
The Nine Muses

West Forsyth High School | Vol. 6 2019



The Nine Muses
“Oh come! Renew in us the ancient wonder,

The grace of life, its courage, and its joy!
Weave us those garlands nothing can destroy!

Come! With those radient eyes!-with your throats of 
thunder!”

            - Invocation to the Muses,
                                                  Edna St. Vincent Millay

Calliope - Muse of Epic Song
Clio - Muse of History

Euterpe - Muse of Lyric Song
Melponeme - Muse of Tragedy
Terpsichore - Muse of Dance
Erato - Muse of Erotic Poetry

Polyhymnia - Muse of Sacred Song
Urania - Muse of Astronomy

Thalia - Muse of Comedy
The Nine Muses is the literary magazine of West Forsyth High School. This sixth volume 

for the 2018-2019 school year continues a commitment on the part of West Forsyth to 
celebrate the artistic endeavors of the many talented students at our school.

Special thanks to Principal Charles McAninch of West Forsyth for helping making this 
publication possible and to the West Forsyth Fine Arts Department, especially Elizabeth 

Betson, Anneliese Edwards, and Nathan Newsome. 
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Eyes as the Windows to the Soul

“It’s true about the eyes being the 
window to the soul. Your face can be 
etched with worry, and twisted by 
ageing, but the eyes tell the true story 
of who you are.”
    -Naomie Harris
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The Tall Man
My body trembled
As I looked from behind
Their it was…
Then suddenly it wasn’t.
So I fled in a panicked sprint.

Then the floor beneath me caved.
I stood without light
So my eyes took time to adjust.
When it had
I could see the figure moving 
closer.
Breathing eerily like the beast it 
was
With the same rigid smile.

For some reason that smile made 
me
It made me…
Smiled back
With eyes that commanded
The dark figure to
Move.
Because at that moment
I more vicious and resolute
Than the towering figure before 
me

By Jonah Cedeno
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Reflections For Us

“A battle lost or won is easily        
described, understood, and appre-
ciated, but the moral growth of a 
great nation requires reflection, as 
well as observation, to appreciate 
it.    
                          -Frederick Douglass
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This Year’s Chapter:
Teens aren’t reading anymore 

By Mia Scott

 The classics: “Harry Potter,” “The Hunger Games,” “Divergent” and countless other great 
teenage page-turners. These books have been read and reread by teens so much so that they are 
simply a title, only spoken about in random conversations. The current teenage generation have 
read those classics long ago and have 
since moved on with their lives. Teens don’t know or care about what to read and they don’t find it 
as interesting as their phones. 
 Simply put, teenagers want information in the most effortless way possible, and YouTube 
and vloggers have thrived on this desire.Instead of going to a library or buying a book, teens turn 
to the internet. Scrolling through Instagram, snapping that friend back or tweeting has taken up 
large portions of time previously devoted to reading, going outside or spending quality time face 
to face with someone. Why would you go out into the real world if you could just look it up or 
instant message them from your couch? 
 According to the American Psychological Association (APA), less than 20 percent of US 
teens read a book, newspaper or magazine for pleasure, whereas 80 percent of teens use social me-
dia on a daily basis. When I ask the question, “Why don’t you read”, the answer that I most often 
get is that reading is boring. I must ask this 
question: is social media fun? If yes, then does it do any good? Evidence shows that it does any-
thing but. Studies show that teenagers and young adults that use platforms such as Instagram or 
Snapchat have a higher rate, ranging from 13-66 percent, of reported depression and/or anxiety 
than those who spend less time on social media. Reading is known to increase vocabulary, keep 
you sharp as you age and improve your grammar. Studies even show that people who read tend to 
have higher GPAs and overall better general knowledge. In turn, intelligence is one of the attrac-
tive traits that people are drawn to in friends and significant others. 
 Speaking from personal experience with social media, it doesn’t do anything but make me 
feel insecure or sad. People only show their best selves on social media. It makes you want that 
same kind of smile they have in their pictures, fake or not. You idolize people with perfect bodies 
or great humor and it passes the time without a single benefit. The reason I participate in social 
media is to keep in touch with people. It almost seems like a job I have to do instead of something 
I genuinely enjoy. Reading, on the other hand, either improves a day that has already been great, 
or helps me escape a reality by “witnessing” Katniss take down the Capitol, Hazel and Augustus 
falling in love, Harry beating Voldemort and so on. Additionally, reading makes you want to write; 
it stimulates the brain 
to imagine and you almost feel obligated to write those thoughts down. Not only do I gain the 
joys of imagination, but the rewards of participating. So why do teens spend so much time fo-
cused on social media, when no benefits are presented? Go outside, read that book, talk to that 
person. There is a whole world out there if you 
just look up from your screen. 
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Within Ourselves

