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Snow ridden slumber,

Frost bitten tips. 

Sleet over hilltops,

Slush under ditch. 


Freezing I wait here,

Freezing I’ll stay. 

‘Till my love comes from yonder,

Blizzards sweep me away. 


Slumber comes slowly,

Slowly to wake. 

Sleet cover window,

Slush over lake. 


Lonely I wait here,

Lonely I’ll be. 

‘Till my love comes from yonder,

To be with me.


‘For nightfall is slumber,

Daybreak yet wake.  

Blizzards first breath,

Last vow I will take. 


Dying I wait here,

Dead I will be,

‘Till my love comes from 
yonder,

To sleep here with me. 


Now my last slumber,

Farewell bodily pain. 

Spirits in flurry,

Will strengthens in rain. 


Restless I wait here,

Eternally cold. 

‘Till my love comes from yonder,

No matter how old. 

Lakeside Village 
By Elizabeth Thurow 

I Wait Here 
By Beck Hall 
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	 “We have to hurry, we’re losing her!” 

	 “Clear!” 

	 I wake up with a start. My heart is racing from the dream. As I reach for my glasses, I 
notice a note on some books that say ‘read me.’ I pick up a book, and I realize it’s a 
journal. I read the first page.


	 Dear Alice, you are fourteen. You suffered in a tragic accident and now you have 
transient epileptic amnesia. You will wake up every day thinking it’s October 18. We were 
on the way home from the orchestra when a drunk driver hit us. We have to keep these 
journals, because we don’t know what will happen every day. Our brain resets every 12-16 
hours. Read the journals to know what’s going on.  -Ali 

	 I snort in disbelief. What kind of sick joke is this?


	 “Mom! Brant is playing another trick on me!”


	 My mother walks into the room, and I gasp in disbelief. She looks like she’s aged 5 
years.


	 “No dear, the journals are right,” My mother looks annoyed.


	 “Wait, how did you know I was going to say that?”


	 “Ali, we go over this everyday. I know you don’t remember, but I do.”


	 I think at this point I go into shock.


	 I have read the diaries. So much has happened. It’s been a year since the accident, 
and it turns out I don’t have to go to school anymore. It is currently October 6, 2019. 
Almost a year after the crash. Apparently I can gain my memories back, but I don’t know 
how or when. I know there’s a surgery for it, but it’s a lot more than my parents can afford. 
Dad has two jobs now to pay for the medical bills. I would call my friends, but apparently 
we’ve lost touch over the span of a year. My brother, Brant, has finally stopped playing 
stupid pranks on me, so that’s a silver lining. My mother has to go the store, and she 
doesn’t trust me with my brother alone at the house, so I go with her. 


	 As I walk up to Publix, there’s an advertisement in the window that catches my eye. 
It tells me to donate to a 7 year old that needs expensive surgery to repair her vision. It 
gives me an idea. What if I start a website to help me get the surgery? 


	 “Mom, did you know that there’s a surgery I can get to help me with my condition?”


	 My mother sighs.


If I Wake Up 
By Katie Bubb 
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	 “Yes dear, we’ve been over this. It is simply too expensive for our family.”


	 “But Mom, we can make a website for people to fund us,” I exclaim.


	 “We’ve been over this too, we don’t need people’s pity.”


	 I turn around in disbelief.


	 “So you care more about your pride than your own daughter?” I’m not yelling, but I 
am certainly not talking quietly. 


	 “I care about our family’s pride, not just mine!”


	 I storm out of the store angrily, and of course as I do, the sky seems to open up and 
drop buckets of rain. I seek shelter near our car, waiting for my mom to open the door. 
When she unlocks the door, we ride home in silence. 	 


	 When I get home I go on my laptop and search for the website. When I find it, I 
decide to go against Mom’s wishes and make an account and a funding page. But the 
thing that surprises me is that I already have an account. I look at it and am even more 
surprised that I’m incredibly close to my goal. I have exactly $23,732. The surgery only 
costs $25,000. I wonder why this wasn’t included in my journals.  I record this information 
in my journal. This simple act gives me a little deja vu. For a minute I think my memories 
are returning, but then I realize that I wrote about little whispers of familiarity and deja vu 
in my journal. I look at the time, and I realize it’s almost ten. Soon I’ll have to sleep. 
Unfortunately, that means that I won’t remember this day.


	 “She won’t remember anything from the last day. She won’t remember anything from 
today. You’re lucky it wasn’t worse, Mrs. Rogers.” 

