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The Meaning of  the Title

Pegasus is the famed winged horse of  Greek mythology, a figure which has come to symbolize po-
etry and the creator of  the sources from which poets draw inspiration. The Rancho Solano mas-
cot is also a horse: the mustang. For these reasons we have chosen Pegasus as the name for the 
Rancho Solano Preparatory School literary magazine. It is our hope that, like the titular winged 
horse, the creativity of  our student body will continue to take flight through this publication. 
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A Note From the Editor

Dear Reader,

 As the editor-in-chief  of  Pegasus, I view this literary magazine as not only a display of  our amazing students’ 
artistic and literary abilities, but also as a way to share the complexity of  ideas within our diverse and international 
student body. A crucial part of  the literary magazine is its nature to encourage any student who wishes to create and 
share their work with others to do so. From this opportunity, many are able to discover things we never knew and learn 
more about elements of  our peers that are not seen on the surface. It is the hope of  the Pegasus staff  that, as students 
work on their creations and strive for brilliance, they are reminded that their imagination can take them to incredible 
places, and that, truly, as our magazine suggests, the stars are the limit.

 As there is no possible way that I could have made this extraordinary magazine by myself, I would like to thank 
our wondeful advisor, Mrs. McCarty, who was monumental in the meanigful creation of  this magazine, the Rancho 
administration, all of  the teachers who encouraged their students and helped them through the process of  developing 
their work into the beauty they became, and the entire editorial staff. I would also like to thank my assistant editor-in-
chief, Yuna Shprecher, who was not only an exceptional assistant in the editorial process, but also a great friend who I 
loved working with every step of  the way. Most importantly, I would like to thank the students who submitted all of  
their magnificent work (whether it was included or not); we could not have produced the Pegasus magazine without these 
students.

 On behalf  of  Pegasus, we hope that the literary magazine contiues to drive talent for many years to come. As you 
read the magazine, it is our genuine hope that you feel inspired. We hope you enjoy these beautiful masterpieces!

Sincerely,

Amelie Clark
Editor-In-Chief
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Celestial

The theme of  our third volume is centered around the celestial universe.  
The skies, the visible heavens and the invisible spirits, the planets, the 
moon, the world above us and the earth below – all find representation 

in the artistic expressions of  our Middle and Upper School students this 
year.  The theme is chosen after our submission deadline passes, it is 

inspired by the work submitted.

Pegasus was mentioned by the Ptolemy in the second century, and is 
one of  the original 48 constellations that he recorded in his astronomical 
treatise called Almagest. The constellation got its name from the famed 

winged-horse from Greek mythology, who was born after Perseus 
beheaded the gorgon Medusa and her blood mixed with seawater to 

create the legendary creature. Pegasus was mortal, though, but because 
of  its lifelong service to Perseus and Andromeda, on the last day of  

its life he was made into a constellation. Pegasus is the seventh largest 
constellation, taking up nearly 1,200 square degrees of  space in the night 

sky, and can be seen by observers located between +90° and -60° of  
latitude.

The winged horse inspires and leads the way, with hoofs made of  light 
and wings made of  stars.
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When I rest my eyes,

I muse about

The faint luminescent moon.

It is a dangling rock held by the despair of  loneliness,

Much like my suspended heart.

The moon clashes with my fantasy

Of  happiness

That unchains me from this earth.

And I dream.

Flying and weaving

In the sable celestial abyss.

Through the planets,

Their comforting rings sway me.

They send a pulsating radiance that warms

The heart of  rock I possess.

And I wake anew,

Rekindled by the morning star.

Moon
Andrew Camacho

Free Verse

But even in the lustrous brilliance of  the day,

The pastel moon that perpetually orbits --

Forever stays.
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Eclipse
Yuna Shprecher

Photography
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Seeing Blue
Dan Dang

Painting
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A poor girl from a rustic backyard

meets, now, myself,

By the halo of divine moonlight.

The whole world is alive in black and white.

She used to be 

Completely absorbed in the atmosphere.

Endlessly sparkling, full of sunsets,

Beyond the dew of the fresh blood.

We shall surely meet again.

Now greeting a young captain of innocence

In the natural roar over the horizon, I

Rejoin the sublime faith from my native father.

How wondrous and satiny it is as

I promise,

My infancy, myself

Between my whole heart and both of my hands

and I wonder,

My father, will he be up in the sky?

I shall fall in love with an interstellar gaze.

I wonder

About the earthborn daylight in his eyes.

Are you sure,

You will not be burnt?

I catch the light and sunshine she gave --

My voice must

Not lose her passion toward the wind.

Eternal felicity, 

The Supreme Being everywhere

Our impression --

Our memory

Eternal Pledge Under the Infinite
Jihye Lee
Free Verse
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The sands begin to shake

The earth trembles signifying a quake

It cries it weeps, it wains, it keeps

To itself, it sobs in the form of  a hundred tears

It listens to philosophers yet years

Have gone by, the bonfire’s blaze

Has burned up the whole sky

The creativity of  man

Consumes all others,

Creates gods with rules

It gives wisdom to fools

Makes up laws, that make them feel right

In reality, no one occupies the sky,

A blank canvas, of  stars we may never reach,

The earth cries, it weeps,

Why do you cry, a traveler asks-

Humans think they are important

Yet the universe is vast.

Restless in Nature
Ryan Christianson

Free Verse

But we are important, the traveler sighs 

The earth ignores him and continues to cry

But we are important, to our children, our predecessors, 

We are important to the ones who care

We are important, not the sun or moon

But to a loved one who calls, who coos

We don’t matter, it’s true --

But all that I wish for, is that I’ll matter to you

The sands have rested

The earth stands still

It doesn’t move, shake or spill

It sits alone in silence, in its own thoughts

Stuck in a predicament, sealed its own box

It sits there forever, it wishes it could scream

I wonder if  all along 

that traveler

was talking about me.
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Beast Within
Yue He
Drawing
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Boy in the Creek
Grace Berry

Photography
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Hyperborean

She thought

It strange that among

A thousand people- shoes

Carrying them to foreign worlds,

Laughter

Chiming like bells, whispers breathing 

Warmth to cold winter nights-

She could feel so

Alone. 

It Eludes
Yuna Shprecher

Collection of  Cinquains
Out of  Tune

He was 

There, yet always

Seemed to flicker in and 

Out of  reality, caught between

The lines

Of  life and death, light and dark- what

Was it like, she wondered, to 

Live a life so

Out of  tune?