“What lies behind us and what lies 
before us are small matters com-
pared to what lies within us. And 
when we bring what is within us out 
into the world, miracles happen”
  - Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Generation Z has zero patience
By Kelly Kendall, Tyson Edwards, Mia Scott, Olivia Pratapas

 When you think of Generation Z, what do you think of? Our hard working 
attitude? Our crazy fashion trends? Or do you think of the tragic flaw in our per-
sonalities: our impatience? You may not want to believe it but Gen Z has been raised 
on instant gratification. This is all thanks to our phones and fast-paced lives. 
 A great example of our generation’s impatience today is the rise in streaming 
services. Up until the last decade, entertainment was provided on a schedule. You 
had to wait a week to see the next episode of your favorite show or a few months for 
a new season. Now younger generations can watch every season of Friends within 
the span of a couple weeks if they want to. With so many streaming services avail-
able, you will always be able to find the show you’re looking for. Can’t find a movie 
on Netflix? Chances are it’s on Hulu, Amazon Prime Video, HBO or iTunes. Every-
body is cable cutting and it’s teaching us that not having to wait for the program-
ming you want is okay. Think about Saturday morning cartoons, they started off 
lasting a few hours every Saturday morning. Then they became a few hours longer. 
Then there started being dedicated cartoon television networks. Keep in mind the 
ones watching cartoons are kids, and it’s rewiring their brain to be more impatient 
because of the constant stream of entertainment. 
 The streaming services are just a symptom of a greater issue: the Internet. 
Have a question? Simply type it into Google and receive an immediate answer. Want 
some food? Order it on your phone and it’ll be at your door within 15 minutes. This 
type of ebb and flow in our generation creates a buildup of impatience and annoy-
ance. Every time you see “loading” or “redirecting” you become immediately upset. 
The average person will only wait six seconds on a loading screen before giving up. 
This need for instant gratification is very unhealthy. It creates bad habits in every-
day activities and puts you in a worse mood for the rest of the day. 
 Never fear though, Gen Z; there are ways to become more patient. Some stud-
ies indicate that the average person looks at their electronic devices every 6.5 min-
utes, and taking time away from this constant connectivity can be an eye-opener. 
Go out for a hike or take a drive through the city. Meditation can have numerous 
benefits and practicing patience can be one of them. Take ten minutes a day to sit 
and think. Download a meditation app to help you get started, there are many op-
tions available. 
 If you’ve managed to read this far without losing focus, good job; we’re im-
pressed. There’s one important thing to take away from this though; you control 
your level of patience and it’s up to you to help yourself. 
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Jingle Bells
By Sam Evans

