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The idea behind this journal was born out of the PCS Creative Writing Club, made up of students and 
faculty members who, simply put, just wanted to create. With a strong desire to see each soul thrive 
through the gifts God has given them, this endeavor not only offered our student body both the 
opportunities to grow as artists and enjoy each other's art, but more importantly, worship God 
through that very art. Literary theorist Mikhail Bakhtin once said, "The idea lives not in one person's 
isolated individual [mind]... if it remains there only, it degenerates and dies." This is our attempt to 
share our ideas, see them engaged, and hopefully spur new ones in each of you. Thank you for reading! 
 

— Jordan Goings 
Faculty Advisor 

Eagle Ink is designed to make available to the students of PCS an opportunity to express themselves 
within an environment which applauds individuality and encourages soul growth. It is a place for 
artists, philosophers, and wordsmiths alike to be vulnerable and courageous in presenting who they are 
and what they have to say. The construct of art is a noble one, which platforms beauty, honesty, 
healing, and betterment. This journal is perhaps one of the most visceral offerings of worship we can 
extend to the Lord, and I am beyond impressed with the range of pieces, both visual and literary, 
submitted for this first issue of Eagle Ink. 

— Mackenzie Childers 
Student Editor 



 

 

Facing Fear      By Morgan Idleman 

Push & Pull     By Chloe Istre 

The Fall of Icarus at Night  By Ella Ward 

Amnesia      By Anonymous 

The Raging Bull     By Rachel Rhodes 

All the Time We Have   By Mackenzie Childers 

Worry the Plague    By Savannah Perkins 

The Man of Page-Turn: Spark   By Savannah Perkins 

Roly the Poly     By Sarah Morris 

The First Mystery of John Clauder By Aaron Howard     

Star Cat      By Rachel Rhodes 

Nathan’s Gift     By Susan E. Brooks 

Horsing Around with Art   By Nathan Pennington 

A Vision of Life    By Jordan Goings 
Jungle Snake     By Anamaria Matasaru 

A Shoe in the Road    By Reece Heid 

Down by the River    By Wyatt Shannonhouse 

Special Recognition     

 

Table of Contents 
 



 
“Be Still.” 

Is it really that simple? 
Lord, can we so easily unwind? 
I know that you’re the king of all kings 
But it’s hard to calm a fearful mind. 
 
We all fear a countless number of things.  
And it’s like we have wings,  
but flying is something we’ll never achieve 
Because fear clips our feathers every time we try. 
Like a lion, it’s prowling and in pursuit  
looking to devour everything inside. 
And isn’t that where the real battle lies? 
Not in physicality, but in spirituality 
Something that we can’t see with our own two eyes. 
 
Some days the fear is too strong to stand against  
Like trying to contain the ocean and all its tides, 
Impossible. Like gathering all the stars in the sky. 
But fear is universal and to every single person it applies. 
So how do you face it? 
Do you look fear dead in the eye? 
Or is it chasing after you, stalking close by? 
Or are you the kind that choose to deny? 
Your fears have become looming shadows, blocking any light. 
And so you wear a mask to hide yourself from the losing fight  
Adorning smiles that pinch your cheeks but don’t wrinkle your eyes 
Lost to a life choked by all of your secrets and your lies. 
 
Wouldn’t it be glorious though, if you didn’t have to fight this alone? 
The answer is you don’t. 
The Psalmist proclaims with defiant faith  
“Let the oceans roar and foam!” 
Because what can stand against Jesus, Our cornerstone? 
He says, “Let the mountains tremble as the waters surge!” 
Fear of rejection. Failure. Loneliness. Death. 
Like crumbling sand castles in the wind they disperse, 
Because our God will rescue you when you confess 
That your fear is suffocating and you cannot take another breath. 
When you are so far out of your depth  
And all your faith seems to have left 
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Remember that He has proved his presence in Scripture, step by step. 
Esther. Who rolled back her shoulders and unclenched her jaw,  
moving boulders of oppression by speaking against the king’s law. 
Moses. Who considered himself incapable, stood up for those enslaved under Pharaoh,  
even though he dreaded being confrontational. 
And Jesus. Who, before his crucifixion, went to a garden while his disciples slept  
And there he fell to his knees, desperate for a different outcome as he wept. 
 
You see, you don’t have go about lying skillfully, 
Let God see your vulnerability. 
 