Atlas

Her breath

Crystallized in

The morning’s brittle air,

As she shivered in the frosty

Silence

Of  life unknown… Her legs soon grew

Numb, eyes grew heavy beneath 

The sheer weight of

The world.
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I found myself  among trees, staring at

Dragonflies, as they drifted about my 

Cloaked reflection within a gleaming pond.

The desire to jump overwhelmed me

When separation with the pool of  light

And shining intensity of  shame shrank.

Still the riverbank under me rocked, here

I introduced my disentanglement 

And stepped upon the darkness of  the depths

Offering my unseen integrity.

Within the pit of  black tinted water,

I dove into my new reality.

Life’s parting breath left during my descent, 

As darkness simmered down within my body.

I felt the burden pushing me down, when—

When seeing only the darkness I faced,

When hearing only my heart slowly fade—

When striking life after my ascension.

  

There I left the pond and its purity,

Completely in hiding I remained.

I recognized— I had not found myself.

In Hiding
Matisse De Roo

Blank Verse
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Impending Storm
Hathaway Scott

Photography
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Caged
Myra Kamal

Painting

A life of  monotony.

Bound by the shackles of  authority,

Yet always longing to be free.

This is the way things have always been,

But is this the way they shall always be?

Within her a wildfire is growing,

But his rule prevents it from showing;

So she remains in the shadows.

In The Shadows
Hunter Ruck

Free Ferse
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 Death. Such an absurd concept for an eight year old. Until I witnessed it. Until I heard the dreaded flat line in 
the next room over. Until I looked out in the hollow hallway with a misleading picture of  a happy family hanging... and 
then I saw it. I saw this mom, daughter, sister, friend once loved by so many, being rolled off  to the morgue. Covered in 
sheets the same color of  the faces of  those who once loved her. Until I heard the shrill sounds, of  families sobbing, beg-
ging for more time like a dog wanting more food, knowing that could be me. I look at the hospital bed in our room. My 
mother was fine yesterday. Yeah, yesterday she was fine. The next day she was lying in a small, bland, confined room, 
with one window like an asylum. The revolting color of  the walls was like that one color in the crayon box I hadn’t 
wanted to use the day before because it is simply too ugly. She was sickly and pale. I was helpless. No amount of  love 
I could give would help her. Results were inconclusive. Helpless. Doctors didn’t know what was wrong. Helpless. I sat 
there talking to her. There was no response. I was talking to the shell of  my mother. She was alive. But her spirit was 
dead.

The next day, more tests, more needles, more sheer misery. No doctor knew what was wrong. Helpless. All of  the 
people I knew and loved became irrelevant because the person I loved most was living on borrowed time. So we thought. 
I was young and innocent. I witnessed another body being taken to the morgue. Another corrupted family. A bomb 
was dropped on this innocent family. An atomic bomb. They didn’t know the toll this would take on them. Another 
day passed. Still not a glimpse of  hope. She was in misery, but what could I do? Nothing but sit and watch silently as 
the person I loved most sat in front of  me, tears running, like she used to do every day, but now she is trapped by test 
tubes, needles, and sheer misery. As she progressively got worse, people tried distracting me from reality. I was helpless, 
not oblivious. No eight year old should suffer this much. No one should suffer this much. It felt as if  somebody reached 
into my chest and pulled out my heart and then stepped on it.  She was my rock. Rocks can sustain a lot of  pressure. So 
could she. But then they finally shatter. So did she. More tests, more tears, no help, no hope. I remember this man in a 
white coat came in. The white on his jacket was pure, reassuring, and innocent. The news we got was anything but pure, 
reassuring, and innocent. He said he was sorry. I stopped listening. Of  course. Yet again. I lost it. Everybody lost it. 
This doctors’ sole job was to cure and he wasn’t. 

 Until one day he discovered he could. 

 We were told that she is special. Rare. Unique. I knew that. She was 1 in 1000. 0.1%. Such a small number. 0.1% 
chance that anybody would get diagnosed with this. She was that 0.1%. Everybody could finally breathe. We didn’t 
have to worry if  my mom would take another breath because she would be fine. They knew what was wrong. They knew 
what was wrong. The doctors knew how to help. Such a small number. 0.1%. 

0.1%
Brynn Bleaman

Vignette

Caged
Myra Kamal

Painting
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Lullaby of  the Sea
Cassandra Martin

Painting
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The beach is quiet, the clouds begin

to cry         

Turning the sky gray and calming my mind

As if  mother earth could sense my unease,

Reflecting it onto the uneven seas.

These feelings mimic their undulation,

Memories of  laughter and times when one didn’t 

Worry about such trivial issues like I do.

It is silly, to long for a life you left behind.

When given the opportunity to go

There was no hesitation, no regret.

Now I wish for sun, for the comfort of  Home. 

The sound of  its waves, the warmth of  its people.

The shade of  the palms on those summer days

And while I’ve adjusted, the thought lingers.

Esta playa no es igual. Sus

Olas calladas, y su cielo gris

No me dan el mismo cariño que

Me da Borinquen. Mi sueño de

Volver no sera. 

So I stand here, alone, facing the sea.

The waves come and go as if  reaching out to

blanket the pale sand in a cool embrace

and leave me a chilling reminder.

I’m very far from the place I call Home.

Diaspora ‘12
Gabriella Velez-Corretjer

Free Verse
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Here I am, an Aussenseiter. Aber da, bin ich “the one from America.” I love the different freedoms each has to 
offer me but, sometimes I wonder which one is more realistic. I have one foot in the scorching sand, and the other one 
6,800 miles away. Here I have ideological freedom, but no physical freedom. There, in Germany, the fresh wind blows 
through my hair, and I feel reborn. Here I have Jana, Mama, and Papa but everyday my heart breaks a little. It breaks 
for my Oma who must live alone, because I must live here and she lives there.  So, where do I belong?

The green giants and the green fingers of  the rich landwirtschaft provide me with peace. “Das heir, das ist mein 
zuhause.” My Oma sits outside in the summer months and, with the sun on her tired face, she forms a smile. My heart 
melts because I know I must leave her again to go back “home.” But there is one ocean, so dark, so deep, and so dan-
gerous, that I need a chariot to cross. This is what is hindering my Oma from visiting me. This long treacherous travel 
is too much for an 83-year-old woman who can barely walk. So I wonder, why Mother Nature, must you be so brutal? 
That one ocean, it divides me, it divides my soul. Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to not know of  my little 
paradise, my heaven on earth. Would I be better off?

 Die kleine Judith darf  zur schule laufen, but I am driven. I’m locked in a car and then dropped off  like a prisoner; 
I have no freedom. During break they can walk to Edeka for a pretzel; I’m locked up until 15:00. Why can’t we have the 
same freedoms? Scottsdale is a pretty safe place so, why can’t I walk to the gas station? I’m told repeatedly to be re-
sponsible, but in return I’m treated like a toddler. How does that make any sense?

