’s just a rough translation, but I think you 
get the point. Evidently, if you read the fine print in the 
Old Testament, Genesis 19, it says being homosexual is 
a straight ticket to hell. Although, this rule isn’t in the 
Ten Commandments, most of the congregation would 
say that being homosexual is lustful and being bisexual 
is just plain greedy. In the bible, when God discovered 
that the cities of Sodom and Gomorrah were engaging 
in criminal same-sex encounters and other unspeakable 
sexual carnage, he rained down fire and brimstone. This 
is my reality.

 “Homosexuality,” Father McNare echoes, 
banging his hand down on the podium, “is the ultimate 
sin.”

The faces in the pews gaze intensely up at him 
as if this concept were something new; people cringe, 
do the sign of the cross and cover their children’s ears 
when the word homosexuality is mentioned. Lord.

The priest proceeds to back up this logic with a 
rather solid scientific explanation,

“Opposites attract, men naturally crave women 
and visa versa. Gays and lesbians claim time after time 
that they are only ‘capable’ of desiring people of the 
same sex. They can’t help it because they were ‘born’ 
that way. The truth is, there is no ‘Gay gene;’ there 
are only lustful people who choose to participate in a 
homosexual life style.” 
 
 The entire time Father McNare is ranting, I am 

admiring his holy blue eyes, the way his cassock hugs 
his strong, celibate arms and the way he gets worked up 
when he describes sin and brimstone. He is supreme, 
created in the eyes of our Lord, and put on earth to 
relay the Big Man’s messages; a servant to Him. Ahhh-
men. 

Mass is concluded with The Lord’s Prayer:

“Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name.

Thy Kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth as it is in 

heaven, 

Give us this day our daily bread. 

And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who 

trespass against us. 

[And deliver us from gays, lesbians and bisexuals.]

Amen.”

 Everyone evacuates the sanctuary at once, 
rushing to the lobby to enjoy a fellowship of doughnuts 
from Lardtown and some type of beverage. It is 
absolute chaos. The cloud of tweed suit-jackets, high 
heels and modest floral-patterned blouses crowd 
around the cardboard doughnut box. Like animals in a 
rabid frenzy, they stalk the doughnut. Each person has 
a doughnut they have mentally claimed. You can see 
the devastation fill their eyes when one of their fellow 
church-goers takes the bavarian cream they were so 
fondly admiring. The hall is filled with a symphony of 
smacking and chomping. I see Father McNare sitting 
alone by the piano, thoroughly enjoying his chocolate 
heavenly trans-fat delicacy. I approach and ask how he 
is. 

“Cole,” he says, “so nice to see you and thanks 
for asking; I’m doing very well.” 

“See you at confession,” I say with a wink.

 My family and I walk back to the car across the 
parking lot. Most cars in the lot are home to “WWJD,” 
“God’s watching” or “Heaven can wait, don’t drink and 
drive!” bumper stickers. Our car has a white rosary 
hanging from the rear view mirror. Cars leak gasoline 
and it sparkles on the pavement; reflecting the deadly 
combination of Roy G. Biv. 
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 On the car ride home, my dad asks, “So what 
did you think of the sermon today?”

 
“It was FABOULUS,” I say in my most 

flamboyant voice. 
 
 He glares at me through the rearview mirror, 
glancing back and forth at the rosary. I know what he’s 
thinking.

 My parents don’t hate the fact that I’m gay, 
because I am one of God’s children. They believe that if 
I continue to go to church, I will be saved a little each 
week and eventually reach religious enlightenment 
and become straight. Unfortunately, it’s been three 
years and I haven’t changed; maybe it’s the ADD or 
“GayDD” as my little sister would call it.

 Wednesday, I drive to church for confession. I 
sit in the booth and wait until a face behind the slotted 
metal screen asks me to confess all of my mortal sins. 
The metal divider isn’t that hard to see through so I can 
usually tell who the interrogator is. Today, like most 
weeks it is Father McNare. He smells like God. 

 I do the sign of the cross and say, “In the name 
of the Father, Son and Holy Spirit. My last confession 
was one week ago.” 

I state my mortal sins:
“This week, I had unholy desires of  SOMEONE I’m 
not married to.”
“I said the F word probably about 50 times.”
“I didn’t feed my dog two times.”
“I used God’s name in vain.”
“I’m still gay.” 

He assigns me penance. It’s like homework, but 
worse.  