October 27


	 After I wake up and have the daily argument with my mom, I decide to be productive. 
I remember that before my accident, I used to love to sculpt. If I remember everything 
from before my accident, then will I still have the same skills as I used to? And if so, will I 
be good at them? 


	 “ALICE!” My mother screams.


	 I go running to her, wondering if she’s hurt.


	 “Mom, what’s wrong?” I say with a note of fear in my voice.


	 “Why did you make a website without my permission?”


	 There’s venom in her voice, especially near the end of the sentence.


	 “I- I don’t remember doing that,” I stutter.


	 “Don’t get smart with me. Of course you don’t remember. You’re brain damaged.”


	 This thought never occurred to me before, and if it had, I wouldn’t remember. I 
suddenly feel lucky I won’t remember this conversation. 
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Day of the Dead 
Emily Lehr 
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	 “How did you find out?” I ask.


	 This seems to make her stop suddenly. 


	 “You read my diary!” I exclaim.


	 “I am your mother! I have rights to know about my children.”


	 “My diary is my property. My private thoughts. You violated these.”


	 My mother collapses on a chair.


	 “I called you here to say that you can keep the website up. It would be a waste of 
money to take it down,” Mom sighed.


	 At first I can’t believe what I’m hearing. 


	 “Really?” I ask.


	 “Yes,” she replies, ”now go away before I regret my decision.”


	 I am ecstatic at the news. I hurry away to my bedroom where I check the website 
and see how much money I have. When I open my laptop, I nearly drop it from shock.


	 $24,157. 

	 The words are a rhythm in my ears. 


	 Twenty four thousand one hundred fifty seven.


	 I remember that in my journal, it last was at $23,732. As I close my laptop, I suddenly 
realize how exhausted I am. I collapse on my bed, and as I do, I look at the time, and 
realize it’s almost 9. What was I doing yesterday?


   


November 14 

I’ve raised enough money to get the surgery. It’s scheduled for the 20th of 
November. I’m at the hospital waiting for it. I kind of want to leave my journals at home, 
like playing a prank on myself. The doctors have done all sorts of tests on me, from taking 
my blood to psychological tests. I can’t believe how tired I am. I am incredibly exhausted. 
The nurses have been nice, and my family has been amazing to me. Even my mother, who 
usually nags me about the slightest things. At this point it kind of concerns me. What are 
the survival rates of this surgery?


November 19  

The survival rate is 90%. I feel lucky this occurred to me today. I don’t know if I 
thought of looking this up beforehand or what. Even if I did, I doubt I would remember. It 
is currently midnight. My surgery is scheduled for 5:30 am tomorrow. I feel incredibly 
lucky that the survival rate is 90%. I do realize that there is a small chance I won’t survive 
this, but I’m pretty sure I will. Even now, I look around my room, at my family, asleep. I 
take in the small wonder we call life. And then I sleep.
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November 20 

The lights in the room are so bright. I take one last look before I go under.


	 “Count backwards from ten,” A voice commands. I obey. 


	 10 

	 9 

	 8 

	 ...7 

	 ...6 

	 ...                

The End

Mindfull 
By Emily Lehr 
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Tiger 
 By Noah Langston 

Death Stare 
By Brodie Winegarden 
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Mountain Cliff 
By Kaelyn Coburn 
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	 It was Halloween night, and the moon was high in the sky, its full surface exposed for all 
the living things that crawl, climb, swim, fly, or walk to gaze upon in wonder. I was walking, 
personally, as I did not want to get my red and black flannel shirt and new jeans dirty by 
crawling; plus, crawling with a six foot hiking stick would have been awkward. I shivered as a 
gust alerted me to the reality of windchill. I reached into the messenger’s bag I wore, bringing 
out a leather jacket that had something fluffy on the inside. Stopping to put it on, I became 
aware of how the creatures of the night had stopped croaking, singing, or moving. 

Finishing with my jacket, I stood upright and held my walking stick more tightly and 
peered into the the alternating shadows and moonlight. Even though I know that monsters 
aren’t real, Halloween always makes me anxious for no good reason. Suddenly, a vibration 
went through the ground and up my legs like something had collapsed under the damp earth 
of the mountain. Considering that there was, essentially, a labyrinth of mine shafts underneath 
the skin of the mountain we were hiking, that scenario was possible. Concerned that the 
ground might be unstable, I whistled a long, shrill sound. 

A furry canine snout poked out the shrubs about twenty feet to my left and it was shortly 
followed by a large dog. It was Lupus, my pet husky. 

