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The Fall 

 

If I try to fly, 

will I be able to touch the sky? 

Or will the chance but pass me by? 

 

If I try to fly, 

Will my journey then set me free? 

Or will only water’s embrace catch me? 

 

Well, maybe this knot I’m tying, 

might save me when I’m flying. 

They say those who fall from flying to meet their fates, 

Have their wings cut off when they reach the pearly gates. 
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But if I do fly, 

Will it cease my endless strife. 

When you fall, your soul does not die, 

For only then will it learn what is life. 

 

~Zachary Schiralli~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Short Story: The Forgotten Ones 

By:  Erica Strout 

 

Everyone has an imaginary friend. It is a part of childhood. Just like kids, authors have those 

forgotten characters. Whether it’s the characters that die really early in a plot or an imaginary friend that 

was outgrown. Every single one has a story and they all end up in the same place.  

 

Let’s start off with where they live. Most would give them a nice happy place to live, but think 

again. They are forgotten, they live in the old forgotten houses. They have no hate to those that forgot 

them; they were given a new life. Maybe not one that is all roses and dandelions, but it’s something for 

them. Even though the houses don’t have electricity, they make do with what they have. The lawns are a 

nasty gray color with specks of brown dirt scattered about. The trees and plants are just stick versions of 

themselves; they bear no leaves even though the sun shines all the time.  

 

The people each have a different tale to tell; the first resident of the town was Mr. Hatm. Mr. 

Hatm was a simple man; everyday he went to work in a small office building in town and every day he 

came home to only do it all over again the next day. He was like the mayor of the town, he always greeted 

newcomers since the newcomers appeared at midnight every night dazed and confused. He was really just 

an honest man who helped people get adjusted to being forgotten as he was the very first.  

 

The second to join Mr. Hatm was a girl who didn’t really understand.  She would sit on her porch 

some days and wait for the newcomers. She never revealed her name so people called her ‘The girl who 

waited,’ as they all just assumed that she had no name, or they had forgotten it. Whenever a newcomer 

came, however, she watched how they arrived and tried to find a way to escape. When she finally gives 

up she usually gets Mr. Hatm before going into her own home defeated.  
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The last person to ever make it in was a pair, a boy and a girl. The boy left the town right away 

before anyone got his name. The girl however stated her name to be Lana. After Lana showed up things 

started to change, trees started to grow leaves and the grass began to turn green. Even the sky began to get 

clearer.  

 

No one knew how to react, everything was getting better. M.r Hatm became the official town 

mayor and more stores began to open, thanks to Lana supporting them and encouraging people to use 

their skills that they do have. As the town began to bloom more and more, things began to change. People 

started to age and soon forgotten children began to appear at midnight. In a desperate attempt to give 

them homes, Mr. Hatm gave them to different people in the town.  

 

One person that never became apart of the town was ‘the girl who waited.’ Mr. Hatm tried to 

reason with her, but she ignored him; she no longer waited to see the forgotten ones arrive.  

 

As the time dragged on and the amount of forgotten ones grew larger, there were terrible things 

that started to happen:  people started to disappear. No one seemed to figure out when people disappeared 

or why, they thought that the order of the disappearances would go in the order of when you arrived as 

kids disappeared first. When it came for Lana to disappear, she was still there the next day and her 

neighbor was not. As the number began to dwindle Mr. Hatm looked for answers. Lana however looked 

for the girl who waited, she assumed that she would know something but the more that Lana snooped 

around the angrier the girl got. One day she got so angry she left the town the same way that Lana’s 

partner left. 

 

Mr. Hatm tried to convince her to stay but she left anyways, Lana apologized all the time about how it 

was her fault that the girl disappeared and how she should go get her. Mr Hatm explained however that 

once you left the town and went into the wilderness you really didn’t get to come back so he advised her 

to leave the girl alone.  

 

As the days went on more and more people began to disappear and before they knew it only Lana 

and Mr.  Hatm were left. They didn’t understand what was going on and why they were the only ones left, 

Mr. Hatm still waited everyday for someone new to appear. Lana began to plan a way to leave the town 

and go search for the girl and Lana’s partner. The day that Lana had picked out to leave Mr. Hatm 

discovered this and tried to keep her there, Lana being the stubborn person that she was still kept going 

and for some reason Mr. Hatm followed. Whether he wanted to lose another member or not he was going 

to help, maybe he just didn’t want to be alone again as the town started to revert back to being gray and 

gloomy again.  