Concluding, he says “Give thanks to the Lord 
for He is good.  For His mercy endures forever,” I 
reply.

 Sunday rolls around and I can’t even keep track 
of how many times I’ve said the rosary. This week’s 
sermon was like a sequel of last week’s. 
 

“Homosexuality...Sodom and Gomorrah…
brimstone..blah, blah, repent or else, blah,” Father 
McNare says for what seems like the billionth time.  

After church there’s coffee cake, a type of red 
beverage and Father McNare alone by the piano again. 

“Did you get anything out if today’s sermon?” 
he asks hopefully.

“Yea, I know for a fact I’m going to Hell.” 

“I know you are capable of seeing the truth, you 
just need to look to God 

For answers, utilize prayer and spiritual guidance from 
the church.”

“The church?”

“Yes and I am personally available do God’s job 
in times of confusion,” he says, 

and hands me his card.

“You have no idea how much this means to me; 
I’ve always wanted to have a 

relationship with God.”
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Snitches Get Stitches
Colored Pencil Drawing By Mac

 Wallop! Biff! Pow! These were the 
sounds of fists to face as the young Jamie 
cowered in fear while his super strong and manly 
bully abusers flattened him into the ground.
 They certainly got their point across with this 
act; everyone knows that in order to make money you 
must first bury your knuckles into a smaller person’s 
face. It’s only common courtesy. Little Jamie handed 
over his entire stash of lunch money, a whole $7.35. 
The young gentlemen who had just beaten on the young 
boy who had carried Biffs rightful property, got what 
they wanted, and did it in the coolest way possible. 
 Biff, appropriately named by his parents for 
his quick and effective methods of negotiating, was a 
wonderfully creative and resourceful child. He would 
create new ways to deal with the small ones, whether it was 

with a Punch to the face or a punch to the gut, he always 
had the right tools for the right situation, Sometimes, he 
would bring his trusty stick in case the child didn’t respond 
appropriately to his original methods. Biff certainly had 
a way with words. He strung together letters and words 
to come up with such witty phrases as, “Gimme your 
lunch money chump,” or his renowned, “Gimme your 
toys chump.” He certainly was a smart fellow, toting a 
hefty D+ average worthy of song.  Of course he had the 
loving support from his parents in all his endeavors… 
Where do you think he learned his methods from?
 Jamie was a rather boring young man who 
spent most of his time constructing large bland 
objects such as the Eiffel tower out of toothpicks, and 
wasting his time fixing computers, for such a menial 
salary as $200-300 per repair. It doesn’t really matter, 

Give me Liberty or Give Me Suspension
A Short Story by Casey
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though; being the future CEO for Microsoft isn’t that 
impressive. Jamie spent far too much effort trying to 
talk like a so-called intelligent boy, using boring words 
such as “Necessity,” or “Symbiotic.” He often told the 
same boring and meaningless jokes causing people 
to roll around on the floor laughing hysterically. His 
parents loved him too much, babying him and caring 
for him, giving him regular meals and things to do.
 So Jamie did what he was always told to do 
in this situation; a little thing called tattling, a little 
thing forcing others to get involved for the sake 
of some kind of justice. The teachers immediately 
gave Biff three days of in-school suspension; not too 
bad.  It was only his fourth suspension of the year.
 After Biff’s suspension was over, he sought 
out Jamie in the playground. He and his gang backed 
Jamie into a corner repeating the phrase, “Snitches get 
stitches, snitches get stitches,” and then proceeded to 
wail upon his small fragile face, cradling his nerdy brain.
 The bruises weren’t so bad, I’m not sure why 
he complained so much, and the bleeding would 
stop eventually. He made it seem like an amazing 
feat that he was going to continue fighting Biff’s 
excellent playground management. It is a fairly 
useless cause, only freeing the entire school from 
Biff’s benevolent rule on his land; the playground.
 He pushed the school administration to take 
further action on the poor misunderstood Biff, and 
the school finally agreed after some good natured 
ribbing about school policies from Jamie’s mother
Biff continued to beat up on Jamie for his crimes against 
Biff, but as you can see, even though Jamie continued 
to get beat up everyday, he stupidly continued to 
fight with the school on the subject fruitlessly.  
Finally, Biff was expelled. It just goes to show you 
how dumb and pointless it is to fight for what’s right.

“It Just goes to Show 
you how dumb and 
pointless  it is to fight 

for what’s right”

W
allop!

Bif
f!

