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by Carol Brull
   On March 13, 2020 (Friday the 13th), ru-
mors flew through the school that classes 
would be cancelled because of COVID-19, 
a pandemic that was rapidly spreading 
around the world.  On Sunday evening, the 
word came that Spring Break would begin 
a week early, so no classes beginning on 
March 16.  The very next day, Governor 
Laura Kelly ordered the closing of all K-12 
schools through the end of the semester.  
Students were allowed to return to school 

to pick up their belongings, and classes 
were conducted online for the remainer of 
the fourth quarter.  All activities, competi-
tions, and athletics were cancelled.  One of 
these was the Hays Arts Council Creative 
Writing Competition which was cancelled 
on the day entries were due.  In an effort to 
showcase the writing talents of the junior 
high Monarchs, some of their entries and 
some poetry that was written during the 
last quarter are presented in this special 
edition of the Monarch Messenger.

by Breanna Seiler

Hit the ground running,
No time to think,
Robots solving puzzles, 
No second chances.

Let’s get laid back,
Throw in a curveball,
Watch them react,
Let the curtain fall.

The racing river rolled to a pause,
Go with the flow,
Like falling asleep,
Don’t forget to count sheep.

Let’s go out with a BANG,
Go big or go home,
Turn the world upside down,
Set fire to the rain.

Another unexpected ending,
Like finishing a chapter of a book
That leaves you hanging on a cliff, 
Taunting me to turn the nonexistent page.

Special Edition

by Brooke Koenigsman

Never would I have thought this would be how the school year ends
This school year is like one wild rollercoaster

I go up, down, and around through the obstacles being thrown at me
Every turn there is something new

Whoosh! Trying to adjust to a new school
Ahh! Online school for months

I ask myself, will things ever be back to normal?
School is important

I began to realize that as soon as online school started
Before, I thought school was a prison

Then online school hit, and I knew school is like a parent
The school watches over me

It makes sure that I’m learning
School used to make me sad, but now all I want is a school surrounding me

Online school is like an isolation cell I can’t escape
 I’m stuck and don’t know when I can get out

I’m on the roller coaster of life, and I can only hope I don’t get thrown out

SCHOOL CHANGE

UNEXPECTED END

“I know the plans 
I have for you,”
says the Lord, 

“plans to prosper you 
and not to harm you, 
plans to give you hope 

and a future.”
-Jeremiah 29:17



by Karley Schlautman

Her will power is as powerful as a thousand planets,
Pushed around her entire life for being offbeat to their melody

Her heart is made of gold, her soul of glass,
Broken and shattered time and time again from the inside out,

Forgetting to ignite her own light in the chilled universe,
Every day she gets dragged deeper into a never-ending hole of 

despair
A humble star trying to make her way through the world with 

seven billion suns,
But the smallest of stars shine the brightest in this bleak universe

LOST STAR HELLO AND GOODBYE
by Ashley Hipp

   As I walked into the building, I could feel everyone’s eyes on me.  
“This is going to be a long day,” I thought.  Today was my first day 
at Willow Creek High School, and I was not excited.  I’m Ted, and 
I do not like new people.  My whole live I’ve been shy; therefore, 
moving has always been my biggest fear.  Now, here I am at a new 
school in a new state surrounded by new people
   As the day went on, I got stared at a lot, but no one actually 
bothered to talk to me.  It was lunchtime, and I had no idea where 
to sit, so I found an empty table and sat down.  All of a sudden, 
someone sat down next to me.
   “Hi, I’m Jeremy,” he said.  “You’re Ted, the new kid, right?”
   “Yeah, that’s me.  Am I really that famous?” I sarcastically asked.
   He chuckled, “Yeah, I guess.  Since you are new and all, I take it 
you don’t have many friends, so how about you and me hang out 
at my house today after school.”
   “Sure, where do you live?”
   “Give me your number, and I’ll text you the address.”
   I gave him my number.  Then the bell rang.  Wow, I actually 
made a friend!  The rest of my day was slightly better since now 
I had something to look forward to.  Once school was over, I got 
out of there as fast as I could and raced home.  When I told my 
mom where I was going, she got super excited.
   I got to Jeremy’s house, and the fun began.  He explained 
everything about everyone in the whole school which was quite 
interesting.  Then, he told me about himself.  Finally, I told him 
about myself and my old school.  Soon, I had to go home which 
was kind of sad.
   The next day, we talked at school, and I invited him to my 
house.  He came over and helped me unpack my stuff and put my 
room together.  Every day that week, we hung out, and over the 
weekend, we had a sleepover.  By the end of it, Jeremy was one 
hundred percent the best friend I had ever had.
   Through the next month, Jeremy and I only got closer.  We did 
everything together; we were inseparable.  After school, we did 
our homework together.  On the weekend, we hung out.  Every-
thing was great until one day when I noticed that Jeremy seemed 
a bit off.  He wasn’t his normal, energetic, jokester self.
   “Jeremy, are you ok?  You seem really off, and I need to know 
what’s going on!” I demanded.
   “I don’t think you’ll like it if I tell you what’s going on,” he 
replied.
   “Come on, I’m your best friend.  I can handle it.”
   “Okay, fine.  I have to move.”
   “What!”
   “I’m leaving over the weekend.  I’m sorry, Ted.”
   I was heartbroken.  How could my best friend who I just met be 
leaving me?  Not only that;  now I would have to practically start 
over.  I was going to be the new kid all over again!
   That weekend, Jeremy left.  We hung out one last time, and it 
was so depressing.  Watching my best friend in the entire world 
leave was the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do.
   Within the next couple of weeks, I made a new friend.  His 
name was Austin, and he was a pretty cool guy, but he was not as 
good as Jeremy.  Jeremy and I talked every day, but it was hard be-
ing apart.  I don’t think I will find a friend like Jeremy ever again.
   