 Here I walk into Harkins 25, purchase my ticket for 8 dollars and may choose my seat. There, I walk into the 
Capitol Kino and must pick a seat number. If  I want to sit in the comfortable leather seat, I must pay up. They do say 
luxury comes at a price, even in the Sozial Democrati von Deutschland. In a socialist country, where wealth is supposed 
to be “equal” I pay more to sit in “comfortable, luxurious” seat; it’s quite contradictory. And here, where nothing is fair, 
I am allowed to sit anywhere I want, so wait, do I have physical freedom? But NO I can’t even walk across the street to 
get food. Why must everything be so extreme?

 I can defend my country at the age of  eighteen, but I can’t buy a beer. I could lose limbs, or die during a battle 
defending my country; but I still can’t buy a beer. I could die in a place I didn’t need to be, in a battle over something I 
don’t understand, in a country that means nothing to me; but nope, still no beer. Why does America make alcohol into 
the forbidden fruit? Everyone knows, we want what we can’t have. There, at the age of  sixteen you can go buy a beer 
with your friends and just live your leben. So why do we allow our minds to be imprisoned in our own country?

 When will I know where I belong? The truth is I don’t know if  I ever will. I will go back and forth and back and 
forth until I am allowed to choose. I crave that one-day I can be there for my Oma, so she must no longer live in soli-

Meine Seele 
Jena Vandenberg

Essay
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tude. I fear every day that she might fall, or get sick, and I wasn’t there to help her. But, simultaneously I will miss the 
time I went to a Trump rally and exercised my political freedoms in our great country. 

       No matter where I choose to spend my eternity, my soul will be broken. It will be broken into two pieces. Some-
what like a friendship heart necklace, where both pieces form one heart– this signifies my soul. Both pieces will always 
be a part of  me, but nevertheless they are separated by that dark, deep ocean. My soul will never be complete, never at 
peace, my soul will remain broken.  No matter how far I must travel, ich wurde troztdem immer jede sekunde von mein 
leben geneissen.

16



Eye-dentity
Amelie Clark

Photography
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No one should ever judge

A nation 

by a few extremists’ wrong doings.

My beautiful country,

Iran, 

wealthy

In its history and traditions 

Suffers from this humiliation.

Iran, 

once called the Persian Empire,

Is a kingdom with sempiternal fire;

Its resourceful culture withstood invasion,

Iran remains 

an old and respectful civilization. 

Between religion and fundamentalism

The frontier can sometimes 

be thin and fragile; 

My home is shaken by fear and instability.

Azadi
Ombeline Francoise

Free Verse

But where to seek unity 

In a broken country?

Freedom and Liberty.

Those values must remain almighty

Those who strove for these notions 

Must never fall 

into oblivion. 
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Sometimes I lie down.

I lie down on my bedroom carpet

And I brush my hands against its prickling softness.

I stare way up at the ceiling,

So white and so without feeling,

And I whisper forbidden words into the lonely air-

“I just want to be happy.”

 

You see, when I was five years old,

Nothing could break me.

Words couldn’t sting and laughter

Wasn’t deceiving.

Days were filled with orange juice- no pulp-

And bicycle rides,

Always braids beneath helmets

That were too oversized,

And grubby hands holding tight

To the silicon wrapped handlebars,

Never letting go.

 

But then after a while, I do. And soon, 

Mom not buying that Hershey’s bar at the store’s checkout

Is no longer the only problem that I worry about;

As anxiety piles up upon my chest-

Did she roll her eyes at me?

why won’t they treat me like the rest? –

And how to fit in with everyone else

Feels like an equation that I will never quite solve,

Though I try, fragmented words, and smiles and all.

 

And I grow numb to all the people 

Who tell me I am not alone-

That it gets better, just wait, just wait… 

Because if  I am not alone, why do I feel so alone,

In the hallways that drown me,

At empty kitchen counters at home?

And so what if  it might get better in four or five years? 

I want to feel better now, I want to feel happy now, 

Right now, right here.  

Fifteen
Yuna Shprecher

Spoken Word
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Life billows out in front of  me, so vast and unknown.

Warm and cool, carefree and woeful hues and tones.

I look at it excited. I look at it with unease.

I look at it praying someday I can simply breathe.

And I hope the wonder I felt,

With pigtails soaring through the breeze,

Will fight its way back and once more be free.

 

But right now, I am just fifteen.

And my insecurities

Consume me,

In the trickling lights of  the empty in-between.

Letting Go
Samantha Sweet

Photography

______________________________

link to performance with original choreography 

and original musical score 

20



Grand
Lindsey Belgrad

Drawing
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Fifteen: Musical Score
Yuna Shprecher

Musical Score
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An Escape
Yue He
Painting
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Night begins as it always does, 

in silence

It ends with the wind gusting the world

Once again into the bright 

of  a new day

And out of  the immoral lies of  night. 

As a child, people told me 

to never

Go to the forest alone at nighttime

It is said to be the land of  nightmares,

Where the moon makes shadows haunting the living

As the wind howls like the wails of  the dead.

People said the trees would be frightening,

That they would reach out

with spindly hands

To keep me away from the places I know

The trees protect me from the world outside,

So I never understood why they said

To always be frightened when I am alone.

Their Nightmares
Kaitlen von Colditz

Free Verse

To me, the trees were always my friends

Exposing the lies the world expressed as true.

For this, I will stay where I know,

in the

Forest where

they told me never to go.
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From my early years, my mom suspected that I would be a dancer. Frail and skinny for my age, I was the shortest in my 
grade. The other children did not consider me to be athletic or strong. I was just a tiny, smart girl. As the years passed, 
my classmates grew ever taller, and I was left in the dust. By second grade, I was by far the shortest. My dad used to 
play soccer for a team with my other friends’ parents. I remember sitting quietly on the sidelines and cheering him on. 
One day, while watching a game, I became interested in the sport, not just cheering. The way that soccer was played 
resembled music. The ball thumped to the beat while the players’ cleats stampeded the floor like rain. This moment in 
time was the spark for me to finally discover who I really was. After the game, I quietly asked my dad if  he could coach 
a soccer team for me. His face lit up into a bright smile. “Sure, I would love to!” he replied. 

We created a team with my friends, and started to play in games. At first, no one seemed to understand the game, and 
it seemed as if  we were running aimlessly on the field. Yet, after a few games and many practices, we were unstoppable. 
The ball sailed around the sidelines while the team ran forward to score a goal. In one game, I was playing striker and 
the ball suddenly was passed to me. From that moment on, my passion just took over. I dribbled through a few players 
and shot the ball into the goal. The team rallied around me and my mom ran onto the field to embrace me. It was my 
first goal and I can still feel the exhilaration. 