To the boy who wears his hood to hide the dark circles beneath his eyes,  
Who has tried to get some sleep but his anxieties are worse than anyone realized. 
You are made to be fearless. 
To the girl whose nails are sloppily painted red and her hair is greased back into a ponytail,  
Who still remembers what her mother said every time she stepped on the weighing scale. 
You are made to be fearless. 
To the woman who clenches her teeth and refuses to speak.  
She has no one to talk to but is desperate to let the words leak. 
You are made to be fearless. 
To the man who finds numbness at the bottom of his bottle,  
Whose tortured eyes show the fear he hides and the pain he continues to swallow. 
You are made to be fearless. 
 
So my question to you now is; what is holding you back? 
When the hurricanes of fear rage, when the waves seem to attack 
As the boat violently tosses; where is your peace? 
If faith that conquers fear is what you lack, 
then fall onto your knees. 
Because he is in every storm with you. 
And at the very sight of him, fear will flee. 
For the Lord does not slumber, nor does he sleep. 
He is unchanging and unchallengeable  
And although you may be weak, you are untouchable 
Because in the light shone by faith,  
fear cannot creep and it is not unstoppable. 
No perilous wave looms over you, 
No roaring wind can tear at you, 
The son of God has been in your shoes. 
It was for you, that he bled and he bruised. 
His love will never be subdued or remote 
He has always been in your boat. 
  
And you will know peace when you hear  
Him over the rushing waters of your fear 
Saying with a voice indisputably clear 
  
“Be Still.” 



 

 

 

I feel the push, the pull, 

  The crowd shoving at the ship’s hull. 

The invasive overload in my mind, 

  As though I never seem to have enough time. 

When I see myself jitter, others see a dance. 

  It’s as though I’m walking through life in a trance. 

“I’ll be okay,” I say with a smile, 

  Lugging my burdens thinking, “just one more mile.” 

But it never stops there, 

  No. 

How can this be fair? 

   The constant push and pull, 

The never-ending crowd shoving at the ship’s hull. 
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By Chloe Istre 

 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Fall of Icarus at Night  
Ella Ward 



 
Chimera 
Maggie Moffett 



 

I look upon the days of past 

When sadness comes my way 

I see but one thing above all 

A corrupt thought pervades 

 

I have desire to remain 

A tempted man alone 

The draw of friendship soars above 

My loyal dare to roam 

 

I forget how to love them all 

As they regret talking 

The silence now invades my home 

These days are somewhat daunting 

 

I have wandered there and back 

These memories that tempt 

I hold on to the wicked ways 

The fine and good exempt 

 

I want to live a worthwhile life 

A boy who chased a dream 

The real world shows this cannot be 

So I am forced to scream 

 

The Amnesia has taken hold 

I've changed beyond compare 

The mirror lies and I'm not free 

I tried, I tried, I swear. 

Amnesia  
By Anonymous 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Raging Bull 
By Rachel Rhodes 



 

Yesterday we went sailing 

Down the streams of our youth 
Dipped our toes in gold ripples 

Built castles of our truth 
 

Yesterday we prayed broken prayers 
With knees bent against cold tile 

Our fingers shook, our ankles burned 
Our souls slept all the while. 

 
But Today we are stronger 

Built for the better things to come 
For deep sleep beneath starlight 

Drawn away by earth’s quiet hum 
 

Today we are moving 
Ever nearer to the close 

With our Beasts at our feet 
Towards the valleys that we chose 

 
And Tomorrow we’ll go walking 

In pursuit of open sky 
To settle ‘twixt cloud and shadow 
To keep beds where we may lie 

 
Tomorrow is our freedom 

To seek His open door 
No paths for us to follow 
But I will fear no more. 

 
But I will fear no more. 

 
 
 

All the Time We Have 
By Mackenzie Childers 

 
 



 
 

 

 

 

Worry the Plague 

Worry, how you are a plague, 

That twists and churns and suffocates, 

You cloud our minds with deathly binds, 

Of anxieties stirred to wake. 

 

Worry, how you are a plague, 

A sickness of most vile, ghastly things, 

You stew and broil in our troubles and toil, 

Of what we dared to let Worry partake.  