  

They traveled to the forest and got there rather quickly but when they got to the entrance of the 

forest they discovered that it was pitch black, there was horrifying noises that emerged from the forest at 

random times as the pair stood there. They really didn’t want to go into the forest but they seemed to have 

no choice. Lana believed that she was the reason that everything was starting to change but she needed to 

find her partner in order for her theory to be proved.  
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They entered the forest slowly and carefully walked along the broken, covered path. Mr. Hatm 

had his doubts on how the girl and the boy actually entered the forest. He kept saying that they probably 

went some other way or went around it, Lana shut that theory down when she said that there was no way 

to get around the forest. As the walked further along the forest they heard a random high pitched screech, 

Mr. Hatm began to get nervous but Lana remained calm. She had a mission and she determined to 

accomplish it. A crash was heard farther down the path and that’s when Mr. Hatm took off running, he 

ran back the way they came leaving Lana on her own in the middle of the forest.  

 

Lana tried to get over the fact that Mr. Hatm had run off in fright but there was a part of her that 

wondered why. She kept reminding herself that she was doing this for the safety of her partner and the 

girl, as she walked along the ever thinning path she tried to think of happy things. She thought about all of 

the happy moments that had gone on in the town before everyone started to disappear. She finally got to a 

tree that must have fallen over as it was lying across the path. She didn’t think that there was anyway to 

climb over it as it was way taller than her, she saw that it had branches though and she was going to use 

those branches as a method for climbing over. She slowly made her way up and over the tree and when 

she reached the other side after ten minutes of agonizing climbing she saw the exit. She ran towards the 

exit and ended up on the other side of the forest in a  bright sunny field. She saw a town a little ways 

away and she swore that it was the same town where everyone arrived.  

   

She started running towards the town and the closer she got the better she could see it, the town 

was full of all of the residents that had disappeared. She ran into the town and ran straight into her partner. 

He was shocked to see her make it here and gave her a big hug as he was finally reunited with his sister.  

He told her all about how this town was a better place for them to live, he told her how the only way to 

get here was to be brave and make it through the forgotten forest. Anyone who didn’t make it through the 

forest was forced to live in the forgotten town until they managed to get brave enough to make it through. 

She happily joined the rest of the town and was excited to be back together with her twin brother.  

 

As for Mr. Hatm, well he is still in the forgotten town waiting for new arrivals to come, some 

have made it through to the town on the other side of the forgotten forest but most freaked out and ran 

back halfway through. He is doomed to be stuck there in the forgotten town as it slowly decays and turns 

to dust.  

 

 

 

 

Black Cat 

By:  Mieru 

 

Black cat 

black cat 

see how you scurry 

ebony is your friend 

light is your enemy. 
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Bad luck is on your side 

when you pass a stranger 

bad luck is on your side  

when you look in a mirror 

black cat 

is what you are remembered to be 

don’t fright now 

cause next halloween  

The cat will be there. 

next to you and me. 

 

 

Room 

 

Green walls, cracked frames., 

Two chairs in the corner., 

Two friends sit with no names., 

Paper on the floor, 

No one at the door., 

Morning is warm, 
 

Window open, breeze blows., 

Two chairs filled by bodies, 

Two friends with red clothes, 

Note on the floor, 

An open drawer, 

Day is hot., 
 

Door open, Shocked face, 

Two chairs hold victims, 

Two friends in deaths embrace, 

Letter on floor, 
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Tears flow more,. 

Death is cold.. 
 