Then, came a girl named Kaisey. She was the most popular girl in school with blond, straight hair and clear blue eyes. 
One day, Kaisey’s parents called my dad and asked if  she could be on our soccer team. At practice, Kaisey was the best 
player, and in games she scored most of  the goals. She was, no doubt, the most skilled player on the team. Then, at one 
practice, my dad decided to have a race. Once my dad said go, I was up ahead in the front but, I didn’t see Kaisey on my 
tail. In the last leg, she overtook me and won the race. Anger bubbled like a volcano inside of  me. “Why her?” I thought 
to myself, “She has everything!” 

Kaisey was a triple threat: beauty, brains and talent. However, she lacked one thing, kindness, and that stuck in my side 
like a thorn. She was mean. She would treat my friends and me as her servants. No one had the courage to stand up to 
her and we all had to live in her shadow. Kaisey could sweet talk the teacher with her manners and etiquette, but turn 
around and be insulting and conniving to the rest of  us. Now she was running the show at soccer too. 

In the practices that followed, my dad would have us race at the end to build stamina. Kaisey beat me by a little every 
time. What she didn’t know was that I was practicing. Every day I would go outside and run. When I ran, I felt the 
wind blowing through my brown hair and felt my sneakers softly touching the black pavement with each stride. I re-
sembled a gazelle, prancing in the air and not wanting to stop. At the next practice, I was ready to face Kaisey. Once I 
heard the word “go” I bolted full speed toward the finish. My mind was blank and all I focused on was my speed. I won 
that race and all of  the races after that. I was no longer the fragile kid that I was before in second grade. I played soc-

The Sport that Changed My Life
Sejal Patel

Personal Narrative
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cer with passion and we won every game to finish the season undefeated. I summoned the courage to finally stand up to 
Kaisey at school, too. 

In fourth grade, most players would make the transition to a competitive soccer league. At dinner one night, my par-
ents asked me if  I wanted to try out for the league. Once I nodded yes, I knew that there was no turning back. When 
I arrived at tryouts, everyone knew each other, and I felt so alone. I saw players with all types of  skill levels and they 
all seemed higher than mine. They wore different jerseys and remained in their own groups, but I had no group and no 
matching jersey. The coaches called the players in and checked off  names from a list. Everyone slowly departed after 
being called, and I was the only one remaining. They realized that I was new and quickly jotted down my name. The 
players had to assemble into groups and I ended up in a group of  kids who, although I didn’t know then, would become 
my closest friends in soccer. One girl was named Fiona. She had brown hair and a short stature while another girl, Tay-
lor, was a skinny, tall blond. We passed the ball around until the coaches split us up into teams. I was the right forward 
position when I got the ball. To the girls, and to my surprise, I was fast, even for them. I dribbled down the field doing 
all sorts of  moves like the step over, the scissor, and the faint. Soon, girls were calling my name to pass the ball. After 
that scrimmage, I was a player to look out for. The coaches put me with higher-level players and I made a high-level 
club team. 

Since that day, I have been playing club soccer, and I have continued to improve during the hot practices. Not only did 
I improve individually, I became close friends with the girls on my team and my coach. I have had the same amazing 
coach for three years now, and he has helped me to be a stronger and more confident girl, far beyond what I could have 
ever imagined.
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Between the Scenery 
Logan Desaye

Free Verse

This article of  yours, written in the walls

Instead of  in the open,

Was engraved in my skull just now,

And comes with the notion of  such a decadent fabric --

A place where the distraught gain uncertain bypass,

A place where obsolete maneuvers roam in silence,

But the real experience is lost in the backwash,

And interest dies in the morning.

Illustrated with convoluted and unannounced tales,

Of  faraway realities,

Of  the blurred scenes that could have been.

Do you ever truly wake?

For the ecstasy is not between the scenes.

Not entirely.

So the awakening must come with welcome arms, 

Because human nature must return us to reality unscathed

Where the finale is worth all you make of  it.

“And now we return to your regularly scheduled program.”
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The Solitude
Rocky Castro

Drawing

White fangs bared in moonlight, 

the russet of  blood --

The hare cried out, too soon it was done.

And then – silence, not one sound did I hear

Not even from the brook snaking through the woods.

The rest turned away, lucky it was not them

And the wolf, she devoured – grateful 

For the chance to live, the chance to move on

With the ebb and flow of  life, just as the sun

Rises and falls, dancing with the moon.

I witness the dawn and dusk of  life

Beating to the rhythm of  the wolf ’s feet.

And still, I know it is meant to be 

So I escape the woods as tears escape me

Gracing the ground as the hare falls to the wolf.  

I wondered how nature could do such a thing 

To a creature it claimed as its own?

One of  its Own 
Kylie Head

Free Verse
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It’s the way you fall.

Like tripping, 

Tripping on a blade.

The violent steel seeps in,

You don’t see the end till you’ve unsheathed it from

your flesh

It’s as if  keeping it in completes you.

All the recollections. 

All the feelings it stores.

It holds you together

And as soon as it’s taken out,

That’s when the pain mutilates you

And runs through your veins until your blood

Burns through your skin like lava.

Dripping down.

The weight of  an eternity with each hot tear.

Burning like heathens 

Rotting in hell.

It takes time to heal like any wound should.

It’s the scars it leaves:

Gnarled and gruesome.

Because it’s all in the way

you fall.

But I 

grew resilient to the constant torment,

And my scars healed.

Revealing gleaming angelic wings

Over the foundation of  my agony.

Falling
Stella Ebner

Free Verse
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Valley of  Life
Yue He
Drawing
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Charles- Handsome middle-aged man. His father recently became ill and the family had to spend their funds on his medical 
bills. He is wearing a cheap, discolored, and loose-fitting suit. Charles is walking home from his dead father’s funeral with no 
money in his checking account.

Tiffany- a descendant from an aristocratic family, she is a middle aged woman living in her dead parents’ mansion. She is 
wearing a gorgeous, form-fitting blue gown. She is taking a stroll in a park near her home. She spots Charles also walking 
down the same path and approaches him

 Setting- A bare stage, lights focusing on one bench center stage.     