Pow
!
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 My name is Allie.  I work at a tattoo parlor.  
I got my first tattoo, which represented something 
significant in my life, when I was seventeen.  I 
knew by the time I was twenty that I wanted to 
be a tattoo artist and make designs for people.    
 When I was twelve, my older brother, Vince, 
was in a bad car accident.  He was going over the 
train-tracks, which were on a little bit of a hill.  It 
was my favorite hill to go over in the car when I was 
little, because my mom and dad always went fast 
and it made my stomach drop really quickly.  He was 
going really fast, lost control of the steering wheel, 
and crashed into a light pole.  The car was totaled.  

My brother was immediately rushed to the 
hospital and put in intensive care.  He had broken 
two ribs, fractured his spine, been bruised and cut 
badly, and had cracked his head open, which would 
not stop bleeding.  He was unconscious for days on 
end.  He got fifteen stitches on his forehead and he 
couldn’t move any part of his body.  He was put on 
life support.  My mom stayed with him all day and 
night.  I came to the hospital everyday after school 
and stayed until my dad could come to pick me 
up.  Weeks after the accident, with no turn around 
in his condition, my big brother passed away.    
 At the funeral and wake, his whole high school 
class, graduating seniors, came to pay their respects.  
All his girlfriends brought flowers for my mom and 
dad, and his football team gave them my brother’s 
jersey and the trophy they had gotten when they 
went to state and won first place.  It was the hardest 
thing I have ever had to live through.  My brother 
was my best friend.  He was always there for me.   
I had to start learning to take more care of myself.
 When I turned seventeen, I was seriously 
considering getting a tattoo that represented my 
brother.  I talked to my parents about it, and they 
said yes, only because it was going to represent 
my brother.  I started drawing and doing sketches 
of some things that Vince loved most.  He lived 

for football, loved snowboarding and skiing, and 
had always gotten me yellow flowers on each of 
my birthdays, but I wanted something unique,  
something that nobody else I could think of would 
get.  My mom said that a yellow flower with his 
name around it would be nice, but I still wasn’t sure.  
 One day, while I was sitting in biology class, 
the perfect idea came to me.  I knew right then 
and there, that my idea was perfect.  Nobody else 
would ever think of getting a tattoo like the one 
that I was going to get.  I couldn’t wait to get in 
the car after school, and drive to get my tattoo.  I 
called my mom right after school and told her I 
was going to get my tattoo.  She asked me what I 
was going to get, permanently, on my body, but I 
told her that she needed to meet me at the tattoo 
parlor, and I hung up.  On my way I listened to my 
brother’s favorite song, One Love by Bob Marley.  
I smiled and thought about how happy Vince 
would be if he knew what I was doing for him.  
 When I got to the tattoo parlor, I went inside 
and sat down, waiting for my mom to get there.  
When she finally did, I had already told the guy what 
I wanted.  My mom was kind of uneasy when I told 
her, but then I reminded her that she said I could get 
anything as long as it was in memory of my brother.  
So she sat down and watched as I got inked.  When 
my tattoo was finished, I looked in the mirror and 
smiled.  It was exactly what I wanted.  I had gotten 
a long line of stitches on the side of my head.  It 
represented his accident and how I remembered 
seeing Vince last.  I wanted to feel like a part of him 
was always with me.  Having the stitches on my head, 
in the same place that Vince had his, made it feel 
like he was close by me.  It made me feel comforted.  
   Since I had bangs it was covered up a little, 
but I wanted it to show.  So I decided I would pin 
my bangs back.  My mom wasn’t too happy that I 
had gotten a tattoo on my head, but she knew what 
it represented and that it was important to me.  

 Stitched
short story by Meggie 
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 Everyone at school the next day asked what 
it was all about and what it meant, but I just told 
them one simple thing: my brother.  It represented 
my brother’s accident, something I will never 
forget, and the stitches on his forehead, one thing I 
saw that won’t ever leave my memory.  My closest 
friends understood, but to other people it just 
seemed weird.  I didn’t care.  It made me happy.  

 Now I am twenty-five and I still show off 
that tattoo.  I work at the same tattoo parlor that I 
got my tattoo at, and I design tattoo’s.  I have to say, 
getting that tattoo really helped me.  I would never 
have thought of doing something like that for just 
anyone, but my brother was someone special to me.  