                      ~Zachary Schiralli~ 

 

 

Artorous, Darris, Aalart- 

By: Eric Smith 

“It was told among the wise that the first war began before Eltar was full-

shaped, and ere yet there was nothing that grew or walked perfect thereafter. In the 

midst of this war arose a spirit of great hardihood and honor who came to the aid of 

three eternal gods. His name was Galot the Titan, Champion of the gods. Knight 

Artorous the Defender, Sir Darris of the Dawn, and Aalart the Berserker were 

thought to have been the descended three parts of his very spirit. Ah…...The mortal 

mountains among men. Brave warriors that were as of brute luming trees of a mere 

man. Darris came from the North, Artorous of the east, and Aalart of the west. No 

one quite knew where these warriors came from exactly, all that is known, is the 

direction. Shortly after arriving, the brothers split to go upon their own tasks.  Sir 

Darris chose to serve a little-known and unestablished lord, and helped him 

become The unwavering king. A king whose castle was of none other and never 

seen by a regular eye. His taste in Iron and other metals was extreme and with 

passion, made a kingdom out of pure iron…..the bricks lighter than any other. He, 

as well, found a way to construct a Dragon out of pure sorcery and strong Iron. But 

alas, Darris left after his deed was done and when he left, the castle had become 

too heavy and sunk into the the Earth. There, beneath the tallest volcano, lied the 

last demon! An old winged god-killer that struck down the unwavering king and 

claimed his great soul, turning the demon to Ichorous Tormeter! 

As for Artorous and Aalart, they both went on to serve the highest of all 

kings. The Monarch of the land. Aalart became the right hand of the king (aegis) 

and Artorous was the leading knight in his army, alongside the Old Dragonslayer. 

The two brothers thrived in battle and in respect. Yet, that would come to a bloody 

end. Aalart became twisted and tried to overthrow the Monarch by creating full-

scale genocide! Artorous had no choice but to face his brother in combat. When the 

fight was over, they were at a draw. Aalart escaped before he could be slain and 
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Artorous fell to his knees for his side had been penetrated by his brother’s 

greatsword. Aalart then fled from the borders of Eltar and went to the Dark Lands. 

There he reached the Brume Tower. The tower of ash! He sought it for greater 

strength. And there he lies, for there he found a mother who gave him true purpose. 

As for Artorous, the genocide that his brother created forced him to become drastic 

and Artorous, one of the most skilled and respected knights in history, consumed 

himself with the dark powers of the Abyss! A terrible power that rotted and twisted 

his mind and very will. He was able to win the blood bath, but he evaded from the 

life he once knew, for he could not control the powers of the Abyss and did not 

want to be seen by the eyes of his comrades. And so, he lays in wait for a worthy 

challenger to find him and send him to peace.” 

 

 

Neloth (The Dark Lord), Guardians of Eltar, and the Giants 

By:  Eric Smith 

  

“What makes a king? 

Some say that it is birthright or heritage, 

Many say it is of force and will, 

while others call it destiny. 

Perhaps it is not important, as long as 

the king's mention proves to unite his people.” 

 

In the time most present, in this heavenly body know as Eltar, there are no 

kings. There is no ruler and there is not a Monarch. A land without a Monarch, will 

surely fall into despair. The last great king of this terrain, Lord Neloth, as he was 

proclaimed…lead this place into cold sorrow. At first, he was a hardy and brave 

man, and his intentions were true. Yet they were not his. Neloth was not chosen as 

a King by birthright, nor will, nor even destiny. Neloth was picked in a time when 

all was at it’s greatest low, and he had to pick up the scraps. The peoples of Eltar 

had turned turned against each other to see who would arise as the most 

impregnable and rule the rest. Oh, how very little Neloth was thought of. He was 

seen as a dog who could not last a day in the wild or a puppet made for 

entertainment. Yet, through the worst of it all, he found the strength to rule his 

people, thought to be impossible by so many.  Neloth, while being a master in the 
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art of combat; with a royal greatsword which measured to three mere men atop one 

another, fought with his words and morally just understandings. A king in this way 

had never been seen or heard of before. A sovereign who could bring all to peace 

through his very tone of speech. Neloth ruled with great might and respect for 

years. With this, he was granted to become the true Monarch of Eltar. Yet, with 

this privilege in his grasps, he decided to wait till the moment was truly right. 