by Tessa Befort

Being part of his life always felt good
He truly did make me happy

The thought of all of it ending always scared me
I didn’t think that would ever happen

When it did, it truly did hurt me
I had spent so much of my time talking to him

A part of me feels so empty now
People ask me if I’m okay

I assure them that I am perfectly fine
They shouldn’t have to worry about me
But the truth is, I am definitely not okay

I feel broken and so alone
I’m trying so hard to make myself hate him
Hating him is absolutely impossible for me

Missing him is the worst feeling ever
It’s not fair

What can I say, nothing will ever be fair

IT’S NOT FAIR

by Avery Schmidt
Oh, how I miss the road
The road of smooth sailing
Rather than this road
The road of misery and wailing

Took a wrong turn somewhere behind us
Lost on these roads of love
Telling you to turn around
Saying that we’ve been going the wrong way

But you won’t listen
And, therefore, I am left blue
Because we are travling the wrong road
Not the road of Honeymoon Avenue

HONEYMOON AVENUE



THE DINER
by Eleanor Bittel

   On an old, rusty bench, Troy looked 
down at his inky black leather shoes.  The 
sun gently bathed the top of his brown, 
slicked-back hair as sweat rolled down his 
forehead and stung the outer creases of 
his eyes.  Troy couldn’t process the news 
he had just received.  He lost his job as 
a stockbrocker due to the market crash 
which had taken place just days before.  
His company was no longer able to pay his 
salary.  Sitting in his own regret and confu-
sion, Troy contemplated his future.  A door 
rapidly swung open; a small bell rang in 
the background.  The faint noise brought 
Troy back to his senses.  He sorrowfully 
looked up at a young woman wearing a 
dirty, worn out apron with a sweet smile 
on her freckled face.  Troy politely asked, 
“How may I help you?” The lady gestured 
into the diner.
   Troy found a seat on a bar stool and 
placed his briefcase on the sticky floor.  
The fragrance of sizzling food and hot 
coffee made Troy’s stomach rumble.  The 
woman walked out of the kitchen with 
plate in hand.  She gently placed it in front 
of Troy along with a bottle of Coca-Cola.  
Troy looked down at a neatly made sand-
wich on his place.  The lady asked, “What 
is your name?”
   “Troy. What’s yours?”
   The lady sweetly answered, “Wendy.”
   Troy nodded and asked, “What do I owe 
you for the sandwich?”
   But she was off tending other customers.  
Troy picked up the sandwich, his fingers 
sinking into the soft, floury bread.  He 
eagerly took a bite and flavors of salty ham 
and sharp cheddar filled his mouth.  He 
took his Coca Cola to go and left a nickel 
and a dime as payment.
   He arrived at his brownstone home 
which was fairly large in a wealthy neigh-
borhood and noticed a large “EVICTED” 
sign on his front door.  He dropped to his 
knees, rubbed his eyes, and pressed his 
hand against his forehead.   His neighbors 
offered him a room for the night.
   The next morning he left early looking 
for odd jobs.  It was a struggle however, for 
other families were in the same position.  
He found himself in front of the diner 
again and lay down on the bench for a 
quick nap.
   Troy woke hungry and stiff.  He used 
what money he had left to buy himself a 

