


























Unsaved by the Bell

Huff. Puff.

My dad left for work early.

Huff. Puff.

| woke to the squeak of the bus’s tires
Huff. Puff.

A thirty pound bookbag.

Huff. Puff.

A thousand lost freshmen crowd the halls.
Huff. Puff.

My books are knocked from my arms.
Huff. Puff.

| race on, leaving them to a fate unknown.
Huff. Puff.

An administrator taps his watch.

Ding. Ding. Ding.

The bell is too early to save me.

Sheena Patel

Jonathan Safran Foer Chapter
North Gwinnett High School
Suwanee, GA

The role of a writer is
not to say what we all can say,
but what we are unable to say.
~Anais Nin

The useletter

Ier

A Stranger from the Forest

That night,
The fog hung between the trees.
Until there it was.

The moon was its lantern.
Light-footed it tiptoed onto the lawn.
Its eyes burned with malice.

Its swarthy face glistened.

Clip, clip, clip, clip,

Its nails stalked on the glassy porch.
Quiet stalking, quiet stalking,
The air whispered in its ear,
Telling it when to Snatch.

The Stifling air smelled of Night.

It came and it watched.

And dawn returned from another Darkness.
No longer ravenous,

The Midnight cat stalked back,
Clip, clip, clip, clip.

By Olivia Korpe

Oak Ridge High School

Aquila Bellica Chapter (War Eagle)
Conroe, TX

The Museletter is the NEHS biannual
newsletter written by and for both
student members and faculty advisors.

In honor of National Poetry Month, take a chance
and submit your poems to as many publications
as possible. The Museletter is always accepting
poetry and prose submissions that demonstrate
the creative work that NEHS members are
producing

Deadline for the fall issue is October 30, 2008.

Send all submissions to editor Jennifer Goen at
nehs@niu.edu.