Charles: (walks to center stage, lights focused on him, not on the bench where Tiffany is seated) (aside) I miss you. You meant 
the world to me, and now you’re gone. (Angrily) You left me with nothing, except for your stupid art collection. Now 
all I have left it this worn out suit and a few dollars in my pocket. I mean (chuckles while looking up at the sky) at least it 
was sunny on the day of  your funeral. Now I mean I—

Tiffany: (Lights come up to Tiffany sitting on one end of  the bench) (Timidly) Excuse me sir, I didn’t mean to bother you 
but, by chance, do you have a phone? 

Charles: (walks closer to Tiffany while looking through his pocket) I suppose I do (hands Tiffany an old cracked phone)

Tiffany: (humorously) Oh, is this one of  your servants’ phones? 

Charles: (aside) Who does she think I am, a lord? Does she think I live in a magical castle? (Chuckles) More like a 
smelly apartment.

Tiffany: Sir? Hello? 

Charles: Oh sorry, yes?

Tiffany: (annoyed) How does this thing work, anyway? 

Charles: You just dial the number. 

The Bench in the Park 
Joshua Folz
One Act Play
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Tiffany: (Pushes thumb into phone and clears throat) Siri? Call Daddy.

Charles: My phone doesn’t have Siri. 

Tiffany: (confused) So, I actually have to dial the number?

Charles: (annoyed) Yes, that’s how phones work.

Tiffany: (dials phone number and starts talking) (angry) Father! Where is my chauffeur, James? I’ve been waiting here 
for thirty minutes and I want to go home! (Tiffany pauses and pretends to listen to the phone for 3 seconds) Okay, I better 
see him soon, and don’t forget the check for 300, 000 dollars is sitting on the counter! (Pulls phone away from ear and 
hangs up) 

Charles: I don’t mean to intrude miss, but why have you been waiting here for so long? 

Tiffany: (annoyed) Um, why do you care? 

Charles: (Sits down next to Tiffany on bench) I was just wondering… Do you know what? Never mind. My name is 
Charles, what’s your name?

Tiffany: (proudly) My name is Tiffany! Oh and I’m sorry for mentioning that small amount of  money on the phone ear-
lier,  I have been wondering, do you have a large financial status like me? 

Charles: (confused) Financial status? 

Tiffany: Yes, what’s your financial status? How much money do you have?

Charles: (aside) Well, I’m nothing more than a poor man with no family…but she doesn’t have to know that! 

Tiffany: (annoyed) Are you deaf? Hello? 

Charles: No I am not, I was just about to call my car over in fact! 

Tiffany: (intrigued) Oh, I did not know that you had wealth in your family! 

Charles: I do, in fact! I have a gorgeous mansion, with famous artwork dressing the walls! 

Tiffany: (intrigued) Sounds wonderful!
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Charles: Indeed! 

Tiffany: How did you acquire such riches?  

Charles: (pauses) My father worked with many famous artists when he lived in Paris.  When these artists would sell 
their work, they would give him some of  the profit! 

Tiffany: (intrigued) Fascinating! 

Charles: (Aside) She really believes I’m the son of  some wealthy art consumer? How insane! Maybe if  I let her believe 
that I am rich, I can befriend her and have a chance to steal her wealth and take it as my own! 

Tiffany: (intrigued) Would I know of  your father’s name?

Charles: (takes short pause) Thomas Edward.

Tiffany: I have not heard of  that name before, do you live in this area? 

Charles: (aside) What is the richest neiborhood in this city I can think of?

Charles: I live in Merry Wood estates!

Tiffany:  (surprised) That’s exactly where I live, too! 

Charles: (sarcastic) Fascinating! 

Tiffany: Why have we never spoken before? 

Charles: Maybe we just don’t live near each other.

Tiffany: (intrigued) You should come visit me sometime! In fact, why don’t you come home with me and my driver, 
James, in our gorgeous baby blue Rolls Royce! I’m sure we will have a swell time back at my three story mansion! 

Charles: (intrigued) Sounds wonderful! 

Tiffany: Maybe we will pass by your mansion on our way to mine! 

Charles: (aside) I can’t believe the car I’m about to enter is more expensive then my own home back in the city! Hope-
fully, with my knowledge of  art, I will be able to trick her and her servants into giving me some of  their family’s funds! 

Tiffany: The car will be arriving shortly! 
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 Charles: Wonderful, I can’t wait! 

Tiffany: (confused) I forgot to ask you, why is your suit so shabby? 

Charles: I— I was mauled by a dog 

Tiffany: (aside) He was mauled by a dog? How interesting, he is quite the (sighs) romantic! 

Tiffany: (interested) How interesting!

Charles: Quite...

Tiffany: (stares into his eyes) Your eyes… so gorgeous… so blue!

Charles: (Stutters) Th— Th— thank you? 

Tiffany: (intrigued) You should know that I have always been interested in very strong (moves closer to Charles on the 
bench) manly men. And I consider someone a manly man if  they were.... mauled by a dog.  

Charles: (slides closer to the edge of  the bench away from Tiffany) I— I’m so flattered. 

Tiffany: (slides closer to Charles) I can’t wait to introduce you to my father! I think he will love you! He will just love 
being able to see your art collection! 

Charles: (nervous) My art collection? Oh yes, that old thing. You should know that I don’t have any pictures of  the piec-
es in the collection. 

Tiffany: Well that’s a shame! I guess father and I will just have to come over to your mansion sometime.

Charles: (aside) Wow. Tiffany is much clingier than I thought. I don’t have any art or mansions to show her and it 
sounds like she wants to get more (slides farther away from Tiffany) serious in our relationship. I can’t do this anymore! 

Tiffany: My chauffeur, James, will be arriving shortly.  My father doesn’t like dirty suits so I will sneak you in and you 
can borrow one of  his! 

Charles: (gets up from park bench) I know I said I will be coming to your house but I don’t think I can anymore. I have 
something to confess to you… I— I’m not wealthy at all, I don’t have a gorgeous art collection, and I don’t own any 
mansions located in Merry Wood estates, in fact I don’t have any mansions at all. 

Tiffany: (confused) Excuse me, I am not following here.
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Charles: (aside) I would love some wealth… but this poor girl is actually falling in love with me! My father would want 
me to tell the truth… so maybe I will just confess.

Tiffany: Charles? 

Charles: As I said before, Tiffany, I never received any money from my father and I do not live in Merry Wood estates. I 
live in a smelly apartment downtown and this ripped up suit I’m wearing is, sadly, one of  the nicest suits I own. 

Tiffany: (eyes begin to water) But Charles, (starts dramatically sobbing) I loved you! 

Charles: (Takes out phone and tries to order an Uber) I need to get out of  here quick, she’s going crazy! 

Tiffany: (continues to sob) Imagine the future we could be living in a couple years… You, me, our twelve children…  

Charles: (aside) The Uber won’t be here for another 10 minutes! Maybe I should just make a run for it!