decent breakfast from the diner.
   Wendy emerged from the kitchen.  She 
looked surprised, walked over to the cash 
register, retrieved two dimes and handed 
them to Troy.  “You need the money more 
than I do,” she said and asked, “How may I 
help you today?”  
   “I’ll have oatmeal and a coffee.”
   “Why were you sleeping on the bench 
outside?”
   Troy described his situation.
   “Troy, I can’t give you any more money, 
but how about every Thursday you come 
in for lunch, and I’ll make you a free sand-
wich?”
   Troy agreed.  Every Thursday, Troy 
received a free sandwich from Wendy.  
Then, one Thursday, the diner was closed 
for a holiday.  Worried that he hadn’t had 
a solid meal for several days, Troy decided 
to steal some food at the market.  He knew 
it was wrong; but, on the other hand, he 
desperately needed to eat.  He stole a loaf 
of bread and an orange.  The guilt hung 
over his head.
   Weeks later, Troy noticed Wendy was 
making decent tips at the diner and decid-
ed to take the money from her. He knew it 
was a horrible thing to do, but like Wendy 
had said, he needed the money more than 
she did.  He grabbed the tip jar and ran.  
Wendy ran after him, confronted him, and 
reclaimed hermoney.
   A few weeks later, Troy, ashamed of his 
actions, decided to return to the diner to 
apologize, but Wendy wasn’t there. 
   Troy walked out of the diner and sat on 
the bench outside.  His suit was dirty and 
rough, his hair oily and shaggy, and his 
hands coarse and dry.  He was filled with 
sorrow and regret and began to tear up as 
he realized his feelings for Wendy.  Troy 
found so much love, happiness, and gener-
osity in her, but he betrayed her kindness, 
and he knew he would never see Wendy 
again.

WALKING DOWN 
THE HALL

by Allison Weber

The bell rang
And they walked through the door

Not a second late,
Not a second before.

Looking at no one,
Stopping only to brush her hair aside

Is the most popular girl in school
Ready to walk with her perfect stride.

Everyone just stared
No one could move

And when she walked down that hall
We were all stuck with glue

Her minions
Who walked next to her
Were perfectly in sync

They knew we had no power

In the end,
They made it down the hall,

Then it started just like it was before
But everything was moving at a crawl

Because, you see,
She was the popular girl in school.

When people looked at her, they gawked
And looked like a fool

Her locker was the most decorated
It was pink, it was bright
No one could compare

When she opened it with a bright light

A blinding light
From all her bling

The colors changed
Like the greatest fling

This was the way that things worked
When she walked through that door

Not a second late,
Nor a second before.

by William Robinson
War

Dark, gloomy
Bloodshed, death bringer, soul crusher

Lifeless, peaceless, hopeful, happy
Decompressing, harmonious, tranquil

Quiet, calming
Peace

WAR AND PEACEby Chloe Purinton

Night is peace
When you can hear crickets chirping,
Frogs croaking, and coyotes howling.

The moon shines brightly above
While all the stars try to steal the spotlight

You relax, at night, after a long day
And find the urge to fall asleep.

NIGHT



OLIVIATHE FRONT STEPS
by Riley Frank

In contrasting colors from the maroon brick
The school’s front steps are so gorgeous