There was still much more to be done. Sadly, no Monarch ever lasts very long 

before others become jealous or angered with him. Funny, it is a cycle that repeats 

itself. The ones who were jealous were the other rulers in Neloth’s reign. They felt 

that Neloth was getting too much power and recognition than themselves. So, they 

devised a plan. They gave Neloth’s brother, Malvolio, a great deal of pence to trick 

the king. Without question Malvolio,being an experimenter of horrific sorcery, 

created an enchantment that would easily fool the king. The day Neloth was 

tricked into taking a drink of the enchantment, Malvolio, began to speak: 

“My lord, you rule is of none other. You are wise and your words are 

nothing less than truth. Yet, I see that you seek more. Art thou ashamed of this? 

Don’t be. Every Baron thirsts for more at one point or another. It is a cycle that 

can not be broken. If thou truly wants more power, go across the sea of the north 

and you shall find what you desire. It will surely end to prosper for all.”   

And so, driven by falsehood and treachery, Neloth crossed the sea of the 

north to a land known as The Grey Lands, in hopes, by the other rules, that he 

would perish there. No one quite knows what is there, that is a secret only held by 

Neloth himself. When he returned, he brought back with him somethings never 

seen by anyone across the land of Eltar. In his return, he finally took the right of a 

Monarch and put a new throne in place. This throne would go down in history, as 

the throne of desire. In doing this, he placed a manifested kinship into his kingly 

ring, a sign of his right to rule. In his magnificent castle, along with many other 

exotic things, he kept four great souls. Neloth prospered for so long after his return. 

Alas, this would be cut short, for one day from the depths of the sea of the north, 

came behemoths of nature! Barbaric giants of the Grey Lands! Towering titans 

who were vengeful of what the king took. So began a war that lasted longer than 

words and people can tell. A war the spanned generations, from great-great 

grandfathers to their great-great son’s son. In the events against these colossi 

brutalists, so much of Eltar was being taken over by them that Neloth created an 

order of the greatest knights from across the lands. They consisted of Alein and 
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Blavier (the throne argus and defender), Isambard (the swift general of giant 

slayers),Terrowin the Whisper (the mad, rogue warrior only loyal to Neloth), and 

Gwyn (the lightning warden). These men were known as the guardians of Eltar, 

and they fought viciously against the enemy for another many generations. Like 

Artorous, Darris, and Aalart; all of these courageous men were great in stature and 

had weapons which were too unwieldy and formidable by a regular man. The 

greatest of them was Terrowin’s two stone short swords, which would make a 

knight thoppil in lifting them, Balivier’s greatsword, given the title Kinslayer for 

slicing the immortal Brobdingnagians with ease, and Gwyn’s longsword, whose 

blade could be engulfed in flame or pure lightning.  Each guardian fought with 

their weapons with a deadly and cunning passion as the war raged on. 

By the time the great genocide had finished and the fog upon the land had 

cleared, all that lived in Eltar came to despise Neloth. When the war was thought to 

have been over, another erupted greater than of the siege of the giants. It was a 

mighty clash between the Monarch and the kings with their allies. The kings got 

what they wanted to begin with. Neloth fell into deep agony in knowing that he 

was slaying the men, who once praised him, on the battlefields. There is a saying 

about a ruler and his throne: 

 

“There is a rightful throne fitting for each ruler. 

The view of the throne, 

Is only known by the one who sits upon it. 

Or perhaps, it is the throne, 

which shows the sovereign only what he truly wants.” 

 

As Neloth sat upon his throne, he chose not to see that his brother and the 

kings played innocent when the next war came to full light. In the midst of this 

madness, Neloth, having nothing left and no where to go, used the four great souls 

and unleashed it’s terrifying power of the dark nature of man upon his opponents! 

This act, would leaving him with a terrifying titled til the end of time: The Dark 

Lord. 

In unleashing this, Neloth was reduced to a hollow and withered form. An 

ugly mesh of a body. It is sad really. Neloth destroyed all that he created because 

of the throne of desire, causing him to not see past his brother and the kings. He 

chose to be naive rather than look at what was in front of him. In the end, the only 
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ones who still followed Neloth were his guardians of Eltar. With his last words, he 

commanded them all to hide the four great souls from the hands of any other man 

and keep watch over them, the throne, and the kinship from any who would go 

looking. Including his brother. For he did not want his brother to fall as he did. 

Neloth then locked himself away in a crypt within an underground earth, where he 

would lay in wait until the end of time as he wasted away. A shadow of his former 

self.   