“Hey boy,” I cooed to him as he padded up to me to put his nose to my thigh to check it 
was me, “I missed you.” 

Lupus and I liked to hike around these forested hills, and he usually ranged ahead in 
search of tiny critters to terrorize. He always came back to check on me, but when he was 
gone, the small, sadistic demon that sat on my shoulder whispered little worries into my head. 
Maybe he has tripped in a hole and has broken his leg, or maybe he has encountered a bear 
and I won’t be able to help. That last one was very much a figment of my imagination as there 
hadn’t been any bears here for at least a good couple decades. 

Lupus chuffed in appreciation as he felt my hands petting his thick neck fur, and he 
shook his black and white body to indicate he wanted to explore some more. 

“No boy,” I said to him, making the signal to follow, “we need to get to the truck and head 
home; it’s late.” 

He whimpered, but my resolve held strong in the face of his misery. He finally relented, 
and we started on our way back up the trail to the parking lot. This time he stayed within sight 
with the occasional stop to investigate this hole or to mark that tree. We eventually made it 
back to my truck, a silver Ford that stood tall and proud. I got my key fob out, and the big 
vehicle beeped to indicate it was unlocked. 

“Hello sir!” A lilting voice called to me out of the darkness of the woods. 

The Moonlit Walk 
By Gwilym Lloyd 
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I jumped nearly a foot in the air, spinning around and brandishing my walking stick like a 
bow staff. Lupus also spun, teeth bared, as the caller hadn’t made a sound, and he was 
downwind, his scent thus remaining undetected by my dog’s sensitive nose. I couldn’t see 
who had called as I swung my head as if on a pivot. As plenty of people take advantage of 
the fact that people just don’t look up, I tilted my head back to search the branches. 

“You are looking a bit too high sir,” the musical voice said again, sounding closer and 
annoyed. 

I moved my line of sight downward and frowned in bewilderment. On the edge of the 
gravel parking lot was a humanoid figure standing at about three feet. His tanned skin 
suggested that he came from a sunny place, and he had short, platinum blonde hair. His 
clean- shaven face sported a hawkish nose that overhung a thin mouth, drawn in annoyance 
under a set of blue-green eyes and thick eyebrows. He was attired in strange clothes that 
included a dark green jacket that had sleeves reaching down to his wrists, a flat-cap of 
similar color, and pants that appeared black and scaled. As I was studying his features, he 
stepped forward. 

“May I ask your name?” he inquired, one of those magnificent eyebrows going up in 
question. 

“Gideon.” I stated clearly, only allowing myself short words to keep the confusion and 
nervousness out of my voice, “What is yours?” 

“I am Benedict, Gargan Benedict,” he stated, straightening and folding his spindly arms 
behind his slender torso. 

Now that he was closer, and I was paying attention, I realized his accent to be a cross 
between Irish and Scottish. I lowered my walking stick so I was holding it crossways at about 
thigh level, ready to attack but not threatening. The little man was still eying my staff, 
however, particularly the high-carbon steel cover at the head of the oak wood and the three 
inch spike of more flexible spring steel at the bottom. Lupus subsided a bit, but he kept his 
gaze locked on the stranger. 

“Are you here for hiking?” I asked, taking a stab at the reason for his presence. 

He looked confused for a second like he didn’t know what I meant, but his face lit up 
with realization after a bit. 

“Was that what you were doing earlier human?” he asked. 

Human... he said it like he wasn’t a human himself, and I became concerned that I was 
either encountering some crazy person, or maybe I would be the one waking up in a padded 
room and on meds. Maybe he wasn’t human, but was that even possible? 

“Uhh... yeah, I was just hiking, and I was about to go home for the night,” I said slowly, 
and then gathering my courage, “You say human as if you aren’t one yourself. Do you not 
consider yourself human?” 
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A flash of outrage possessed the little man’s features but it was quickly replaced by 
understanding and maybe a bit of disappointment. 

“So, it is true; you 
humans don’t believe 
in our existence 
anymore,” he stated. 

“So, you aren’t human. 
What are you then?” I 
asked, though I had 
my suspicions. 

“I am of the Fae, the 
fair folk, the Seelie and 
the Unseelie, or the 
people of Tír Na Nóg.” 
He listed, watching me 
for a reaction. 

“Which one of the 
Fae? Banshee, 
coblynau, elf, or 
something else?” I 
asked, wondering, as 
his appearance didn’t 
exactly align with any 
creatures of the old 
legends of the British 
Isles. 

