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- Fish ï     creativity, adaptability, mystery, knowledge, transformation  
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School 
 Sometimes people think that school is 

not important, but it is.  School is where you can 

see your friends and your teacher.  School is 

where you can learn or teach something.  Here 

is a story about a girl named Kellie:  

 Kellie wanted everybody to know her, 

but she had no friends, and she was new this 

year.  Brittany was asking Kellie if they could 

be friends, but Kellie heard about Brittany.  

Kellie wanted to fit in with the popular kids.  

She worked very hard to be on the Highest 

Honor Roll.  She studied a lot and she paid 

attention to the teacher and always did her 

homework. 

 One day in science Kellie was reading to 

the class when the fire drill alarm went off.  

Mrs. Waite wanted to know who set off the fire 

alarm.  Brittany told Kellie not to tell Mrs. 

Waite that she did it.   

Kellie was nervous about not telling 

Mrs. Waite.  People in the school wondered if 

Kellie did it, but she told them that she didnôt do 

it. 

 When Kellie got home, her Mother 

asked what was wrong. 

 ñMom, did you ever hate someone you 

didnôt know?ò 

ñKellie, why would you say something 

like that?ò 

 ñWell,ò Kellie said, ñthereôs a girl in my 

homeroom, and she told me not to tell on her.ò 

The next day at school, Kellie didnôt talk 

to Brittany.  Brittany asked her if she told 

anybody. 

Kellie said, ñYes, and what are you 

going to do about it?  I am going to tell Mrs. 

Waite.ò 

  Brittany got called down to Mrs. 

Waiteôs office.  She was so nervous.    

            Well, Brittany got five days of OSS, and 

Kellie got friends. 

           Jesse- James Morgan, Age 13, Perry, NY 

 

Editorôs Note 

          Welcome to Warsaw Public Libraryôs Library 

Fish.  The title was chosen through a poll conducted 

on the Libraryôs blog.  This is the first issue, but I am 

glad to announce, not our last.  We have plans in 

place for another issue with more contributors.  What 

you see today is the result of artists and writers from 

Warsaw and Perry.  We welcome teen contributors 

from all over Wyoming County.  Visit your public 

library to find out how to send in your story, poem, 

essay or artwork. 

 Zines show what we think.  Library Fish 

contains a wide range of writing and art with very 

little editorial intervention.  I hoped to give teens an 

opportunity to publish work that wasnôt designed to 

meet any particular objective other than to express 

what the author or artist wanted to share.   There is 

adventure, romance and horror in the pages.  Not 

every reader will want to read every page, just as not 

every book is for every reader.  The important thing 

to see is that we all can create; we all can express part 

of ourselves and want to put it out in the world.   

 I hope that you enjoy Library Fish.  

Encourage your friends to go fishing with us! 

 

Mary Conable      

Warsaw Public Library Childrenôs Library Assistant 

 

     Fish  ï creativity, adaptability, mystery, knowledge, transformation 
 Library ï the ecosystem in which those fish thrive 

 



                                                            

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Dark Woods 

 

 It was a rainy day about 35 degrees.  

There were six teens who wanted to go 

camping in the woods.  Their names were Beth, 

Derek, Alex, Jared, Sarah, and Courtney.  They 

said, ñBye,ò to their parents at the end of school 

and Friday, left in the car, hiked over some 

hills. . . . When they finally made it to the 

camping site, it was turning dark.   

 They made a fire out of dry twigs.  They 

set up the tent and turn on the lantern in the tent 

so everybody could get ready for bed.  

Courtney had to go to the bathroom, and she 

didnôt want anyone to see her so she went into 

the outskirts of the woods and. . .she screamed.   

 Everybody looked and she was missing.  

Then they heard a quieter scream far away. 

They started a search party.  Nobody had cell 

phone with them.  They split up. 

 Beth heard a loud scream.  She was 

shaking. 

 ñNow,ò she thought, ñI have to be 

close.ò 

 She turned around and there she saw the 

man who took Courtney.  He had nasty, rotten 

teeth, a little hair, stitches all over his face, an 

apron with blood on it, a chunk of deer on his 

face, and a machete. 

 Beth SCREAMED and ran as fast as 

she could.  She ran right into Alex.  She told 

him what she had seen, and he did not believe 

it.  So she took him where she had seen this 

mysterious guy.  Nobody was there.  Alex 

turned back to Beth, and she was hanging in the 

treeédead. 

 Alex ran back to the camp site.  He 

thought he saw someone or something in his 

tent, but nothing was there.  He grabbed his had 

gun and case and latched it on his belt.  He 

started to look for his friends.  He found Derek, 

Sarah and Jared. 

 Jared asked, ñWhere are the others?ò 

 ñTheyôre dead,ò Alex Said. 

 ñWHAAAAAAAAAAT?ò 

 ñMake sure you have a weapon with 

you all the time.ò 

 

That night Jared got hungry.  He 

thought he didnôt need a weapon to get to his 

bag.  So he ran.   