 George cupped his hands around his eyes as he pressed his nose to the cold glass of the window 
pane, blocking out the glare of the lamp so he could see into the night. The snow fell slowly, as it had 
since around noon that day, the flakes of white dust so thick that the wind could do little to drift them 
from their downward path. By now, it looked to be almost up to George’s waist, something he had nev-
er experienced before, and the thought filled him with a thrill which gave him the almost irresistible 
urge to jump up and down. It would be a white Christmas.
 George stared at the ground, a smooth ocean of motionless white waves. He began to plan the 
many ways he would destroy its perfection: the immense (and impossible) size of the forts he would 
construct, the snowballs he would throw, the paths he would sled.
 But as he thought through everything that would happen tomorrow, he remembered once again 
that tomorrow was Christmas. Last Christmas, he had stayed inside with his presents, their novelty en-
tertaining him for the entire day and into the next. It was a thought that still seemed quite appealing.  
 However, he knew from prior experiences with snow that it would likely be nothing more than 
a pitiful imitation of itself after a day, nothing more than dirty sludge after two.
 He turned these thoughts over carefully in his head, not so much attempting to solve the prob-
lem as he was recognizing that it was truly a dilemma. At seven years old, George wasn’t old enough to 
be practical, and his desires were both far too strong for him to decisively choose between them.
Sticky. He thought that was the word which best described the situation. Very sticky.
George’s mom came into the room, the particular sound of her footsteps inexplicably letting George 
know it was her before he turned around.
 “It’s time for bed, George. Santa doesn’t bring any presents if you’re awake.”
 “Why?” George had forgotten that rule, and was suddenly struck by its peculiarity. 
 “That’s just the way it is.” She said it with a slight smile, sweet and slightly amused.
 That was enough for George. It was far from the only confusing thing about Santa Claus. But 
whenever he had asked his parents about such things, he always received the same response: that was 
just the way it was.
 George accepted that. Though he lacked the words to express it, he instinctively felt that his 
parents were always correct, that they were honest, maybe even that they were perfect. If someone had 
asked him, he was old enough to reply that of course they were not perfect— no one is. But that was 
not how it felt.  
 Besides, at church he had heard countless stories where things happened that seemed to go 
against the rules of his reality. True stories, stories which had been the foundations on which his vi-
sion of the would had been built. And if Jesus could walk on water, why shouldn’t reindeer fly?
The apprehension of losing presents motivated George to get ready for bed quickly. He had even 
skipped a few steps (ones that he felt confident his mother wouldn’t notice) in the interests of time.  
His room was a complete mess, toys and books scattered about the cream-colored carpet. His mother 
commented on it, as she always did. “How can you stand your room being like this?”
“I know where my stuff is.” It was a lie, but he was feeling defensive, and didn’t want to clean anything 
up.
 His mother didn’t press the issue. She tucked him cozily underneath the warm comforter, and 
kissed him on his forehead. Stepping carefully around the clusters of mess, she made her way to the 
door and flicked the lightswitch off. Then she left, closing the door slowly behind her, the crack of 
orange light getting smaller and smaller until it disappeared completely. A faint glow from underneath 
the door was the only thing that separated George’s room from total darkness.

 He did not remember falling asleep, but he woke up to the sound of gentle rapping on his win-
dow. Gentle, but insistent. He was not sure how long it had been happening before it had woke him.
The window was across the room from him, so that if it hadn’t been for the blinds, he could have seen 
straight out it when he sat up in bed. Through these blinds he could see a massive shadow, a shadow 
which resembled a person but was too large to be natural. For a moment panic began to shoot up his 
throat, nearly culminating in a scream. But then the figure moved. And when it moved, there was a 
sound.
 Bells. Jingle bells.
 The pieces of the puzzle clicked into place. His mouth which had hung open with fear suddenly 
changed to an excited grin. He rushed from his covers, creeping over the piles of toys to the window. 
He grabbed the string on the right side of the blinds, giving it a fierce tug which yanked the wooden 
slats almost halfway up the glass.  
 The man standing in the window was straight out of a story book. His dark red coat and match-
ing hat were lined with snow white fur, jingle bells hanging from the cuffs. Smooth brown buttons 
ran down the middle, ending at an immense belt with a shining silver clasp. His nose and cheeks were 
tipped with pink from the cold, and a white beard sprinkled with gray hung down past his chest. He 
smiled, his eyes sparkled with a joy, and even his bloated physique now seemed jolly.
 Santa put his index finger to his lips. Hush. He motioned for George to open the window. 
George had never opened the window before; having always used the door, he had never needed to. 
But his excitement allowed him to persist long beyond his normal attention span and eventually he 
figured it out. It swung open with a dull creak.
 “Your parents forgot to open the chimney,” his voice was deep and comforting, accompanied by 
a warm smile, “Ho, ho!”
 He pronounced the “Ho’s” like he was saying the word, not really laughing. George found that 
odd but did not really know why.  
 “Might I take the presents in through this window?”
 George nodded enthusiastically, eyes open almost as wide as his mouth.
 “I’m just going to take a look around first.”
 Santa slid himself in through the window, clumsily and slowly due to his size. He descended the 
final few inches with a sudden speed, the sole of his foot landing on the sharp edge of a plastic dump 
truck. His face reddened into an expression of violent anger.
 After a moment, the anger faded, leaving behind only a vaguely pained expression. He smiled 
again. “We must be quiet. We don’t want to wake your parents.”
 George nodded solemnly and followed him out the door.  
 The wooden panels of the floor creaked as Santa went down the hallway. They stopped outside 
George’s parents’ room. “Wait here,” Santa whispered. 
 He came back clutching one of the wooden chairs from the dining room to his chest, his arms 
barely long enough to reach it around his belly. He propped it in front of the door, angling it so the top 
of backrest dug snuggly into the knob. George followed him into the living room.
 “Why’d you do that?” he whispered. 
 Santa smiled and whispered back. “Adults can’t see Santa. That’s against the rules.”
 George nodded. That made sense. 
 Santa looked around the room. George noticed that there were already presents under the tree. 
Not only that, but he saw that Santa’s milk and cookies had already been eaten. He pointed to this out, 
slightly annoyed.
 “That’s okay,” Santa said, “I’m not thirsty.”
 Santa spent a moment more looking around before he turned to George again. “How would you 
like to help me fetch the presents?”
 George was confused. “But they’re already here.” 2625



