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A new look for the Walnut Street Journal

This year, Timothy Dale and Elijah Torres 
proposed taking the Walnut Street Journal 
online, and publishing it on a monthly basis. 

Here is a small sample of the many talented 
artists and writers who have submitted work this 
year. 

Ironically, in the fall many of our students 
participated in a 100 word story contest entitled 
“Mission Contagion”. Two of these stories are 
included here, with many more to come.

Contributors:

Keyon Brown
Laura Hassler
Lorren Richards
Haylee Reyes
Joseph Trinkle
Jean Anna
Randy Sayers
Aryana Furbush-Brewer
Darius Sanders
Abby Boggs
Quadier Adams
Ariecelis Gonzalez-Rivera
Gatavia Telfair
Alexandria Bailey



Supreme Light

By Keyon Brown

Let there be sun all day so the Supreme can make 

a way take this dark cloud away It will get better 
one day.

Supreme give us emporium

Supreme stop the violence

Supreme let there be light on one because that's all 
it takes to change some.

Art by Laura Hassler
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 Goodbyes hurt,

But what hurts more than a goodbye 
without a reason?

It hurts when someone just walks 
out.

It’s numbing to feel constantly in the 
wrong.

It kills to feel like it was all your fault.

Once things are over,

You don’t know how to start again.

Where?

Why?

How?

Questions rack the brain.

We search for answers that we didn’t 
know were questions.

We try to create scenarios as if

They

Weren’t
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We sink into a bottomless pit of 
depression and self-loathing.

It needs to stop.

We are better than this.

There is no one that will come 
and save us from ourselves.

We need to find a way to get over 
this.

If we don’t.

They win.

They destroyed you.

The only way to prove them 
wrong is by saying

“Goodbye.”

By Haylee Reyes



Martin Luther King poem by Joseph Trinkle

On January 15, a leader was born.

When he found out what was going 
on, his heart was torn.

He had some white friends, some of 
the best.

They got torn apart; Martin wouldn’t 
put it to rest.

He knew what to do, he had to fight.

He thought about how, all day and all 
night.

Not physically but mentally.

He had to use his words gently.

He didn’t want to make anyone 
upset, he had to do what he did best.

He wrote a speech that changed the 
world.

Had people think both boys and 
girls.

Now both Blacks and Whites can 
have fun together, no matter the 
time, date, day,

Or weather.

The title of this world changing 
speech was something quite small, 

“I Have A Dream.”

Now he is looking down on the good 
he has done, chuckling and 
laughing, saying

“That was fun!”

He was and still is an inspiration and 
icon.

He was as gentle as a bunny but 
had the strength of a python.

You’re in a better place now, as you 
can see.

That’s why I honor you Dr. Martin 
Luther King!

 



Country of violence

By Jean Anna

I’m running for my life

 

I’m running for my life

 

If anybody asks you

What’s the matter with you

Just say gun gun run run

Hide Hide life too short   gun live there

Oh lord send a bus to come take me home.

Artwork by Randy Sayers



The Air is Changing by Aryana Furbush-Brewer

Something strange was happening in town. As she 

watched the giant, poisonous cloud rose into the 

sky. “Where do you think that’s coming from?” 

Jamie asked Micah.

“That weird factory at the end of the street,” 

Micah said without looking up from his phone. As 

if his reply was like saying “Action” in a movie, 

abnormal figures started racing down the street. 

Jamie shot up in alert, and Micah stayed still.

“What are you doing?!” she screamed at him.

Micah looked up.

His eyes changed to a glowing green color. The 

tattered figures began closing in and Micah joined 

them.



The embracement of Apollo

By Darius Sanders

This work draws aspects of 

Greek Mythology with the 

character in the painting being 

Apollo. He was the only Greek 

God to have strictly male 

companions, and was exalted 

and worshiped in ancient Greece.



The Infected by Abby Boggs

At this point, everyone I knew was infected. I had 

to be quiet because the infected are attracted to 

sound. The cure is the main priority. I’ve heard 

that the next town over has found a cure, but it’s 

hundreds of miles away.

The only important thing left in my life is my dog. 

She always protects me. My underground bunker is 

near a power plant. Every once in a while, it will 

siren because of the contamination. I was out 

scavenging when the siren went off. As I ran 

towards the bunker with my dog, I could hear 

them coming… 



  To say there is a problem

In our world today

Would be an understatement

That's the least that I could say

Our world is filled with people

With issues and the like

But all of us together

One day could make it right

We'll need everybody

The red white and blue

And I mean everybody

That includes you

This world is full of pressures

That we put on ourselves

We need to take the hate and prejudice

And put them back on the shelves

One thing we must remember

Life is not a game

We are all in it together

And should be treated all the same

To make this world a better place

You have to do your part

And lend a hand

When you can

~Quadier Adams



Our World by Ariecelis Gonzalez-Rivera

Something so beautiful, loved, amazing, unique, special, etc. can be found anywhere. But those words can bring you to 
two places out of this world: the woods and beach. These two places are what we need, food sources, relaxation, an escape 
for some. The woods are amazing and unique, beauty, changing leaves, creatures, flowers/plants and more. Beaches, 
huge calming waves, the heat. They are both loved.

 I have a few questions…

Why do we abuse them?

Why do we destroy them?

Why do we kill for a sport?

You in particular may not do anything of this but as a nation we are one.

Everything was once a peaceful area, no gas, no oil, no toxic liquids, no pollution, no killing as a sport, no fighting over 
simple things. WE destroyed that. We ruined this world. Unless we do something to reduce pollution, oil spills, etc. what 
will be left for us to remember this once beautiful place?

 

 



Beauty can be many things. The presence of 

attractiveness whether it be physical, one’s aura, 

energy, voice, knowledge, mind or personality. I 

don’t think there is a limit to what beauty can 

mean or to what makes a person beautiful. If all 

humans were stripped of their physical features, 

true colors would fill this blank canvas of our 

minds. One’s personality is what makes someone 

beautiful. We are all different and unique, with 

our own features whether male or female, 

feminine or masculine, young or old, size and 

shape, color and race. I think our differences 

make us beautiful. Our beauty is exemplified by 

our individuality. Beauty goes so far beyond the 

surface. ~Alexandria Bailey

Art by Gatavia Telfair