About half way there he heard a rustle 

in the weeds.  He ran back to the tent and 

grabbed Alexôs gun.  He got to his bag and 

dug out some chips.  On the way back to the 

tent, Jared saw the guy who had killed his 

friends.  He took a shot, but the guy got right 

back up.  He started to run at Jared who took 

another shot to slow him down.  It did, for a 

few seconds.  The killer caught up to him, 

grabbed the gun out of his hands and shot 

Jared.  He dragged Jared to his cabin which 

had human heads up on the walls.   

 Everybody else was worried, but they 

stayed in the tent untilé. 

 They saw a shadow.  Derek shot at the 

shadow, and it disappeared.  The others ran 

outside, but the guy was lying down with a 

gun in his hands.  He shot at them.  Derek had 

stayed in the tent, when he heard the shot, he 

ran out and attacked the killer.  When the 

killer did not get up, Derek saw that he was 

wearing a mask.  Derek ripped it off and he 

had holes in his face, a face that was really 

white. 

 The cops came and apologized to the 

families, because they should have known 

that there was a killer on the loose. 

 

Gage Cole 

Perry 
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Amanda Barnes 
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Seasons of Personification 

 

Winter 

The wind whistled in between the trees 

the dew sparkled with delight on the 

frozen ground 

the ground crackled beneath my footsteps 

the frozen rain bit at my face 

the house moaned under the pressure of 

the wind 

 

Summer 

The pool water mimics the windôs 

direction as it blows 

the woods sit there with excitement 

the gardens giggle for the rain to water 

them 

the sun hot and bright beat down on our 

faces 

Spring 

The plants curiously poke their heads 

from the ground 

the birds whistle with excitement for the 

new season 

the flowers spring up from the ground 

with enthusiasm 

the moon happily beams down on the 

world at night 

 

Fall 

The leaves change unhappily getting 

ready to fall 

for the long, cold, harsh winter. 

the flowers begin to die to be reborn in 

spring 

The kids cry out sadly for summer and 

spring say goodbye 

 

Tiffani Parker 

Age 11 

Perry 

 

Burning Heart  

 

Shelby Kruppner 
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Barn fire  

 

Heôs staring out the upstairs window 

Watching everything go up in smoke 

As what remains burns on the ground 

So odd an accustomed sight 

Is only noticed when itôs gone 

Across the street through frozen fields  

The past is slowly fading 

With the fireôs dying Light 

 

Burn down the memories of your past 

To make way for what tomorrow brings 

In the morning this will all seem as a 

dream 

Because nothing will remain 

The flames revealed the knee-high grass 

And gave me a taste of whatôs to come 

 

This is the moment where  

Present becomes the past 

 

Wesley Csendom 

 

 4 



 

 

D 

 

 

                                    Drips  
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Olivia Gelsinger 

 

 

 

                                        Stay up late 

                                 enjoy the view 

                              sing with me 

                           die with you 

                       come make my dreams come true 

                    This, my love 

                   is starting to fade 

                as we watch the night 

              turn into day 

            I will fight until the end 

  make sure this moment 

 

Oh what a day is today 
nothing can stand in my way, now that iôve 

Shipped up from under your skin, 

I think iôm ready to win. 

 

Oh what a night is tonight.  I think Iôm ready to 

fight.  Now that my broken bones all have been 
healed,  

I think Iôm starting to feel something good. 

Now that youôre gone now, 

I can roll on to Something good. 
 

Nora Taylor 

 

Emma Johnson 
 

          to make sure this moment 

        never ends. 

 

 

 

Silhouette 
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Treasure 

 

 The walls of the fabled maze 

seemed to stare back at me with the 

many faces carved into the stone.  

Gargoyles, monsters of myth and 

legend, creatures of nightmares, now set 

guard on the mythical maze of death.   

 The Labyrinth.  Many people 

know this name from studies in school.  

Greek culture, history, you know, that 

stuff.  Except it turned out to be more 

than beliefs.  Last year, the Labyrinth 

entrance was found in Yellowstone.  An 

earthquake had uncovered a tunnel.  The 

tunnel immediately widened once you 

set foot inside, almost as if beckoning 

visitors.  Almost as if the maze had a 

mind of its own.   

 Which, actually, may be true.  

This guy, Hans Dragguld, or something 

like that, he found a Labyrinth entrance 

almost fifteen year ago.  He went inside, 

barely, so he could still see the entrance, 

and then, once he was convinced that it 

was the maze of legend, he left, gathered 

materials, and went to explore the maze.  

He used a GPS, which dies as soon as he 

stepped away from the grass boundary.  

Yeah, I know.  Crazy, right?  Except that 

it might have been more than a 

coincidence. 

 He brought another guy, a friend 

of his, and they started moving by 

marking the floor, wall, and a notepad.  

They made it as far as the middle before 

things really started getting strange.  

There seemed to be an earthquake as 

soon as they stepped inside the circle in 

the room in the center.  They tried to go 

back the way theyôd come, but after 

passing only two corners, their 

directions went right into a wall.  And 

thatôs when it showed up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Treasure 

Story             by    Matthew  Foegen 

Illustrations   by   Margaret Gayford 
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