“I am what you 
Americans call a 
Tommyknocker, or 
what the Cornish 
called a Bucca,” he 
said simply, prompting 
me to peer more 
closely at his face. 

Filled with Isolation 
By Jacky Horschel 
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Tommyknockers were known to be small and wrinkly fairies that would warn miners of 
collapsing mine tunnels by making noises, generally knocking on the walls. Relatives of 
theirs, called coblynau, were known to do something similar, but instead of forewarning the 
collapse of a tunnel, they would bring curious miners to precious materials like gold or silver. 

“So what can I do for you, Mr. Benedict?” I asked cautiously. 

“I recently came from the Plains of Tír Na Nóg, and the mineshaft I used as a pathway 
collapsed. I was going to ask if you would please take me in your truck to a different pathway 
that I keep as an auxiliary,” Gargan explained, the picture of politeness. 

“Alright, but why tonight? Is there any particular reason you came here and do you 
come here often?” I asked, concerned that I may have been hiking in a fairy stalking ground 
for my entire life and didn’t know it. 

“No, I don’t come here often, but I thought I would have a visit as today is a day that the 
barriers of our worlds thin and the supernatural and the mundane are able to visit each 
other,” he said, looking a bit peeved, though that was probably because of the fact that he 
was stuck in a place he had only intended to visit. 

“You can ride with me but only if you completely answer all the questions I ask you on 
the way. I know that the Fae can’t lie, but I also know that you fair folk tend to work around 
that by speaking half truths or twisting the truth so severely that someone can still be 
deceived,” I said, setting my terms, and if he just turned out to be a looney, giving him a ride 
wasn’t a problem, not like I was believing him. 

Gargan straightened, his face showing that he was conflicted over the ultimatum, but he 
nodded and approached me, still keeping an eye on my iron rich walking stick. I realized that 
he was afraid of it, as iron was a dangerous substance to Fae in most stories, from sending 
them back to their home on contact to burning them to warding them off. 

I relaxed my posture and moved to the back door of the vehicle, opening it for Lupus’ 
benefit and moved to open the passenger door for Gargan. He nodded but refrained from 
saying, “thank you”. I wasn’t offended. To the Fae, those simple words were an 
acknowledgement of debt, and the fair folk are given to ruthlessly using any debt to reach a 
goal, whether that be to seek revenge or to gain a better foothold in politics. Usually the one 
owing debt doesn’t fare well. So I, likewise, kept those two words thoroughly lodged in my 
throat never to escape my lips. 

I got into the driver’s seat after securing my walking stick in the gap between the driver’s 
and passenger’s seat. Considering Gargan had admitted that tonight was an ideal night for 
the supernatural to visit the mundane, I wanted to be prepared in case we came across the 
less friendly creatures of Celtic folklore and myth. 

“So, any idea how the mineshaft collapsed?” I asked, wording my question carefully. 
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“Someone used magic, that is for sure,” Gargan answered, and he noticed a small silver 
crucifix that dangled from my rear view mirror, “I believe it ‘twas a gwiddonod that must have 
been stuck here for a little while.” 

“What is a gwiddonod?” I asked. 

Though I might have been raised on the legends of the British Isles, having been raised 
in a Welsh mining settlement, I didn’t know all the obscure creatures from the fairy plains. 

“Basically, it is a witch, though this witch can only be killed by something silver, usually a 
silver bullet. It is tough enough to find one, much less use a silver blade,” Gargan explained, a 
thoughtful look on his face. 

“First, I thought werewolves could only be killed by a silver bullet, and second, I thought 
iron or steel was the weapon of choice against Fae or fairies?” I asked, options running 
through my head. 

“Lots of things can be killed with silver, like vampires. Also, guns in general are just the 
safest way to kill something; it keeps the nasty at a distance, and it doesn’t take half a brain 
to figure out how one works. Just point the muzzle at the enemy, squeeze the trigger, and 
there you go,” Gargan explained, suddenly indicating a side road that I had only just seen. 

I swerved into it and jostled Lupus in the back seat, my left hand firmly securing the 
bottom half of the walking stick to keep the spiky part from whipping around our heads. We 
continued on the road, and it eventually turned to dirt. After a couple minutes, Gargan quickly 
signaled for me to stop. 

“Before we continue,” Gargan, said pointing at 
the pure silver crucifix that dangled from the mirror, 
“mind if I doctor that up a bit with my magic?” 

My eyes narrowed, my mind raced, and I 
decided to not fully trust this stranger. For all I knew, 
he might be a looney that merely wanted a ride and 
to rob me blind. 