“Threads” Digital Image 
by Shelby
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[Space mail message from Universal Kaylee to Gregory 
the Radical]
Dear Gregory,
 I can’t believe this! My parents kicked me out! 
They told me I couldn’t come back. Ingrid said she 
couldn’t believe she had a freak like me as a daughter. 
 Knowing my parents, there is no way in Hell’s 
third moon that I can expect their acceptance, and almost 
all my friends back in the Caribbean Launcher are super 
judgmental. Maybe that makes them less of a friend than you.
I’m so scared. I don’t know where to go! 

 Lungs and brains,
 Universal Kaylee
 3rd spawn of Bethany and Ingrid

[Space mail message from Gregory the Radical to 
Universal Kaylee]
Kaylee, 
 Why did they kick you out? Where are you staying 
right now? It must have been something serious for them to 
tell you to leave. Are you okay? Do you need a place to stay? 

 Get back to me soon, okay? 
 Gregory the Radical
 5th spawn of Henry and Brett 

[Space mail message from Universal Kaylee to Gregory 
the Radical]
Greg,
 I’m so stressed out. For the next week I’m going 
to camp-out in a friends cabin, but it can’t be permanent. 
Like I said, they can’t know what’s going on, because 

it’ll be all over the news. No job, no housing department 
and no school would accept me after they heard. 
 Ingrid was picking up some of my stuff for 
me and found a picture that dropped out of my school 
bag of me and Christofer. There’s nothing wrong with 
the picture, but on the back I had written some notes 
and I was going to send it to him. She read it. Oh god. 

 I miss you, buddy.
 Universal Kaylee
 3rd spawn of Bethany and Ingrid

[Space mail message from Gregory the Radical to 
Universal Kaylee]
Kaylee,
 Why were they freaking out about the notes on the 
back of the picture? What did you write on it? I remember 
Bethany being really picky about who you talked to when 
you were younger, but you’re an adult now. What’s going on?
 I will have an extra bed starting next week because 
my sister is moving out to live with her Fiancé. I’ll pay 
for your shuttle ticket if you want to come stay with me. 

Lungs and brains, Kaylee!
 Gregory the Radical
 5th spawn of Henry and Brett 

[Space mail message from Universal Kaylee to Gregory 
the Radical]
Gregory, 
 They flipped out because I was with him. Like, 
we were in a romantic relationship. I know it’s so weird 

because NO ONE dates the opposite sex, but I can’t 

Universal 
KayleeShort Story by Danica
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help who I fall in love with, right? Ingrid said that she 
was ashamed to have a daughter who isn’t attracted to 

other women. She called me disgusting. 
 So now I cant go back, because they think 
that I will start to try and seduce my brothers. Which 
obviously wouldn’t happen. I hate that it’s such a big deal! 
 Yeah, I think I will come stay with you for a 
while. I definitely need time away from my launcher. 

Thank you so much!
Universal Kaylee

 3rd spawn of Bethany and Ingrid

[Space mail message from Gregory the Radical to 
Universal Kaylee]
Kaylee,
 I have a friend who is a heterosexual and he hasn’t 
been able to get a job or get into schools or anything! 
I am totally fine with that lifestyle choice, but it’s hard 

for those beings to find acceptance in our galaxy. Our 
launcher’s captains recently took a poll on how many 
of our population is against heterosexuality and it came 
out to 98.2%. That’s almost everyone. There is just this 
extreme detest for anything different. So Kay, you have to 
be careful. There are creatures out there that will kill you 
for even LOOKING at a man. I know it’s programmed 
into your brain, it’s a part of you, but you should probably 
keep it to yourself. I’m not telling you to not accept yourself 
for who you are. All I want is to make sure you are safe. 
 When you get here we can figure out a way to hide 
your history. If anyone of your launchers higher-uppers 
knew, than so will mine. We will work everything out.
I’ll see you in a few days. This’ll be okay, Kay.

Lungs and brains.
 Gregory the Radical
 5th spawn of Henry and Brett

Untitled, Collage by Meggie
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Power of Diving
Literary Essay by Meggie

 My sport of choice takes a lot of courage, 
strength, commitment, focus, and energy.  The thing that 
most people love about it is that it’s a water sport, which 
only means one thing: swimming and diving.  I have 
done diving, ever since freshman year, faithfully, like it 
was my commitment to God.  Most people think that you 
can’t get hurt diving because it’s in the water.  I mean, 
who in the heck could get hurt in the water?  There can’t 
be many ways to make that happen can there?  Wrong!  
There are many ways that you can get hurt diving, or even 
attempting to do a dive.  I have hurt myself many times 
in diving, even when I have done a dive the correct way.    
 When I first started out diving, I was kind of 
uneasy about the whole “doing flips into the water, hitting 
the bottom and bouncing back up to the surface” thing in 
front of people, especially girls who I didn’t know very 
well.  I was scared that I would mess up and make myself 
look bad, but I decided to take a chance at it anyway.  