 

 

Worry the Plague 
By Savannah Perkins 

 
 

 
 



    I came to this town not long ago; it was quiet and dull so I stayed and opened a 
bookstore. Bookstore, perhaps is not the right word, more like my stories that needed 
to be told. Told to the masses or simply the faint of heart, for anyone who reads my 
stories is given life, a spark. Spark of wonder, so I give them, with every word I write, 
with every page I turn. Turn and turn and turn I do, the pages of stories endless and 
new. New, soon became my name, for the people of this quiet, dim town, came to call 
me the “Man of Page-Turn” because of all the pages I turn in all of the stories I write. 
Write and write, endless writing, but how, you might ask do my stories give a spark, 
life? Life, that my stories do give, and solely because it’s my breath they take in. In 
each story I write, so a breath from my life, and as long as my stories are read, the 
people of this town will never be dim again and I will never come to end. End is a 
word I’ve never quite liked, because it means there’s nothing after the last page of the 
stories I write. “Write a story with a  beginning and ending,” the people always say, 
and I say right back, “stories never truly end, they all are part of one big book, all 
woven together, all tied in.” In my stores that I write without ceasing, I always leave 
the last page’s conclusion open for choosing. Choosing, I leave to the reader because 
everyone’s spark is different and so is their imagination. Imagination, is what I truly 
want to give, to show this dim little town there’s reason to live. Live life, is what I 
mean, to live life, not just survive. Survive is all they seem to worry about, and so my 
stories have stayed on the shelf. Shelf so dusty and growing dim, and so am I along 
with them, waiting for some lonely traveler to come to this town and read one of my 
stories where there’s life to be found. Found, if only it could be so, I feel myself 
starting to go. Go to my stories and sink deeply in, I feel every spark that has ever 
been. “Been,” a word of the past, I wish there were still more to come, perhaps one 
day soon there will be one. One who finds this quiet, dim town, and reads my stories, 
a new spark in them to be found, so until that day, I’ll simply be grey. Grey until that 
one reader comes, and adds to my stories their own spark’s fill, imagination turned to 
spill.  
 

 

The Man of Page-Turn: Spark  
By Savannah Perkins 

 

 
 



 Roly the Poly was a very ugly little bug and no one seemed to like him very much. The 

children would only ever try to step on him and never wanted to play. Children grew to scare him so 

much that he would tuck himself into a ball whenever one of them touched him. In his youthful 

days, Roly the Poly dreamed of a gentle human child that would love him and let him crawl on their 

skin and eat leaves out of their hand. But as the days grew shorter and humans increasingly 

intimidating, Roly the Poly developed a hatred for humankind. 

 One day, a cruel human child flicked him right off his favorite rock for no good reason. 

After the initial shock, Roly the Poly swore to never see the sun again. So, he dug himself a nice, 

roomy hole and lived there all day and all-night long.  

 It wasn’t all that bad at first; his disgust for children fueled his desire to stay in the dark. He 

figured the earthworms would be better friends anyway. Not long after he moved in, he met Miss 

Pimbrook, and she was the fattest worm he had ever seen. She would crawl into his hole whenever 

she pleased and talk for hours, never letting Roly the Poly get a word in. Once, he was able to 

interject a quick, “Hey, I think it might be raining!” to get her to leave, but she came back only a few 

minutes later after she saw that he was lying. He sure did get a talking-to after that. 

 Once the rainy season came, Miss Pimbrook stopped coming down as much and Roly the 

Poly was finally able to be alone with his thoughts. It didn’t last too long, though, before Reynold 

showed up and decided he was Roly the Poly’s new roommate. Reynold was a huge daddy long legs 

spider. He would have scared Roly the Poly a lot more if he didn’t have those dentures that gave 

him a lisp. Daddy long legs don’t have teeth and it hurt Reynold to eat celery, but he loved celery so 

much that he stole the dentures from a black widow. Reynold was dangerous like that. 

 However, that black widow came into their chamber one night and ate Reynold right up. 

Roly the Poly could roll up and make himself as noticeable as a spec of dirt, but Reynold was 

defenseless, especially after his dentures fell out in the struggle. The black widow ate Reynold whole, 

legs and all, and Roly the Poly didn’t come out of his ball for days.  

 Roly the Poly slept most of that time. He found himself dreaming of the times before – in 

the sunshine, and where he could see the stars at night. Sometimes, back when he lived on the 
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outside, he would encounter a squirrel and his heart would pound hard in his abdomen and he 

would stare into its black, black eyes. And then when the squirrel would disregard him and pass him 

up to collect a nearby nut, Roly the Poly would heave a sigh of relief and the rush of adrenaline 

would slowly flow out of him. It was his favorite feeling in the world.  

