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The birds outside the beach house congregate around a washed-up fish as the salty waves give off cool winds. I sit back on the rocking chair and continue to read a book. The sand was white and soft to the touch. The air was nothing close to arid; it was breezy and humid at this time. I try to suppress the sad memories this setting gives me deep inside my heart, never to be released. To keep my mind off of things, I start to walk near the waters, hoping the transient thoughts will disappear. The walking helped soothe my worries and I return to the porch with my arms out like a plane, emulating the birds that soar around the beach. I revere the seagulls for their unenslaved existence. I love the way they are free to go wherever they choose to and are given the choice to fly from troubles and worries. But that’s just being pretentious. I know not all birds are free. Just like me they feel trapped in a cage where all eyes are watching. The world’s superfluous constraints limit the souls of its prisoners. The birds are my friends because they have what I yearn for. They have freedom.
Matt B.

The One That Got Away.
We all want a little integrity from others including strangers even if it is for a transient period. There was a once a simply amazing girl. She was shy patient and quite beautiful in fact. The moment I laid eyes on her I tried incredibly hard to suppress my urge to speak to her, knowing that in fact I’d most likely make a complete fool of myself. I finally had gained a superfluous amount of courage to speak to her.  Walking  towards her, she looked at me and I couldn't help myself but to smile.We talked but not like the kind of conversation you have with your friends, mostly small talk. She began to make fun of ar emulate a group of kids walking past I found it amusing, she had a great sense of humor, nothing close to someone of an arid nature. There was a boy trying to pretentiously her but she simply ignoring his ignorance and continued to converse with me, the day was coming to an end the sun set and was time for her to leave, she waved goodbye and thanked me. I had never seen her again. 

Mark R.


The air was arid as there was a uncertain tension among the people. A revered man, the president United States of America, John F. Kennedy had been shot.  There was a combination of a wide range of emotions. Anger, fear, sadness, and uncertainty filled the nation. When they caught who they portrayed as the culprit, John Harvey Oswald, people were happy. They believed that justice would be served. Little did the people know that the government had suppressed the biggest secret in nations history.  