Tiffany: (continues to sob) Imagine our wedding day! 

Charles: (cautiously gets up and steps away from the bench) Tiffany, You do seem like a very nice woman and all, but I 
best be going (starts briskly walking off  stage) 

Tiffany: (continues to sob while screaming) Charles! No don’t leave me!  

(As Charles walks off  stage, Tiffany continues to sob as the lights fade)
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I was enthralled by an unremarkable blade of  grass

Which slowed down my hurried pace --

Unremarkable and 

Tedious,

It lives in the shadow of  a tall tree.

I was enthralled by the unremarkable grass

Which slows down my hurried pace --

The lovers who sit next to the blossom

Praising the excellent aroma which it endlessly leaks.  
.

I was enthralled by an unremarkable grass

Which slows down my hurried pace --

Still standing after the storm

Still standing after those steps.

I wish 

I could only be such grass

With no envy of  the tree and the rose --

As unremarkable as I can be.

Grass
Tian-Han Wang

Free Verse

Timeworn Smile
Sejal Patel
Photography
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Winter, 

Crimson pansies and 

shimmering icicles 

 while the tangerine fire outside burns. 

—Alone— 

and subsides 

to a mere coal-black pit of  ash 

as the light drops of  snow 

cover the damage 

of  anguish—

Gone 
Mehek Sumar
Mirror Cinquain
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Artificial Light
Amelie Clark

Photography
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Baba. At least that’s what I used to call him. One minute his bright, luminous light is on. The next, flickering. 
Then, solidified. Another virtuous, innocent life suddenly taken by cancer. 

His image is still crystalized in my mind. Every weekend we would see each other. We used to. Before we moved 
from England. Before he passed away. Still, I remember our daily, weekly visits. Walking up those cobblestone steps, 
gracefully. Taking each step one by one as if  it were my last. Looking through the transparent, translucent glass. To 
his usual spot. Sitting on the white sofa awaiting my arrival. To where he would be. Dressed in the traditional white 
clothing. With long sleeves, only to be buttoned at the top. Matching with the same colored, neutral pants. Creating a 
soft glow around him. Not a stain in sight. As I opened the shiny glassy door knob, the slightest creak would gather his 
attention. Then, our eyes would meet. Our chestnut brown eyes. It made the world around us stop spinning. And for a 
moment, it was just us. I longed for him to capture me in his soft, warm arms. Never letting me go. 

The day came we all knew was approaching. When we found out the anticipated results of  the cancer dug deep 
inside. The phone started ringing in the distance. Only getting louder and louder. Fear running through our veins as the 
life of  my Baba was running out through the thin, nonexistent phone lines.  

His life slowly deteriorated quicker than an apple rotting. And there I am, a witness to it all. Helpless. Useless. 
Only able to observe and record. Watching him one minute. Happy and cheerful. Up and going. In and out the house. 
Next, he is bedridden. 

 The day. The finale. The day everyone dreaded and hoped would be forgotten. The day he was forced to leave us. 
All of  us. One day, he is here. His chestnut brown eyes, reflecting mine. Open. The next, shut tight. Unwilling to open 
again. One day, a hospital room. With him right by my side. Holding my hand. Telling me everything will be fine. Don’t 
worry. The next, he is gone. Our hands no longer touching. His hands motionless. Paralyzed.

 The house he was once present in, now forever stained with a sense of  emptiness. His memories hung up on the 
bleached walls. And I, walking up those cobblestones steps, looking through the small, translucent window. To his usu-
al spot, on the white sofa. Dressed in the traditional white clothing, awaiting my arrival. Now forever stained with his 
scent. Now forever replaced by a framed picture. A picture of  my Baba.

White Innocence
Monica Ghuman

Vignette
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No shadows lurking in the mirror

No skeletons in the closet, no bouts of  terror

No paranoias fermenting in my head

No monsters hiding under the bed

Just quiet.

Just petite footsteps, or a whisper goodnight

A lullaby breeze brisking across starlight

Thoughts that stay silent.

No spasms of  panoramic panic infecting every sense like plague

No one a.m. sweats with dread, potently vague

Only a piano’s melody for a soporific, or a moonlit sigh

Before I embrace that sweet Lethe’s tide.

All I desire is a mind just my own

But the cure I so crave is forever unknown.

A Mind All My Own
Lauren Puryear

Free Verse
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Boardwalk Waves
Tyson Legner

Photography

Adrift:  

With every 

Tick of  the clock’s hand 

I grew to know less why I was 

Drifting. 

Time forgot about me as 

The waves— ceaselessly beat 

Against the sand: 

Cyclical. 

Evanescence
Isabella Rose

Butterfly Cinquain
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What’s your name? Salomé. Salo...what? Salomay. Where is it from? I don’t know. I ran off  to play with the oth-
ers. The kids wearing blue jeans and sneakers. Blue like the ocean, separating continents. I was an observer. The kind 
that wondered what it would be like to have a name like Courtney. My mom would speak, and I would say stop. Not 
right now. Not in front of  my friends. I didn’t want to draw attention. Remind them of  the other half  of  me. I didn’t 
say stop to my dad. He didn’t speak.

I went through my closet one day. I’m too old for this I said to myself. I took every dress, every pink skirt and 
threw it onto my bed. Slipped on a pair of  jeans and walked out the door. Stop. She looked at me from top to bottom. 
Don’t you want to wear something a little nicer? Avoiding the question, I left to play with others like me. Sounding like 
me. That’s what I wanted. At least that’s what I thought I wanted. My pink skirts changed into blue jeans. My dresses 
turned into grey shirts. I was a colorful piece of  art that was fading away. 

Often, I would find myself  in the same conversations. Do you like croissants? No, I don’t.  What about baguettes? 
No.  Crepes? No.  So what do you like? I like anything you like.

Looking back on it, I regret saying those things. Because I did like croissants. I did like baguettes. I did like 
crepes. I would just never admit it. Not to my friends. Especially not to the ones wearing blue jeans.

I wasn’t my dad. I wasn’t my mom. I felt like the middle. I was the ocean separating my two worlds. Somehow, 
someday or maybe over a long period of  time, I figured out that the ocean water had a mix of  both worlds and that was 
a good thing. Sometimes being two is better than one. I thought of  it as a gift. It began to be something that I em-
braced. My name wasn’t so bad after all.

French-American
Esmee Breece

Vignette
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Each day goes by slower than the last-

We wait.

It is a cruel game that leaves me feeling stranded. 

To wake up in an empty house, 

Requires strength --

A capacity for which I don’t contain. 