 But you can’t go out there anymore, he thought to himself. Someone will hurt you. They’ll hurt you. They 

always do! But the thoughts kept creeping in, one after another… 

 Surely, he missed climbing trees to get the freshest, juiciest leaves rather than picking the 

dead ones out of the dirt. But at least he was away from humans. Of course, he missed the warm 

sunlight rather than the cold, sharp rocks in his hole. But at least he was away from humans. Yes, he 

missed chattering with his poly buddies around the mud pit whilst munching on sweet flower petals 

rather than talking to himself in the darkness. But at least he was – 

 “Oh, well, whatever!” Roly the Poly declared to himself one day, and he emerged from his 

solitary hole to the blissful freedom of the outside world. “Humans aren’t all that bad. I just know I 

can find one charming one. And look! Here comes one now!”  

 Roly the Poly had spotted a tiny human child toddling towards him. He geared up to make a 

friend: he shined his exoskeleton, wiped his six feet, and cleaned his antennae. The tiny human bent 

down to greet him, and he wriggled excitedly to her, climbing up on her chubby finger. The human 

brought Roly the Poly to her button nose and giggled when he tickled her face with his little feet. 

Roly the Poly had made a friend forever! She laughed so prettily as he crawled all over her soft 

cheeks, and onto her forehead, and into her blonde baby curls atop her soft head. He could have 

and would have stayed there forever. 

 “Julia, get that nasty thing off your head!” A booming voice came from above the lovely 

human child. The voice was terrifying enough for poor Roly the Poly, but little Julia’s mother just 

had to reach her mighty hand down and flick the poor creature onto the ground as well. 

 Roly the Poly hit the ground with a thump! and felt his cephalothorax scrape against a pebble. 

He lay squirming on his back for what felt like years – though it was only about three seconds – until 

he managed to turn himself over and catch a glimpse of sweet Julia, now in her mother’s arms, being 

hoisted away from the edge of the woods, from Roly the Poly. Her mother was saying something 

like, “You don’t touch gross bugs like that...” 

 And Roly the Poly swore to never see the sun again. 



John Clauder the great detective walks to the museum with a heavy heart. “Ok, 
give the details to me,” John asks. “The victim was hanged on the balcony,” his 
partner Josh says sadly. “That is the location of his death.” John peers at the crime 
scene. “Nope, the murderer wants people to believe that,” John says shrewdly. “Signs 
of mercury are on the man’s lips. Wait…what! He is wearing a deerstalker cap!” He 
yells. “Common with the fictional detective.” Bang! A colt handgun rings out. A 
speeding bullet strikes John’s leg. John abruptly turns and throws his heavy staff 
toward the killer, striking him hard enough to stun him. “Stop you fiend! Alas, the 
killer escapes.” John slowly moves to regain his blood stained staff. “Wait….the staff 
is stained by the shooter’s blood which contains DNA.  I need to test this.” John 
leaves for home and puts a sample of blood into the computer database. 

 
  “His name is James Dustin, John mumbles to himself. Ok, what’s his motive? 
No apparent motive except he appears to have delusions related to mystery novels. 
Hence the deerstalker cap, evoking images of Sherlock Holmes.” Josh enters the 
study. “John, someone else has been murdered,” his brother Josh says grimly. John 
and Josh walk in silence to the TV station headquarters.  “The manager of the station 
is dead, method of death, hanging.” The police sergeant relates. “Ok, Josh what do we 
have on our hands”, says, Clauder.  “A serial killer, our killer is mimicking deaths from 
mystery novels. The victim at the Museum had a deerstalker cap akin to Sherlock 
Holmes, I deduce this victim was murdered by the same murderer.” 
 
  “Why do you say that?” The sergeant says. “Elementary, my dear Watson. The 
victim bears a golden handgun in his hand, akin to Ms. Fisher another famous 
fictional detective.” “Where do you think he will strike next?” The sergeant inquires. 
“Well….When I prepared to be a sleuth I trained myself to be in the mind-set of a 
criminal.” Jason Dustin plans to go to the Theater. “We must move quickly” says 
Clauder. 
 
  As the owner of the Theater walks the dusty stage, Jason Dustin creeps up 
behind him. John sneakily ducks behind the assailant from behind the stage curtain. 
“En garde!” John yells as he stabs Jason in the leg with his saber. “Jason Dustin, you 
have the right to remain silent, any words you say will be used against you in a court 
of law”, intones the sergeant. Jason says shrewdly. “But….but my ingenious plan was 
perfect, perfect!” “Ok, cuckoo clock” said, John, sarcastically.  Jason Dustin was sent 
to prison for life and the tragic deaths received earthly justice. 
The End…….Or Is It?    