Without Ourselves

“Let us be grateful to the people who 
make us happy, they are the charm-
ing gardeners who make our souls 
blossom”
    -Marcel Proust

 “Ho, ho, ho!” Santa said, “Those are the ones from your parents. There are more!”
They went back to his room. George waited for Santa to squeeze his way out the window before he 
followed.
 George didn’t notice until he was outside that he wasn’t wearing shoes. Not wanting to bother 
Santa, who was already striding ahead across the front lawn, he said nothing, ignoring the snow which 
bit into his socks with a stinging cold. He noticed that Santa had stopped next to a dark gray van that 
was parked on the edge of the road in front of the house.  
George hurried to catch up with him.
 “What’s this?”
 “My sleigh,” Santa said.
 “No, it’s not.  It’s a car.”
 “And what is the difference between a sleigh and a car?”
 George didn’t know, now that he thought about it. “Cars have wheels?”
 “Sometimes sleighs do too.”
 George had never seen a sleigh with wheels. Of course, he had never seen a sleigh. He was just 
about to concede that the van could, possibly, qualify as a sleigh, when he heard the moan. Not a moan 
really, more of a whimper, coming from the van.
 George jumped, looking at the vehicle nervously. “What was that?”
 “One of the elves. Would you like to meet them?” As he said this, he gripped George’s shoulder, 
tightly.  
 “No, thank you. I want to go inside now.” Santa’s smile suddenly looked less kind and more cru-
el, and for the first time George noticed his teeth, which were yellow and crooked. His eyes were still 
filled with a sort of joy, but now it seemed different, like the amused and guiltless expression of a child 
watching a bug be squished under the sole of their foot.
 “C’mon. Just a quick hello.” He guided George to the rear of the van, where two steel doors 
gleamed in the moonlight. He pulled out a key, sliding it into the notch and twisting. Then he grabbed 
the handle of the left door, his right hand still gripping George, and swung it open.
 Inside were not elves, but children, one boy and one girl. They sat on the dirty floor of the van 
with their hands zip-tied behind their backs, white rags tied around their mouths. Their eyes were 
wide and red from crying. The girl whimpered again, the only sound that could escape through the 
rag.  
 George opened his mouth to scream, before a gloved hand covered his mouth. “I want you to 
look,” Santa said, his voice no longer warm but instead a sickly croak. “Take in every detail.”
 George did, and after a moment, Santa spoke again. “Don’t scream. Go back inside.  Look at the 
clock, wait 10 minutes before you go to your parents. Then tell them everything you saw.”   
 George nodded vigorously and meant it. He had realized with increasing terror that this man 
was no ordinary grown up, that this grown up would hurt him if he was given a reason to.
 The gloved hand dropped from his mouth. He looked at Santa for a moment, unsure why he 
was letting him go while he kept the others.
 Santa seemed to sense his confusion and giggled. It was a true laugh, not like the “ho”s had 
been.  It sounded like barely repressed rage escaping as amusement.  
 “Someone needs to tell all the Whos down in Whoville,” he said. “How else will they know to be 
afraid?”
 Then he left. He just climbed into the van and drove away, leaving George standing in the snow 
covered street, feet throbbing numbly from a cold he didn’t feel, as cold tears ran down his cheeks and 
the chiming of jingle-bells faded into the night.
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His Last Days
By Jacob Welsh

Father’s absent.
Mama’s absent-minded.
I’d bet she’s looking back

on times in which we were
less divided.