We grow anxious,

The first knock came last week --

Hostility is the dark ambience that clouds the house, 

Filling the rooms and doorways to my soul.  

We can only sit and wonder. We are trapped in the dark- 

A place where the sun doesn’t shine and the world doesn’t 
turn;

The last knock came today;

Just like that, you were gone. 

I didn’t see you go;

I just knew you were gone. 

Gone For Then
Diallah Athari

Spoken Word

The smell of  your perfume still lingers 

Your bed is still unmade and your toothbrush is still damp 
from this morning. 

Your life is here but you are not.

The house is no longer alive… 

The walls are bare and there is no longer room for celebra-
tion. 

It does not matter that victory reigns on in the hearts of  
others, 

You and I have nothing to live for. 

Ripped from my arms like a particle in the wind

Slowly drifting far from my reach. 

We are dainty sail boats caught in a storm of  thunder. 

The nights are long yet cease to contain slumber…

We don’t own anything but the praise we can offer;

Surrender to God- 

Pray for response.

We do not sleep. 
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We do not blink-

Any time, any place. 

My mother- 

Taken by force. 

Gone for now. 

Gone for then. 

Gravelled Petals
Isabelle Barako

Photography
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Juxtaposed Emotions
Yue He
Drawing
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I caught myself  relentlessly staring in the mirror.

“That’s you,”my mother used to say.

Except the reflection she observed wasn’t me anymore.

It was a girl, who I once knew.

A girl with a heart as pure as childhood’s naivety,

And a smile as bright as her future promised to be.

So open to loving and being loved.

Now,

it appears that the same girl is perpetually disappointed.

Not only by the world,

But in herself.

T i c k T o c k,

All these years wasted.

Tick-Tock.

In the attempt at cheating time,

The idea of  aging came with invincibility,

I was mistaken all along.

Frosted Mirror
Rafaella Rocha Correia

Spoken Word

Seems like the heroines that she idolized for so long

Only proved unable to protect her;

From the world and even from herself.

I feel an ice cube melting in my scalding spine,

The freezing water intrusively penetrating every vertebrae,

Disintegrating my stature.

All that remains are mere fragments.

The girl I see now in the mirror is damaged,

Confined within her own paranoia.

The sting of  disappointment in every tear she has shed.

Each drop frozen, 

a frigidity that contaminates  

with every breath she takes --

She exhales the hope left in her.

Frozen by time, she stands in front of  the mirror,

Reminiscing upon the time when her soul was still on fire,

And life was just an eternal summer.
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 “Paciencia y fe. Eso fue lo único que la isla necesitaba.” I stepped out of  the airport and the burnt scent of  hu-
midity and gasoline hit me across the face. The island embraced me with its tropical heat. My cousin, Andrea, greeted 
me with a tight hug. My eyes began to water as a wave of  sadness washed over me like the shores of  Aguadilla.

 It had been nine months since Hurricane Maria hit. September of  2017 had turned into a nightmare. Every 
morning, before getting dropped off  at school, my mom would let me know how long it had been since my family had 
called or how long they had been without power. Each day was another attempt to hold back tears, as I tried imagining 
my home being ripped apart at the seams. I could not imagine the nostalgic smell of  adobo being pushed away by air 
filled with dust and dismal thoughts. I could not imagine the cloudless blue skies being twisted and turned into a gruel-
ing grey, as if  it was some sort of  conversion therapy for the island. Like they were being forced to change without do-
ing anything wrong. I thought of  how it was a miracle my cousin was sitting next to me in the bulky, charcoal-colored 
rental car on our way to the apartment.

I spent the ninety-minute drive peering outside. My sister had a depressed demeanor, but Andrea somehow 
masked it with happy gossip. Twenty minutes into the drive and the car was drowned in silence. I kept glancing outside, 
watching the blankets of  green flora cover the side of  the street for miles, flourishing after the violent storm. My mom 
shattered the silence with a single question. She asked what Maria was like. Andrea said it was intimidating. My eyes 
gravitated towards the conversation as I began to listen. Andrea said that the media neglected Maria’s violence. She 
described Maria almost as if  she were describing a person, greedy and relentless. Maria would take what she wanted and 
destroy what she could. She would pluck perfectly placed palm trees out of  the ground like weeds, as if  Puerto Rico was 
her garden. Her winds would yell so fiercely while she concentrated all of  her anger in each drop of  rain. She made the 
air as dense as cement, making sure each breath was bleaker than the somber clouds above. She took everything.

Andrea told us that she was out of  power for over one hundred days. At school, the humidity would encase them 
in sweat due to the lack of  air conditioning. She mentioned she had to race the sun to finish her work or else she’d be 
hunted down by the rising moon. The only music available was the comforting song the coquis would sing once the pink 
skies were painted a dark purple. She knew that soon, the only source of  light would be the softly glimmering stars up 
in the sky.

 She talked about how scarce resources were. Water was liquid gold. As I was pushed and shoved impatiently, 
waiting half  an hour in line just to get a 24 case of  water bottles, water’s significance became very clear to me.  I spent 
thirty minutes in someone’s daily life. Food was rationed. People only miles from where Andrea lived died of  starvation. 
Because of  Maria, lives were taken just as quickly as she took away the island’s electricity. Innocent homes were rid of  
the lights of  their life, and quickly replaced with darkness and dread.

 Paciencia y Fe
Karina Velez-Corretjer

Personal Narratice
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As my thoughts tumbled deeper in my imagination, I jerked forward, snapping out of  my delirious haze. I 
stepped out of  the car, wobbling like my train of  thought. My cousin had a question for me. She asked if  the island 
looked broken to me.

 I took time to ponder her question. It had never come across to me as broken, just set back. I knew the comfort-
ing aroma of  the island hibiscus would always calm my anxiety. I knew the sparkling turquoise sea would always have 
my back, surrounding me no matter where I turned. I answered no, because the island’s ruptured exterior was unable to 
disband our spirit and break the bond Maria had created for us. But one thought kept gnawing away at me. I asked my 
cousin what allowed her to maintain her sanity in Maria’s aftermath. 

With a reassuring tone, she said, “Paciencia y fe. Eso fue lo único que la isla necesitaba,”  Patience and faith. That 
was all the island needed.
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Everyday Bananas in Vietnam
Olivia Schumacher

Painting
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There’s a path. For everyone, for everything. A long path that never ends. It can be your friend, it can be your en-
emy. My dad told me, no matter what path it is, you have to follow it. My path is getting narrower. And there’s a bigger 
path I can choose. I told my dad, there are many paths, you might like them, you might not. I will choose the path that 
chooses me, that helps me, that understands me. 