I just don’t want to walk on them
Even tho the wind bears away the memories,

The steps remain
This school is as grand as the history behind it

They keep the tradition alive
As well as the love of God

LIFE HAS
NO RESET BUTTON

by Teagan Gottschalk

   A loud crunch echoed in the woods.  A girl sitting near a 
stream turned to look but saw nothing.  The woods were filled 
with lush, green limber pine and juniper trees.  The high, dry 
basin trees provided a safe cover from the outside world.  The 
water in the stream was slowly moving forward, creating a cool, 
relaxing sensation on the girl’s toes.  She closed her eyes and 
imagined she lived there.  As the young lady walked farther along 
the stream, she heard birds chirping, creating a soft and peaceful 
melody.  A squirrel rushed past her, climbing up a tree.  When 
the squirrel reached the highest branch, he stopped and dropped 
nuts into the mouths of his babies who were crying for food.  The 
young lady walked farther down and saw a patch of marigolds.  
She picked up a bunch and continued her path down the stream.
   “Olivia?”
   The girl looked back and saw nothing.  She shrugged and kept 
walking.
   “Olivia?”
   Olivia looked once more and saw a woman and man.  The 
woman was wearing a white dress.  The man had a blue three-
piece suit on.  Olivia walked up to them and took their hands.
   “Let’s go home, Mama,” Olivia said.
   “Olivia, you can’t come home.”
   Olivia looked toward the woman.  “Why not, Mama?”
   “You haven’t passed yet, Olive,” the man explained.
   “But, Papa, I want to be with you,” Olivia cried as tears streamed 
down her face.
   “Don’t worry; you will come when it’s your time.  Good-bye, my 
Olive.”
   The woman and man walked away, and Olivia sobbed.
   “Mama?  Papa?” Olivia cried.  
   She opened her eyes and saw a pool of blood and glass sur-
rounding her.  The car was crushed by the truck.  Olivia heard 
fuzzy voices.  Blue and red lights flashed violently.  Olivia heard 
a door open, and she was carried away on a stretcher.  She closed 
her eyes and drifted off to sleep.  Olivia was now an orphan.  She 
wished that she could join her parents in their woodland adven-
tures, but she would get there in her own time, eventually.

by Madighan Norris

If you could start over, what would you do?
Would you think your entire life through?

Or would you live on the edge and make a change of pace
And say, “I’m going to die anyway!”

Maybe you would keep your new life close to the one you had
Only changing a few things to stop it from going bad
Would you eat those last few bites of your last meal

Or reignite an old, broken friendship?
The sad truth is life goes on

No resetting or redoing
One mistake, you’re out (or in)

But remember, every day is a new day
Don’t dwell on the past or future

Live in the moment with joy and no regrets
And you won’t want to start over

DEAR FANCY
by Tessa Wentling

Dear Fancy,
You were the light of my day

And what can I say
I still have your red collar

That reminds me of your labrador holler

You caught your last blue-winged teal
While running through the field

You brought it back wearing that collar
A little bit slower

But you stood with pride and taller than ever

There was a rumor
That you had gotten a tumor

As you closed your eyes
I said my last good-byes

The collar you wore every day
Is the lasting memory of your earthly story

3 SECONDS
by Kyzer Fox

3 seconds left
I know the ball is coming to me

In comes the pass
The defender and the hoop are all I see

2 dribbles
The rim is shaking from the roaring fans

Stepping back, I take flight
And let the ball roll off my hands

“Don’t tell me the moon is shining; show 
me the glint of light on broken glass.” 

-Anton Chekhov



A MESSAGE FROM HEAVEN

by Helen Cappuccio

On the outside
You see someone you think is me
But behind the smiles, laughs, and words
Is someone no one sees

I think about the future and what’s to come
But then I second guess my thoughts
I worry what others will think
My mind is racing and my leg is shaking
“Will they judge me?”
“Will they even notice me?”

But all you see is a blank face
And a shaking leg
In front of a mind that’s going crazy

But I’ll always choose to smile
No matter how I feel
Because a smile is a smile
No matter how real

by Halle Dreiling

   It was January 22, and Savannah woke up 
just like every other winter morning.  She 
gleamed with excitement just like always.  
Trying to open her eyes, she got out of bed, 
got dressed, and raced down the stairs to 
the kitchen.  She grabbed her water and 
snarfed down her cereal.  Jumping up the 
stairs to get her younger brother Toby out 
of bed, she fought her older sister Caroline 
as always.  They had to take turns getting 
ready every morning, and both were stub-
born and wanted to be done first.  
   When Savannah was ready, she ran out-
side and got into her car.  She had gotten 
a new, bright blue Jeep for her sixteenth 
birthday, and this was the first day she 
would get to drive it to school.  She got to 
school safely and carried on with her day 
as usual.
   When Savannah went to lunch, she real-
ized she had forgotten her lunch pail in her 
car.  Luckily, she parked close to the school 
entrance.  While walking outside in the 
freezing cold, she noticed a red cardinal 
sitting on the tree branch hanging over her 
car.  Since she was distracted by the bird, 
she slipped and fell on the ice.  It was her 
ankle.  She went down with a yelp, and her 
friends came rushing towards her in the 
snow.  They picked her up and carried her 
inside to get some ice on her ankle.
   When her dad came to take her to the 
hospital, he asked, “What in the world 
happened to you?”
   Savannah responded, “I fell on the ice 
outside my car.”
   Her dad looked down and shook his 
head laughing.  “How come you are always 
the clumsy one?”
   Savannah slapped his leg as she began to 
tell him what happened.  “I saw a cardinal 
sitting on a branch above my car.  When 
Mom was dying, she always told me to 
look for a cardinal, and it would remind 
me of her.  I saw it, and even when I 
moved closer, it stayed there calmly.  Call 