She can barely keep up
a conversation,
and very rarely

smiles.
But boy, when she does,

my heart inflates for miles.
I often regret telling her

about my state
of mind.

I’ve only added to her list of problems
by confiding in her mine.

I really miss that smile;
it was taken for granted.
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Technology Takeover:
The unseen threat looms

By Zephyr Opinion Writers

 Robots are all around us. Everyday people use technology to communicate with other: to 
get to school, to do homework and to live safely at home. Technology has numerous benefits and 
has increased our quality of life in ways we would not have been able to imagine 10 years ago. 
However, as innovations continue to be made and the 
machines we employ become smarter, it poses new threats to the workforce, creates new conflicts 
and could possibly spell disaster for the future of the human race. 
 Robots can already be found leaking into jobs once held by humans. This is a normal and 
common occurrence, as robots are now capable of doing more and more jobs. Many fast food 
joints are already taking 
this step by making their ordering stations into touch screen devices. Certain McDonald’s chains 
have started to install screens for customers to order on instead of going up to the cashier to 
place your order. McDonald’s has plans to replace cashiers in 2,500 stores with these self serve 
kiosks, according to Business Insider. McDonald’s 
stance is that these machines will not be taking the place of those jobs, but will simply speed up 
the service they are providing by decreasing line sizes and leaving customers more satisfied. 
 Innovation won’t stop; looking to the future only shows more jobs being replaced by ro-
botic labor and computer algorithms. Cars are already able to drive themselves without the need 
of human input, and it is easy to speculate that in a couple decades it will be illegal to drive with-
out an autonomous car. In theory this makes sense; as car 
crashes are too common and many lives fall victim to reckless driving. However, all jobs revolv-
ing around vehicle operation will no longer be available to humans. 
 Transportation jobs like taxis and Uber drivers and delivery jobs like truck drivers will be 
taken over by machines. We will definitely see an exponential rise in the number of robots en-
tering the workforce in the near future. The speed at which technology is enhanced is becoming 
faster and faster as time goes on. Why would you hire a human that can make mistakes at a slow 
pace versus a computer that perfectly does everything, and with efficiency? What does this mean 
for our future generations and economy? 
 It would be ignorant to believe that we can just stop making robots. We rely on machines 
for daily life and it would be stupid to even consider that possibility, especially when a lot of 
these robots save 
our lives. Millions of people benefit from the convenience of communicating with Siri and Alexa. 
If we cannot get rid of robots, how do we stop them from affecting future generations’ chances of 
finding jobs? There is no clear solution, but one thing remains clear, people must be educated on 
the future that robots play in our lives. 
 The robot takeover could have major implications for students searching for jobs within 
the next few decades. We are the first generation in the history of mankind to have grown up 
with a strong reliance on computers. In exchange we must be the first generation to 
consider the consequences of that. 
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Parts of a Whole

“A human being is a part of a whole 
called by us the universe.”
    -Albert Einstein
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Break up with your plastic bottles
By Olivia Pratapas