“Alright... but why?” I asked inconspicuously 
laying my hand on the door locking buttons. 

“I want to enchant it, make it a silver weapon 
we could use if the witch decides to pursue me,” he 
explained. 

“Why is she pursuing you anyway?” I asked, suddenly realizing he hadn’t given a reason. 

“She... likely wants to drain me of magic,” Gargan said, very uncomfortable, “A creature 
of pure magic such as myself is too much of an opportunity to pass up.” 
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“Also, why are you assuming that I would come with you?” I asked, my eyes narrowing 
even further. 

“I plan on taking this crucifix as a weapon for my own protection. I know you don’t fully 
believe I’m of the fair folk, and so you will want to either leave me defenseless or come with 
me to make sure I don’t steal the crucifix,” he explained, not hesitating long enough to 
feasibly come up with a lie on the spot, and he was right, “Take your staff as protection from 
me if you wish or you can hold the crucifix yourself, but first I want your permission to 
enchant your property.” 

I nodded and took my hand away from the locking mechanism. Gargan took the silver 
crucifix in his bony hands and clasped it in them, bowing his head over it and muttering. He 
leaned back and unclasped his hands and held the silver object lengthwise on his right palm. 

“Pigyn!” He shouted and there was a brilliant flash of light for a split second. 

As dark spots danced over my vision, I had to silence Lupus as he was agitated by the 
flash. I looked to Gargan and gasped. In his now clenched fist, was an elegant silver spike or 
stiletto that was six inches long with a dark wooden handle. 

“That was the command word for the transformation; I will allow you to hold it and keep 
it after this. You will have to leave the walking stick behind, but it would only be a nuisance to 
her at best,” he explained, a proud gleam in his eye. 

He handed me the stiletto and I took it, opening the truck door. I stayed silent, 
contemplating the implications. I had only partially believed the stranger’s story, but the 
recent demonstration was undeniable. I made an oath to myself that I would only speak of 
this story to my grandchildren when I was expected to be full of stories, but I would never 
speak of this until then. I would be in an asylum before I could get a second breath out if I 
tried to tell Melisa, my best friend, about this. 

I opened the door for Gargan, he hopped down, and the situation turned violent. There 
was a sudden stream of hurricane power wind, and it sent the two of us flying. Gargan rolled 
back onto his feet a lot more gracefully than my frantic shuffle. I looked back to where the 
stream had originated, the tail end of the truck, and I saw a hunched figure in tattered robes.


	 A black staff was clutched in her hands, and I fumbled my car keys into one hand, 
locking the truck, and held my new stiletto in the right one. She laughed hard at me as she 
raised her hand, wrinkled and bony, towards me. Green light enshrouded her hand and she 
cackled out her cruel laugh again. I couldn’t see anything of her face as it was shrouded in 
shadow. She launched the green light and I lunged to the side and rolled to follow Gargan into 
the forest as he ran deeper into the woods. 

We ran for a couple minutes, Gargan leading the way, and the witch’s cruel laugh 
following us as we came in view of a cave. A deep ditch was about thirty feet in front of the 
mouth of the cave, a plan forming as I saw it. I grabbed Gargan’s upper arm and spun him 
towards me. 

“I have a plan,” I said, “What does it look like when you enter the Fae lands?” 
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“Well a bright flash of light and then we Fae are gone. Why?” he asked, confused at my 
question. 

I looked back to find nothing behind us but woods and the cackle of the witch at least a 
minute behind us. 

“I’m going to hide in the ditch; it should be big enough to conceal me from easy 
observation. Whistle when you see the witch and enter the Fae plains when she is fifteen 
feet away or about five meters away,” I said, adding the last part as he had frowned at the 
original unit of measurement. 

“Alright, do I need to know anything else?” he asked. 

“No,” I said with false certainty. 

“I feel I should give you a gift for helping me and not leave you to the witch,” he said 
starting to search his pockets. 

“You gave me this knife.” I said stopping him, and showing the silver weapon, “You do 
not owe me any debt for the ride, for you have repaid me. Now go and please promise to 
return one day so we can talk.” 

“Alright, Gideon,” he said, and I could see the tension go out of him. 

I pushed him into the cave mouth, and I ran to collapse in the ditch. The cackling was 
closer now and I got in an uncomfortable position that would allow me to spring into the 
open. 