I took my first step on to the diving board with 
butterflies in my stomach.  My coach, Mark, was sitting 
on the side of the pool giving me the right directions on 
how to do a simple front dive.  It was my first time ever 
doing a dive.  I already knew the forward approach, 
which is three steps and a hurtle on the end of the board, 
that you MUST do before any forward dive.  Taking 
one deep breath, I did my forward approach taking 
one big hop and going into the pike position.  I let my 
head tuck in, put my arms out in front of my head, and 
pointed my toes.  At the last second, though, I looked up, 
dropped my arms, and SMACK!  I did a painful belly 
flop on to the flat surface of the water, not to mention 
the fact that I got a nose full of chlorinated water.  

When I came back up to the surface of the water, 

I was mortified!  My team came over to the edge of the 
pool and asked me if I was okay.  I was in a lot of pain, 
but I said, “Yeah, I’m okay.”  My coach came over to me 
when I got out of the water.  He told me, “You CAN NOT 
change your mind when you are in the middle of a dive.  
It sets up for accidents.  Never look up and drop your 
arms and always keep your head tucked in.”  I nodded 
and went back up to try again.  I don’t really know how 
many times it took for me to get that one dive down, 
but when I did my coach was very pleased with me.
 After a month of being a diver, I had learned a few 
more dives.  I knew a front and a back dive, an inward, 
and a front flip.  I was now moving on to a front flip half 
twist.  I was even more nervous now than I was before.  
Once again, up on the board, I did my forward approach 
taking one big hop.  I immediately tucked myself into 
a ball, with my head tucked in, held my legs, and tried 
to force myself to roll over in the air.  For what seemed 
like minutes, it felt like I was doing the dive correctly.  
Well, you can only guess what happened.  I looked up 
and let go of my legs.  I fell straight into the water.  I 
came back up and swam over to the edge of the pool.  

My coach, once again, came over to me and told 
me that same thing as before, “Don’t change your mind, 
keep your head tucked in, throw your arms down in front 
of you, and force yourself into a summersault.  Right after 
you do the summersault, throw you arms above your head 
and do a simple twist.”   When I finally did it the right way, 
I was about ready to give up on myself.  I was so tired and 
sore from all the practice my team did; it was crazy, but 
I knew that giving up wouldn’t be the smart thing to do.  
 When our team had our first meet against 
our rival school, I was so nervous.  I had never done 
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A Divine Dive, Painting on Canvas by Danica
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anything, water wise, in front of people in a competition.  
I did my first dive, a simple front dive, and got a 
score of six.  I was so happy that it was above a one 
or a two.  My team was really proud of me, too.  They 
knew how scared I was about this, considering it was 
my first meet.  The funny thing was, though, I had 
done cheerleading ever since seventh grade and had 
never been nervous.  I think it was because this was a 
whole different sport and I was still getting use to it.  

When the meet was almost over, I was getting 
major butterflies in my stomach.  It was my turn to go 
and I was last.  I was doing a front flip half twist, the one 
dive I had been working on for weeks and had finally 
mastered.  When the judges called my name, I slowly 
walked to the board and climbed up.  I was cold and 
shaking.  I took a couple deep breaths and closed my eyes.  

I told myself to just do the same thing I had 
done before when doing this dive.  I opened my eyes and 
glanced around.  Everyone in the balcony and bleachers 
were watching me!  “Okay, you can do this,” I told 
myself.  Taking one deep breath, I took my first step and 
went into my forward approach.  At the end of the board, 
I did a huge hurtle, threw my arms out in front of me, 
and tucked myself into a ball.  I felt myself flip so, as fast 
as I could think, I let go of my legs, which I was holding 
on to, and threw my arms above my head and did a twist 
just before I went into the water.  When I came back 
up, I looked at the judges, who were flipping through 

the number charts.  One judge held up a four, another 
a five, and another a seven.  I was so happy!  Everyone 
was clapping and cheering for me.  It was one of the best 
sports-moments of my life, especially because it was a 
sport in the water, something I had never done before. 
 I have learned so much about diving, and even 
swimming, in the past two years.  I have mastered all, 
well almost all, the dives that I should know.  It took 
a lot of time and it especially took commitment.  I 
don’t think that I have ever had such fear about 
trying any sport in my whole life.  I love the feeling 
of going into the water, when you don’t get hurt.  It’s 
cold at first, but it’s refreshing, especially at six in the 
morning, which is when we had practice on Friday’s.  