The First Mystery of John Clauder 
By Aaron Howard 
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This year one of our junior high art students, Nathan Pennington, won first place for 
the middle school division of the Horsing Around with Art student competition at the 
Derby Museum.  This is an annual competition that includes students from all over 
the city, from both private and public schools. Winning first place meant not only that 
Nathan received an exciting bundle of art supplies for himself, but also the school art 
department received a check for $500.00. 

As 7-12 art teacher, I wanted to purchase something lasting that rising art students, 
including Nathan, of course, could benefit from in future years of art study at PCS.  
The latest thing in art instruction seems to be digital drawing pads, with which one 
can produce artwork on the computer using all kinds of special effects, and then print 
out the work or show it electronically.  

With the $500.00 received from the Derby Museum contest, we were able to purchase 
a digital drawing pad, a Corel Painter program, and a new laptop for the art 
department.  

One of our seniors, Rachel Rhodes, has already used the equipment to produce her 
final AP art project, which was then sent off to the College Board to be evaluated as 
part of her digital portfolio. Rachel has been showing me how to use the equipment 
because I need to learn it as well.  I am grateful to have such brilliant and talented 
students, and hope that this equipment will better prepare them for employment in 
the ever-changing world of graphic arts.  

Susan E. Brooks, 7-12 Art Teacher 

 

Nathan’s Gift 
 

The PCS Art Department purchases digital art equipment 
thanks to Nathan Pennington’s Artwork 
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He sits by himself, disheveled and pensive. 

Alone with his coffee, 
though the mug's been empty for about an hour. 
So long, in fact, that the ceramic has been overcome with cold. 
 
He sits alone, looking through the present. 
 
Dozens pass by, looking at him, 
though no one sees 
the loss of naivety in his eyes— 
eyes that used to sparkle with light, 
now clear to perceive  
the absence. 
 
The trail of smoke exiting the pipe loosely held in his mouth 
floats upward, free from others; 
he, gripped by the untethered chains of awareness, 
is misunderstood on his bench,  
embraced by nothing. 
 
He sits alone, now with the light behind his eyes. 
 
Unawarely accepting the judgements of the others, 
to them he appears to aimlessly gaze 
into the would-be; 
though sitting, he's wandering, 
and in that, wondering 
if his becoming has already come. 
 
He sits alone, 
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not because he is, 
but because he isn't. 
He isn't the facade he once was, 
and he's aware of the the suffocating slavery of unjust expectations. 
 
Their eyes are still charmed to be blinded, 
glistening on the outside with a naivety that will inevitably bleed away. 
He hopes it bleeds away. 
This sparkle deceives, 
as it coats the perceived with both acceptance 
and hostility— 
 
what isn’t of them will compromise their security. 
 
The footsteps of busyness still haunt his ears. 
He knows silence will always be 
an opportunity for the dying naivety 
to scream at him with one final breath. 
 
But it's in facing those terrifying screams that he finds life. 
In this silence he falls into the growth of the soul. 
 
It is the daily exercise of dying. 
It tears. 
It pains. 
It kills. 
 
He is free. 
He is alive. 
 
But he sits alone, 
surrounded by the pitied stares 
of pride's contempt, 
praying for their sight. 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jungle Snake 
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Have you ever seen a shoe in the middle of a road? Well, there might be more of a story to it 

than you think… 

It was dark. Eugene was driving home from a long day at work. He was finally going to be 

able to see his son, Brandon, who was only seven months old. His wife, Tera, was washing dishes. 

The clock above the sink said 11:47, indicating that her husband got out of work seventeen minutes 

ago. Eugene was almost home, driving his Honda Odyssey mini-van down the winding roads that 

would lead him to the small shack he called home. One road, Walnut Turn, was always a bit more 

dangerous than the others. It went straight through a forest, and had a sharp turn in the middle of it. 

There were bushes covering the side of the road, and wide trees that bridged across the curve, 

making it virtually impossible to know if a car was coming on the opposite side. Eugene’s mini-van 

was a bit wider than the right side of the road, so when a car was coming on the other side he’d have 

to drive slightly off to the right into the brush. Just as he was turning on the curve he saw head 

lights. He didn't know it was a giant garbage truck, so he didn’t move off the road. That's why the 

garbage truck hit him almost full on.  