The cackling stopped, a cold, grim silence that made my bones chill and a shrill whistle 
from Gargan signaled the arrival of the witch. A light patter of footsteps came close to my 
position, and I hoped that she wouldn’t look down. Pat-pat, pat-pat went her feet on the 
damp predawn ground. She moved past the ditch, not taking her gaze off her prey for even 
an instant. There was a sudden flash and a shriek of shock, as the witch was confronted by 
Gargan’s exit. 

I didn’t miss my signal, bouncing up like a rubber ball and bringing my hand back and 
bringing it forward again. Thank goodness for my grandfather teaching me how to throw 
knives with pinpoint accuracy. The stiletto heading for the center of the mass of black in 
front of a brilliant light show. Thankfully, I didn’t miss. 

The witch crumpled, instantly dissolving as the silver knife buried itself in her back. The 
light disappeared, and I was left standing alone in front of the cave. As I sat down, I 
processed the night’s events in the silence before standing to retrieve my new stiletto and 
head back to my truck. 


	 So much for a moonlit walk.
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Rong 
By Sarah Culp 
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This was the year of COVID 

The year that hit us hard


The sickness brought us all depression 

And in the end, some felt nothing at all


We don’t know when it will end

As quarantine is now the enemy 


We rush to find a weapon 

Before the distance destroys us

Now sitting here all masked up 


I decided to reflect 

On the terrible things that happened


During the year of COVID 


This was the year of optimism 

The year that brought us together

This new space gave us all hope


And inspired us to help those less lucky

We daydream of the days before and after now


But we wish that the goodwill will stay

For the sake of the needy and sick

This time has left its mark on us all


But not only in the bad ways

Because as I reflect on the past year


I can detect good emerge from a terrible time

During the year of COVID


The Year of COVID 
By Merritt Holmes 

and McKenzie Steury 
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Useless Addiction 
By Karsten Hearn 
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The Prince of the Moon, a man without love, 

Strumming his silver harp in meek despair. 


The fair Lady of the sea looks above. 

She listens to hurt he alone must bear.


Longing to comfort him in her embrace, 

Her hands grasp towards the palely lit moon. 


She was enthralled by his immortal grace. 

Fingering her pearl flute, she plays a tune. 


This melody of love reaches the prince, 

The Prince’s heart is warmed for the first time. 


Such as the way of love, he’s fallen hence. 

Though their love finds no reason or no rhyme,


The prince took the fair lady as his bride. 

Now the Prince’s moon rises with the tide. 

The Fair Lady of the Sea 
and the Prince of the 

Moon, a Sonnet 
By Beck Hall 
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Self 
Portrait 
of a 
Madman 
By Evan Clarkson 

Pixel 
Saxophone 

By Harrison Powell 
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There is a Swiss watchmaker on Stonehaven 
Drive

Who uses trinkets and gears to keep time alive.

I stroll into his workplace made from brick and 
stone

And I see all the clocks ticking with musical 
tones.


His spectacles are round and twinkle in the light

And his hair was brown, but now is white.

I quietly scope his demeanor and face

As he winds up a clock with an angelic grace.


I observe him for just a few seconds more

And then I slowly head towards the door.

But before I leave, I silently say,

“I wish to be just like him someday.”


Reflection 
By Noah Langston 

Swiss  
Watchmaker 

By McKenzie Steury 
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Bird’s Eye 
By Asher Cole 

At the 
Aquarium 

By Audrey Young 



The Auburn Edition Spring 2021

28

Layers 
By Audrey Young 
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Float 
By Hari Hernandez 

Bloodmoon’s First 
Appearance 

By Echo Youngblood 
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Football Game Sundown 
By Daniela Chapa 
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About the Magazine 
The mission of The Auburn Edition is to promote and showcase the literary and 

artistic talents of all students at Auburn Junior High School. All works in this 
magazine were created by eighth and ninth grade students at AJHS. 

The Auburn Edition staff works during each school year to publish a digital magazine that 
showcases the writing, art, and photography of the student body. This magazine is 

published digitally at the end of each year. The staff solicits and receives submissions 
from the students, submits their own works, publicizes the magazine, selects entries, and 

prepares the magazine for digital publication.

Art Fiction Photography Poetry
Evan Clarkson Kaelyn Coburn Asher Cole Beck Hall

Hari Hernandez Drew Durkin Sarah Culp Merritt Holmes

Noah Langston Joshua Glasscock Jacky Horschel McKenzie Steury

Ellie Richards Riley Graham Dakota Hunt

Gwilym Lloyd Brodie Winegarden

Charlotte Merritt Audrey Young

Advisor:   Mrs. Jordan Landers 
jclanders@auburnschools.org 
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