When people think, “Water can’t hurt in any 
way,” they are mistaken.  Water is very powerful and 
mysterious.  It can be cold one moment and hot the next.  
The ocean can be calm and then rough.  Waves can be 
gentle for a moment and then be forceful.  Water can 
be shallow and then suddenly drop fifty feet.  It can be 
so clear blue that you can see the bottom where your 
feet are, or it can be so filthy and dark that it looks like 
you’re standing in a huge mud pit.  It can smell like fresh 
rain, salty like the sea, chlorinated like a pool, even as 
if something is rotting like a swamp.  The one thing I 
have learned about water is that it can look so gentle 
and harmless, but you don’t really know until you have 
realized, and experienced, the power that water has.       
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Poems by Shelby

Mr. Stinky Taco, Digitally Manipulated Imageby Casey
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The Cave

The quiet grotto
Algae clings to the moisture
Proving signs of life
  

Backwash 

Crumbs are in my drink
I shouldn’t have let you sip
Now I’ll be thirsty

Annoyance 

Rare is my kindness 
As water in the Gobi
You drive me insane

Dissolve 

The rain soothes and calms
But me, I shall stay indoors
For fear of melting

Señor Stinky

Bath time disturbs me
My armpits smell of tacos
I like my own scent 

Breathe

Ebbing and flowing
Inhale and exhale
Waves crash on the shore
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My heart is beating a hundred,
No, one thousand miles per hour.
I feel as though I should be dead.

My heart turns black and goes sour,
Does this mean his final hour?

There’s no other choice, ring his neck.
Show him who’s boss, release the rage.

Is he important? There’s no time to check.
I don’t have time to gauge;

I’ll tear his lungs out, easy as a page.

He cowers in fear as I loom towards him.
I can imagine his soul jumping from his skin.

I lift my hand and ball my fist, this ain’t no sim.
He backs away more, my anger getting the win;

It’s about time to show this guy some sin

Then a miracle occurred, I felt a tingle.
In my head, I started to hear a jingle.

This jingle in my head said peace, mingle.
The tingle turned to a calming wet sensation;
I felt as though I could soar across the nation.
I would say hello and donate to every person.

It was raining. Simple and pure, pouring anew.
The downpour drenched us, tightening the screw.

The water seeped through our veins, peace it drew;
The rage subsided as my mind was guided.

The water caused my head to be ultra-conscious minded
And finally, me and rationality were reunited.

I unclenched my fist, and released my hands; he dropped to the floor.
My mind was clear, nowhere near the tear of reality it was in before.

I decided from that point, now and forever, that that anger wasn’t me anymore.
I no longer felt the pressure of my rage, the water and the calming related.

If I were a monster then, I wasn’t now, no longer eternally jaded.
And there I stood, the man run off, my mind completely vacated.

I’m not sure if God was watching me, or if spiritual energy took over me,
But all I knew was the water saved me a trip to jail, maybe prison,

And for that, I thank whatever forces were at hand that rainy night.
For now, I have cured my plight.