 The next time you pick up your Fiji bottle, you might want to think twice be-
fore you drink out of it. 
 In a report by Ban the Bottle, it was recorded that Americans used nearly 50 
million plastic water bottles last year. The recycling rate for plastic is only 23 per-
cent, which means more than $1 billion worth of plastic is being wasted each year. 
In addition, Plastic Oceans Foundations reported that more than eight million tons 
of plastic waste entered our oceans last year. 
 Many will argue and say, “People are just littering,” but in reality, a majority of 
the plastic escapes our landfills, ending up in the rivers or oceans. According to a 
Greenpeace report, about 10 percent ends up in the oceans, and it is estimated that 
plastic bottles in oceans take about 450 years to decompose. Many marine animals 
mistake plastic bags as jellyfish and swallow them. Once ingested it stays in the 
stomach of the animal because it cannot be passed through. Either way, if they’re 
drifting atop or sinking to the bottom, they’re hurting our sea animals. 
We all know that many sea animals drink water, and while they are trying to sur-
vive, they are 
also prone to inhaling our waste including bags, and bottles and their caps. If we 
reduce how much plastic waste we use, we as a country can stop turning our oceans 
into a revolting waste dump.
 If schools purchased water-bottle-filling stations that are placed above water 
fountains, students would be able to place their reusable bottles under them and get 
filtered water. We all dislike tilting our bottles at a water fountain and having it only 
fill up halfway. Many universities have placed these filters around their campuses 
and it would be beneficial to have these in public schools. 
 Although these are quite expensive, with their prices ranging between $400 
and $900, and West would have to get many to accommodate for the students and 
staff, we could make a big impact on our environment by installing them. Another 
way we can make a difference is by using reusable or paper bags instead of plastic 
for your groceries or even to carry donations in. At Crafted: The Art of the Taco, 
a local Winston-Salem restaurant, they eliminated the use of plastic straws and 
switched to paper ones. This change is making a big stride toward cleaning up our 
oceans and saving our animals. 
 As a school, we need to understand that we can make a difference and start 
realizing that our actions can affect our environment, so recycle that plastic water 
bottle and switch to a reusable one knowing you’re doing a good deed. 
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Beyond the Horizon
“Happiness is as a butterfly which, 
when pursued, is always beyond our 
grasp, but which if you will sit down 
quietly, may alight upon you”
   -Nathaniel Hawthorne
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We should give back to 
Mother Earth

By Ella Menzi

 We’re running out of time to save the planet; we are the last generation who can stop the Earth 
from dying and we have to do it fast. 
 The temperature of the atmosphere has gone up 1.62 degrees fahrenheit since 1880 according 
to a 2017 study done by nasa.gov. Although this may not seem like much, the carbon dioxide (CO2) 
concentrations beg to differ. NASA also says the levels of CO2 all throughout our atmosphere have 
increased dramatically over the 
past 50 years and in 2013, CO2 reached over 400 parts per million (ppm), and it continues to rise as 
the years go on. 
 Every day there are more and more developments being built and the U.S. vegetation manage-
ment can only plant so many new trees to keep up. Students and adults everywhere are constantly 
and mindlessly throwing away plastic and garbage. This trash ends up in our rivers and then travels 
to the oceans. 
 Luckily, there is a simple solution to this growing problem: recycling! Almost every plastic 
item we buyhas the arrowed triangle on it; look for it and put your items in the green bins located in 
every classroom and in your own home. Another proposal is to bring your own reusable water bottle; 
it’ll save you money and possibly help save the world. 
 An additional cost-efficient way to a cleaner atmosphere is carpooling. Going to a party with 
some friends and have your full license? Pick a car and have everyone ride there together. It’ll save 
time and money on gas for your own car and not to mention you can 
totally jam out with your friends. 
 Numerous species of animals are put on the endangered species list every day, like the white 
rhino or the African giraffe, due to human interaction in their habitats, and each year 10 to 100,000 
species of animals go extinct according to wwf.panda.org. We’ve all seen the heart-wrenching videos 
on Instagram. What we can do to help with this global issue is to try and refrain from buying prod-
ucts from brands proven guilty of participating in animal cruelty. Lots of makeup and toiletry brands 
are trying to become cruelty-free so their sales will go up, like Urban Decay, Lush and Tarte. Not all 
companies are truthful though, so do your research before purchasing. This applies to clothing com-
panies as well. While you’re Googling cruelty, look up the human side too, and see if the factories are 
engaging in child labor. 
 Addressing schools, although having extra papers for students is nice, 35 percent of the 
world’s trees are cut down each year for paper, with not nearly enough being planted to replace them. 
That’s 1.04 trillion pounds of oxygen lost every year. Teachers could use more technological tools 
and rely less on paper. Perhaps make a PowerPoint on Haiku and have the students show their work 
on the paper they have in their binders, or recycle unused paper for worksheets. We have the capa-
bility to use this technology for presentations; please let us use it and save our trees! 
Nowadays students who even remotely dare to stop and care about the environment are pegged as 
“hippies” and as for the rest of the teenage population, they couldn’t care less. The world is slowly 
dying. We have the power to save our home. It just takes a few simple changes of habit and lifestyle 
to help our planet get back to the way it 
should be. 47 48
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