me crazy, but I think maybe Mom was 
trying to send me a message from heaven.
   Her dad said, “Well, whatever it is, we’ll 
figure it out.”
   The next day, Savannah went to the doc-
tor to get some x-rays on her ankle.  She 
had hoped she would be able to get back 
on the basketball court soon because her 
team would definitely make it to state that 
season.  It wasn’t looking too good for her.  
The doctor told Savannah her ankle was 
severely broken, and it wasn’t going to be 
healed by the end of the season.  Savannah 
was devastated.
   She moaned, “What am I going to do the 
the next ten weeks?”
   Her doctor turned to her and said, “It’s 
going to be all right.  I know this season 
was important to you, but keep your head 
up!  May I suggest womething to help 
you?”
   “Sure, anything,” Savannah said.
   “You should pray.  Maybe stop at the 
church on the way home, or whenever 
you feel like you need it.  Trust me, I think 
this will help you keep that normal great 
attitude of yours!”
   “Thanks, Doc!” said Savannah.
   On the way home, Savannah and her 
dad talked about what she might do in her 
spare time.  Her dad brought up what the 
doctor had said about the church, and they 
decided to try it.
   Savannah said, “This may be what Mom 
wanted to tell me after all.  Maybe she 
wants me to know that faith is important.”
   Her dad was so excited that she had 
found something that could make her hap-
py.  He said, “I’m so proud that you’ve re-
alized that God has a plan for you.  Maybe 
you just had  to see the cardinal and break 
your ankle so you could understand God.”  
They both laughed all the way home.
   Although Savannah was sad about not 
playing basketball that year, she was en-
lightened by her faith and finally realized 
there were more important things in the 
world. 

OUTSIDE 
VS

INSIDE

DISTRACTED
by Shyanne Yost

Sitting here in deep thought,
My concentration is useless

My mind tries to focus,
But my focus is worthless.

I try to think,
But I have nothing to say.

I try to write it out,
But nothing comes my way.

Sitting here stumped,
My dedication begins to wear.

My mind tries harder,
But I seem not to care.

I try to think deeper,
But still have nothing to say,

I try to meditate,
But it’s not my day.If people cannot write well, they can-

not think well,
and if they cannot think well, 

others will do their thinking for them.
-George Orwell



HOW TO BECOME 
AN EXCELLENT DANCER

THE CHORUS 
VOICES

by Sydney Meier

Racing swiftly into the night
I cannot stay and fight

My instinct is taking flight
Into the dank, dreary darkness

Boom!  I feel the chill
Suddenly I am still

A bullet that could kill
Carved into my side

Stumbling, falling,
Fighting for my life

Tripping, collapsing,
Today I glimpse the afterlife

Voices emerge
Sounding heavenly

Calming me from my fear
Where will I go from here?

My mind is getting cloudy
The images going dim

Welcome the chorus voices
Where will I go from here?

HANGING OUT by Briley Haynes

Getting ready for my race
Running through my warm-ups

Acting like I’m ready
Calling for the 400 meter dash

Kicking my legs to get loose

Approaching my mom and coach
“Now,” she said,, “give it all you’ve got!”
Down on my blocks waiting for the gun

Feeling scared when they fire the gun,
I say, “You got this, Briley.”

Each step I say, “Go fast, get first.”
Doing so good makes me believe in myself

by Aliya Seib

You will have to follow these steps
If you want to become a terrific dancer

And if you have any questions
These directions will be your answer

First, you have to let go, feel the music
And dance like nobody’s watching

Keep practicing in your mirror
And the results will be shocking

Although you have made progress
You are not finished yet

It is time to gain confidence
And then you will be set

To be a great dancer
You have to believe

That you are the best
Then others will agree

Once you have finished all these steps
You will have unlocked the answer

That gave you the secrets
On how to become an excellent dancer TRACK AND 

FIELD
by Jacob Heimerman

Not a care in the world
Problems melt away and vanish

Just having some fun
The day filled with non-stop laughter

While munching on various junk foods
Late nights full of endless energy and fun

Jamming out to nostalgic songs like we’re in a band
Watching movies and playing video games

Connecting and growing closer with one another
Close secrets being revealed

Good vibes dancing in the air
Simply living and enjoying life.

TO WRITE means more than putting
PRETTY WORDS on a page;

THE ACT OF WRITING is to share
A part of your SOUL with the WORLD