Cool Off
A Poem by Casey
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Wet Path
Pastel Drawing by Shelby
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Clouds of bleak grey loom across So. Cal.
Blanketing the coastline from Los Angeles down to San Diego
Where the waters magnificently reflect the colors of the sky.
They cast down their rain mid day across parched dirt, foliage and pavement.
Everything takes on the dull of the sky from sand to fauna.
The waves this day are merciless beating like jackhammers
Rising high enough to waste grown men like Reggie Bush running over an eighth grader.
The waves are a little ways off the sand
With the rip tide weak enough it hasn’t drawn the waters ahead of these puppy drowners.
It’s a perfect day for surfing.
A wolf pack’s worth of Angeleno boys out of the south bay
Have stopped midway off the drive down to San Diego
At a shoreline empty enough that no Nazi punk locals are around to lay claim.
No partiers have littered up the surf and sand
And no treatment plants are around to muck-up wannabe Friscan yuppie’s water.
Manhattan and Hermosa are too much of dumps for these dudes.
They want to ride these brutal pounders all day.
They begin the day capturing the scene with a picture
Where they all display their long hair, boards, baggy swim shorts and hang loose thumb pinkie signs
With dismal grey sky above, dull white sand beneath, and savage dark sea behind.
In no time they get down to the action, not to stop all day.
For such a rejuvenating sport it’s tiring as hell;
Waves will knock your wind out like a punch or a kick
Then drag you under viciously like trying to drown you.
These dudes have ridden many a wave, but believe you me wipe-outs abound.
Like belly flopping again and again,
With the malevolent water ghost always trying to pull you down.
The worst, or the best you could say because wipeouts are still pretty fun,
Is when the nose of the board plants into the sand.
With those tomahawk waves still pushing, you’ll get catapulted into water and sand.
Half the day gone and the dudes were tired and bruised
With the sea salt burning their wounds.
They were high flying, tossed about like a kids legos into a wall.
A couple times they left back their boards to wade out to get slapped by some waves.
Lo and behold their abuse had nay lessened.
The moments of calm would bring them back
To just chilling on a board across the bright sunny day.
The dusks of purple and pink across sky and waves
With the split second flash of green as the sun disappears over the ocean.
Even the ill judged surf amidst a hallucinogenic episode
Of technicolored world blurring like the glint of the water
Was reflected across the land and the sky.
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Now BANG! They come back with another wave slap.
Back to the present dark water monsters.
The pelicans and gulls even seemed to watch this masochistic ritual.
Finally, when double-digit hours came around the dudes start coming out;
Enough aquatic abuse for this day.
As dusk comes and the scene somehow gets darker,
There’s only one of these gnarly surfers left, the toughest and perhaps stupidest.
I’ll give him credit though; he outlasted the waves as they began to mellow down.
Dude was like the cowboy breaking the bronco,
In victory he simply lays and relaxes on his board.
The victor’s moment of calm was broken
As a pod of dolphins came swimming across our triumphant friend,
Airborne and submerged,
Closer to him than any of the boys had been to these majestic creatures.
He continued to lie still so as not to disturb them,
The surfer and his companions on the beach simply watched the pod go by in amazement.
No sooner did they come and they were gone,
Our newly exhaled king of the sea sat in awe taking it all in.
He kicked back on his board resting his head on his arms
And reflecting on what transpired and his entire day;
The kind so epic nobody could forget.
Then BANG!!! Only a second’s look to his left and he flew fifty feet
Locked in the teeth of a monster.
In that second he saw the eyes of a killer, void of emotion and remorse.
A silent slasher, not a sound until his great splash.
His weapon smashes like a machete, tears like a chainsaw
And is so much more than a kitchen knife, its multiple long rows of daggers.
He doesn’t normally kill humans, but his eyesight isn’t too good,
And our poor friend looked a lot like one of the dolphins he was just chasing.
As the surfer quickly begins to die in his mouth,
The shark simply thinks, “This isn’t what I wanted to eat,”
So he spits him out and swims away.
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The Pond That 
Taught Minda A 
Lesson

“Mucky, Icky and sicky!” Minda said. 
“Why is the pond so green and gooey?” She 
demanded an answer from her mother. “It’s so ugly 
and doesn’t deserve to have boats rowing on it!”

Minda hated the way this little body of 
water looked. She often yelled at the murky, nasty 
water on her way home from school; She passed 
the pond everyday to and from classes at Babes 
Elementary School. This little girl of roughly 
seven liked her school because she thought it was 
hysterical that every student was referred to as a babe. 

 “What a pretty girl you are, with your floppy 
curls and bright, wide smile. Don‘t go and mess up 
your beautiful face, or cute little dress. Don’t waste 
your time playing in the muck,” Minda’s grandmother 
loved to compliment her. She was raised with so many 

compliments that she always thought she was right. 
 
 “Yep! I’m a babe, Nanya! Don’t worry, I wont 
get dirty. I don’t even like the muck,” she would respond. 

 Every day after school, Minda would walk past 
the gross chunky pond and see all the garbage in there. 

 “You are the nastiest thing ever! Drown yourself 
you ugly, sick ick!” the little one would yell at the pond. 

 Minda would walk by everyday, yelling the 
same thing at the pond, hoping that it would go away. 

 Until that is, one time on her way 
home from school, the pond yelled back.
“Please! Please help!”