 Eugene, slightly dazed, found himself conscious and in serious pain. His left foot was 

bleeding, and it was bleeding a lot. He tried the car door, but it wouldn't open. The garbage truck 

was gone, and the driver had left him to die. Eugene cried for help, but it was pointless. His vision 

was fading, and he recognized that this was a sign of bleeding out. He had to get out of the car. 

Between the seats he kept a flashlight, and it wasn’t one of those small l.e.d. ones either, but it was 
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the kind security guards used in the movies. He wiggled it out, and with all of his strength he hurled 

it at the windshield. The crash wasn’t loud to him at all. He was losing his consciousness. Eugene 

managed to drag himself on the hood of the car, and then to fall to the road littered with shattered 

glass. He looked at his left ankle and vomited. He took his right shoe and pulled the shoelace out 

and tied it as tight as possible around his leg to stop the blood flow. He finally managed to call for 

medical help before passing out on the road. The shoe, flung to the side of the road, was missed by 

the cleanup crew and was left disregarded.  

 An electrician named Isaac coming from a job finished somewhere in Eugene’s 

neighborhood was driving on Walnut Turn three days later. He had removed a damaged cable from 

a power line, and it was lying in the back of his Ford pickup truck. An overhanging branch on the 

curve had snapped and was hanging low. Isaac didn’t see it, even it the plain daylight, so he drove 

straight into it. The large branch hit the windshield, startling him. He swerved to the left, and the 

branch scratched the roof and the tip fell into the back, snagging the cable and dragging the end of it 

out of the truck before finally breaking off its host tree. The cable, now dragging on the road, caught 

the leather of the single shoe, and without the driver knowing it, the shoe began another journey. 

The truck drove all the way to the center road that connected four different neighborhoods to the 

rest of the world. 

 Trisha was on her way to work, as always, in her Hyundai Accent. She was on her way to get 

her cup of coffee, and then join her co-workers at the Kroma Technical Assistance board meeting. 

The company was growing and well known by the locals, as that was the place everyone went if a 

computer was acting up or if new one was needed. The main building was on the first exit off the 

center road and was a six minute drive from each of the four neighborhoods that enclosed the 

center road. Trisha, being the president’s secretary, often attended important meetings concerning  

  



the advancements in service. After getting her cup of coffee she went to the large, gray, glass 

building in which several locals worked.  

The meeting ended and she was dismissed by her boss to go home, as the meeting was on 

Saturday, and she was off on the weekend. On her way to her home in the largest of the four 

neighborhoods, Crestwood Creek, she saw the electrician truck on the opposite side of the road. She 

didn’t notice the silver rope dangling from the bed of the truck, or the shoe attached to the end. Her 

left front wheel ran over the cable with a slight bump, and was spun up into the gear of the wheel, 

immediately stopping all movement. The shoe got caught between the wheel and the car, and the 

small Hyundai Accent drifted almost perfectly behind the Ford truck that had stopped because of 

the commotion. Trisha and the electrician stepped out of their vehicles to examine what happened. 

The electrician realized what happened and agreed to help dislodge the cable. The shoe, surprising 

the electrician, was easily ripped away from the steel rope and was thrown to the middle of the road. 

Later, after Trisha’s car was towed to a mechanic and Eugene was being visited by his wife and son 

in the hospital, and Isaac was finally done with his shift, and the mysterious garbage truck driver was 

being searched for by local police, the ripped, greasy, discolored, and slightly blood splattered shoe 

was left between the two yellow strips of paint that separated the road. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

Deep in the forest a river flows  

Freely and fiercely it will go  

  

Down by the river the roses grow  

With the river their petals flow  

  

Down by the river the animals roam 

Wild and free they bathe in the rivers fluorescent glow 

  

Down by the river the stars shine 

Untouched by man they gleam divine 

  

Down by the river deep in the forest 

A paradise like none before it 

  

Down by the river a tree grows tall 

 Towering magnificently above all 

  

Down by the river this paradise shall stay  

While all others perish in the end of days  

  

Down by the river all find peace 

Peace so wonderful none wish to leave 

  

Down by the river the sun will rise 

Down by the river there is new life  

Down by the River 
By Wyatt Shannonhouse 

 
 



 

PCS Faculty and Staff would like to congratulate the following 
students, who both received Blue Ribbons, at the Regional Level, 
for their submissions; 

Reece Heid for “A Shoe in the Road” and Sarah Morris for “Roly 
the Poly”.  
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