 

“The will of man. Full of greed and weaknesses. How many fallen 

Monarchs, sunken keeps, or pointless wars will it take for them to realize 

how useless it all really is. Hm...never I suppose. They seem to be just too 

lost in their ways. Then again, the cycle will repeat, and another Neloth will 

arise in time. Like Malvolio said: It is a cycle that can not be broken.”          

 

 

Prompt:  Imagine you made first contact with an alien. Describe the encounter. 

 

By:  Mieru 

 

A light shining in my backyard like the sun hitting just one spot.  With a noise unknown 

to the human ear. Opening my curtain to the light and a figure outside. There was a blue creature 

with green poke-a-dots. He had big green eyes the size of his head. He had long tentacle arms 

and legs. We stared at each other for a split second. His eyes grew red and there we stood 

outside. He looked at me with his big animated eyes. He started to speak, but all I heard was high 

pitch noises. I wanted to say something back, but no words came out. Giving me the alien wave I 

did the same back. He vanished with a slight bark in the U.F.O. Noticing someone was missing 

from my house. Well now she can see many sights no other 

dog could see. 
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Love  
 

By:  Grace George 

 

You're the most wonderful thing in my life. You've made me feel so many things. 

You've made me feel like I was wanted, 

Like I was needed, 

That I was loved in the sense that wasn't b/c we're family, 

You love me for who I am, 

You actually want to hang out with me, 

You make me feel as if I am perfect, 

When for my whole life I've felt as if i wasn't good enough for society. 

That I was a blemish on the skin of the earth. But you make me feel as 

though I can move mountains, 

That I can hold the sun, 

That I can finally be accepted, 

That I can finally be loved by a person that isn't related to me. 

You're my freaking guardian angel. 

You have saved me from the pit of despair i had to drag myself out of everyday, and put on a 

mask to hide the scars  

that life had inflicted on my soul. 

You have made the whole that I could feel in my chest every second of every day finally be 

filled. 

Every time I talk to you, you make my brain stop working, 

It feels so weird, because I've only used my brain for so long, that using my heart is foreign to 

me. 

You are my everything now. 

You make me feel as if I am beautiful, when I normally don't. 

Before I met you, most of the time I felt like I wasn't pretty, 

Like I wasn't beautiful, 

Like I was a menace to the fashionable part of the world. 

But you have made me feel as if I'm valued, 

As if I'm priceless, 

That I am not just a piece of ordinary coal, 

You make me into the most beautiful diamond in the world. 

You make me happy. 
 



Orpheus Edition 1 - Fall 2014 - Page 13 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Way I Feel About You  

 

By:  Grace George 

 

Life is a natural disaster, 

You pull me up and you pull me out, 

You save me from drowning 

In the sea of lonesomeness 

From the moment we met,  

I couldn't stop thinking about you. 

To me you are perfect, and to you im the same, 

But we're both scared of losing the other. 

But one day I will tell her, tell her of my extreme love for you. 

I'll tell her.  

I want to tell her,  

But I'm scared she'll make us break up.  

And I don't want that,  

But I don't want to hide you any more.  

I want to show you to the world.  

I want to change my facebook status, without her freaking out on me.  

I want the world to know of our love. 

And I want to see you, 

And hug you,  

Kiss you, 

And wrap my fingers in your hair. 

I want to do all the things i've always dreamed of doing with someone.  

You feel like the one. 

You really do. 

And that makes me so extremely happy and scared,  

Happy because your the best thing in my life. 

But scared of my mother.  

Scared for us,  

Scared that we'll be forced to stop.  
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I can't feel sane around you,  

You're too perfect for me.  

You make me feel butterflies in my stomach, 

You make me feel so happy I think I'll float.  

Every minute away from you,  

Feels like a minute lost.  

A minute spent with you,  

Feels like a minute saved forever.  

You’re my anchor,  

My rock,  

My love,  

And my best friend.  

There is no better way for me to express my love for you, 

Than in a poem.  

You’re the best thing in my life.  

I love you.  