Childrens Story by: Danica
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She felt a little silly for thinking it was talking 
to her because obviously water was unable to hold 
a conversation; it was not alive. She ignored the pond 
and skipped back home, trying to forget what happened. 

Over the next few weeks, she didn’t talk to the pond 
until she noticed an entire bag of garbage just floating 
on the top of the water, bobbing up and down. 

She yelled at the pond, 
“You’re filthy and disgusting!”
“Please help! Please! I can’t clean myself!”

Minda turned around and dashed home as fast as she 
could. Did the pond talk to her again? Was she seeing 
things? She wasn’t sure what was going on, but she 
found herself continually becoming curious. The little 
girl wanted to know why the pond couldn’t clean itself. 

Over time Minda would walk past the pond 
and yell at it just to see if it would yell back. 
Every single time she did so, it responded 
with the same, “Please, Help me! Please!”

Months went by. Years. A decade. The little girl 
was not so little anymore. She had blossomed into 
a young adult and had become a much nicer and 
more caring person. By the age of twenty, she had 

become an environmental scientist. She 
helped big companies that used water to make 
energy find out what to do with the water 
when it was already used. Most of the time, 
the water they used became icky and sick.

Minda loved her job, except that she had to 
travel long hours to the factory and company 
water plants in order to test their water to 
find new ways to clean it. Eventually Minda 
realized that she didn’t have to travel very 
far, because there was a fairly large amount 
of water that was polluted right by her home!

She went to the pond by her house and 
began testing the water right away. Minda 
noticed that the pond wasn’t asking for 
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help. Maybe it was getting old? Maybe it was sick. 
She had to figure out what was wrong with the pond 
quickly! She did a bunch of tests on the water and took 
out all the large pieces of litter that she could grab. 

As she was cleaning the water, she decided to talk back to 
it for all the times that she didn’t have the guts to respond.

“I was scared that you weren’t really talking to me 
and that I was imagining things. I’m sorry I didn’t 
help you, pond. My Grandma always told me that 
I was the prettiest girl ever, and I shouldn’t go 
around getting dirty. You needed my help, and I 
wasn’t there for you, but you will get better, okay?”

Every day she went to the pond and spent hours on a little 
row boat collecting water samples and garbage from it. 
Almost all the fish had died in there, so she bought some 
to put in the water so they could start to have babies. The 
water began to get cleaner and cleaner, and she learned 

more and more about how litter affected the pond. 

After many months of this very hard work, she sent all 
the information she had gathered to the companies she 
worked for. It turns out that she had figured out what made 
unhealthy, polluted water into healthy and clean water!

Minda began to teach other people how to take care 
of the water, and she became very famous. Many 
other scientists looked up to her, because no one else 
had figured out how to clean the water properly. 

The young scientist took care of the pond and 
had it shining every year. There were lots of 
big happy fish and no litter in the water at all! 
In the end, Minda learned that the pond needed her, but 
she needed the pond more. The body of water taught 
her to not be selfish. Also, without it she may have never 
discovered the cure to icky, sicky, mushy, gross water. 

The Woeful Pond Sprite, Marker drawing by MacKenzie
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All of the students at the Sonia Shankman Orthogenic School 
are invited to submit their literary and art work to Orthogenique.  

The Orthogenic School is a small private school consisting 
of students who represent school districts throughout Illinois and 
California.  The school has limited extracurricular activities or after 
school meeting times.  As a result, Literary Magazine is offered as 
a for credit course in which the enrolled students alternate writing 
units in which they write in reference to a specific theme and art 
units in which they illustrate for a classmate’s writing.  All students 
then create spreads that incorporate their writing piece and the 
illustration completed for the piece.

Students not enrolled in the course are welcome to submit 
their work to the advisors at which time the staff of enrolled students 
will decide which pieces can and will be used based on the 
themes employed and the fundamental belief of the school that 
all student work is of value. The literary staff reserves the right to edit 
the body of the works for spelling, punctuation, and grammar.

Orthogenique has been published three times yearly since 
the summer of 2007.   The publication is financed by departmental 
budgeting as well as subscriptions and donations.  The ideas and 
beliefs expressed in the magazine do not represent those of the 
magazine staff, advisors, or the Orthogenic School.  All rights are 
reserved to the individual artists, authors, and photographers.
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to all of our Patrons for this volume of 
our magazine. Without your generous 
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this issue.  The quality of this publica-
tion is a direct result of your support 
and encouragement. 
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