 

I’m Renaming Fall ‘Official Tea Season’ 

 

by Vanessa Curti 

 

Frigid air 

Contradicts the 

Hot tea on my tongue 

 

Warmth 

Despite the cold,  

Grey sky in the background 

 

Sweet flavors  

Overtake my 

Mouth 

 

And I smile. 

 

Undoubtedly,  

This is the  

Best part of fall. 
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“Unnamed” 

By:  Kimberly Rivera 

 

Stretch marks are pathways where you don’t know which trail to follow . The mark 

racing toward your heart or the one that managed to skid it’s way toward your 

conscious. It only took time for the first path to deteriorate all thanks to the voice 

speaking in tongues to your ear.   

It’s tempting. 

The way it’s set up.  

But. 

What if both were once ignited with the same gas that attenuated the blaze. No set of 

lips should ever vocalize words worth a flat line.  

 

 

Velvet 

By:  Kimberly Rivera 

 

A gust of wind swept up the copper leaves with such poise.  

Chills crawled up my spine leaving behind graves that lay silent. 

Though there was no one present, footsteps died away. 

Hearing whispers in the distance, voices trailed off with their steps. 

It’s as if my thoughts came out of the black velvet night. 

The raven’s caw echoed yet the silence lasted.  

 

 

 
 

The Diviners 
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Savanna Lamas 

You were the unloved kid the chosen one 

And gods favorite before you fell 

a fallen angel, judged by society  

You were coveted by the universe 

I think falling stars are escaping  

Escaping the agony of watching the world  

Watching the world that did not wait  

For anybody  

So you must have watched me for a long time before you fell 

And as you cratered the earth with your broken heart 

the moon ducked  

behind the clouds and hid his face 

for grief 

 

 

 

 

A HERO’S LEGACY 

Eric Smith 

[I have walked many miles 

And lived through every trial 
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Just to finally be at peace 

[I’ve followed the signs 

And fought many times 

Yet the voices in my mind will never abandoned me 

[Today, you stand before a cursed man 

Who is bewitched to walked a forsaken path 

And live the rest of his days with the scare of a wraith 

[We ALL fight, to be a part of something bigger than ourselves  

If we join together, believe in one another,and push each other  

Ever one of us! 

To achieve the greatness and sanctification we all strive for 

We can do so…….when we all work together as one 

[What is the measure of a man? 

What makes a man…...be remembered as a hero? 

Through his faults…...and accomplishments 

His fierceness and ideals of himself 

Or is it by the last moment? 

The last act of righteousness 

[In a life so many things can be done…….and left undone 

But in the final moments 

It is not of how others see you as a man but how you see yourself 

[When you lie there…..breathing your last breath 

What are you going to think about? 

All the time wasted making others believe you are the king of your generation 

Or all that made you happy and what you did to make that 

[Did you live your life by how others saw you and may have treated you if you didn’t do 

as they believed was right? 

Or did you live and fight believing that you will never get a reward in the end by anyone 

but yourself? 

Many of us have lived as we pleased 

By love or hate 

Laughing and crying 

Being joyful and being weak 

or  

Helping ourselves and depending on others 

[But in this time, in this moment, in this very instance you can cast that aside and be 

known as all would like in a life-time 

A hero 

[Who is to say that, now, you can not achieve the same greatness as others 

Yes, it is true…..brave men do not last long 
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they live forever 

Through the minds of the people they left a legacy on 

[So I will ask you 

Ride with me now, to our finale battle 

Ride with me through the gathering storm of mist and shadow  

We will curse the dark and curse the light 

[And when we walk out 

on the ground or on our feet 

Reguardless 

We will all walk out as one 

[For that is what you must ask yourself 

“How will I come out”? 

And with that you must remember the one rule…..there are no second chances 

For heros, when given, take that first chance and run with it 

[So now I will ask again! 

Will you fight with me when the time is nigh! My Brothers! 

For here and now, we are the oncoming water that destroyed the fire! 

The light to vanquish the dark! 

 

Orpheus meets every-other Wednesday in room 714 after school.  Come join 

us!   

All students and staff members are welcome! 

Stay tuned for new Orpheus prompts.  Check your school emails, or listen to morning 

announcements!   

 

Remember to come check in with Ms. Majewski or Ms. Petrone to see if you won an 

Orpheus prize! 

 