My dad and I sat down and had a conversation. There’s a path that is given to you, my dad said, you should be 
loyal to your path, and not betray it. Your path is to stay here, in Seoul, your hometown. Why do you want to go to the 
United States?

 I replied, there are many paths, and why not choose another? My dad asked me, why do you want tangled wires 
instead of  untangled? I answered, it doesn’t matter if  the wires are tangled or untangled, as long as the wires work 
properly.  We can live for hundreds of  years while being tangled. Why do you want to walk instead of  driving a sports 
car? Sports cars are fast and easy, but if  they run out of  gas, they are nothing, I answered. I choose walking because I 
can go further. Just like the road in front of  my house. Cha road. It’s very steep and hard to climb. There’s another road 
in front of  my house, it’s much easier to climb than Cha road. But, the easier road is shorter than Cha road.

I walk on Cha road quite often; but in the winter the white, crispy snow hinders my crossing. It’s covered with 
ice like a blanket. The blanket will disappear as time goes by. My friends and I play a game during winter at Cha road. 
Whoever melts the ice on the road wins. We always heat up the ice, and wait patiently. We wait, and wait, and wait. I 
always seemed to lose, I never wanted to force the ice to be something that it wasn’t. 

I wanted this, too. I wanted to be free to make my own decisions, to live life as free as a butterfly. My path. My 
own path. I chose my path. The path can be hard. It can betray me. But I will never regret my choice.

Cha Road
Howard Cho

Vignette
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The green shapes surrounding became darker

While in the distance, the sound of  waves

Reminded me how close to home I was.

The whistle of  the wind fanned the fire,

It radiated warmth and clarity

That put me in a bizarre trance, then

Lead me to the fortress I had designed.

The woods had been my inspiration.

Then, a movement in the branches --

Branches cracked, but only darkness and

The moon enlightened my path

As my hand shook and I felt the dew.

I wondered, was there good or harm?

Something ghostly and full of  upheaval

In the glistening malachite gems that stared,

And the slate fur, that duplicated the blight

Reflecting the angst in my eyes,  We both felt the 

same fright. After I blinked, all returned --

Only I and a breach in the fence

While the eucalyptus trees swayed

and faded away.

The Breach 
Guillermo De Fernando Valido

Free Verse

Bleeding Blossom
Yue He
Painting
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 Enchanting. Truly enchanting was the moment I saw baby Salma for the first time, cradled in the basket of  love 
that her mother’s gentle arms wove. The newborn’s plump, cherry-blossom cheeks illuminated as she drew near. Her se-
rene sleep delivered placidity into the atmosphere. A delicate rose bud was before me, awaiting bloom into full radiance.

Soft, clear breath flew from her tiny nose and tickled mine. Her lashes, like ribbon-tailed astrapias soaring apart, 
unveiled a mystical forest in which I was instantaneously captivated. A dark border encompassed vibrant olive-toned 
blades of  grass, which glistened brilliantly in fresh dew. Branches of  a colossal willow pulled me into their twisted em-
brace. An uplifting rush coursed through my veins. Seconds later, Salma’s dainty lashes concealed the magical forest. I 
was abruptly forced back into reality. 

Deep crimson seeped into Salma’s pale pink cheeks. A horrific storm commenced in the majestic forest of  her 
eyes; water drenched her dainty lashes until not an ounce more could cling to them. Salty rain streamed down her 
strained cheeks. An arrogant discord escaped the baby’s lips. The piercing weeps simulated the shrill wails of  a banshee, 
and flooded my head before pounding to escape. Her chaotic cries punctured my heart. You Are My Sunshine softly 
danced from my lips. My tune demanded silence; the baby’s cacophony obediently abided. The song mesmerized the 
ever-alluring forest. Peering into my soul the grand willow tree and twinkling grass begged to connect with the music’s 
master. 

 The baby’s arm rose upward. She unclenched her tense fist and extended a frail pointer finger. As it approached 
my hand the innocent purity of  Salma’s tiny finger contrasted the experience of  mine, and served as a reminder of  the 
world’s simple beauty. The warmth of  her tender hand, delicately wrapped around my mighty thumb, reassured me of  
the power I held.  The rush I had felt before returned. An indescribable emotion. Of  peace and hope. Of  joy and accep-
tance. Of…Slowly I grew quiet, and sounds reclaimed their place. The hypnosis of  the song was broken. However, the 
emotion remained. My stiffened thumb pleaded with my newborn cousin never to release her grasp, and my eyes cher-
ished the bond they shared with hers. For, Salma’s forest never glimmered as beautifully as when the storm was cured 
by my melody.

Salma’s Song
Layla Alalawi
Personal Narrative

Bleeding Blossom
Yue He
Painting
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I wandered in the sun, the moon and stars,

Along the warmth and brightness of  sunrise,

And the cool, calming color in sunset.

Unlike others, my heart acts quickly to

Jump at the shots that bring pain and suffering. 

Even as the wolf  attacks in motion

With nature, my heart follows the blood of  

The suffering victim in agony

As I heal those wounds and revive the dead,

My heart grows; I am thanked with a stutter,

And then a trail of  dust, as if  I were

The predator and the enemy who

Spilt the blood

It appears like that when the

Fly, spindled in the inescapable

Web of  the spider, or the innocent hare,

Bleeding out by the oppressor’s paw, provide

A motion, or nod, assessing my heart.

But only a moment, then my eyes blink

And the wounded disappear and forget

The one that brought a second chance to them. 

My heart cannot forget the ones in need.

All of  those in the past that have pranced

Around in the burning ashes of  my

Fiery heart, all of  those that smiled

And laughed as if  my feelings were empty,

I dream of  you and the web of  moments,

Fractions in time that un-leveled my heart.

With no condolence, my heart continues

Its rhythm, pumping as steady as before, 

But a difference presides, yet cannot 

Overtake the love I feel for the hurt.

My heart, unbroken, becomes exploited

To their needs, for where would they be

Without my careful hands and tender heart.

For some, love comes with time, energy and 

Memories. But I, my heart acts quickly.

The Heart’s Victim
Allie Payne

Blank Verse
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Too quick  

Too fast

To pump

To give

To love

Tranquility
Justin Marxen

Digital Art
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This is Day 196; I am Space Cadet

And I am alone with my regrets,

Here in the hollow dark of  space

Where every fear has a face.

In this place there are no days,

Just thoughts lost to a vacant haze.

Just silent shouts and unvoiced doubts

Answered by echoes until hope’s doused.

Goodnight to everyone who listened

Goodbye to the winking stars that glisten

If  anyone’s out there, don’t waste your time

Life’s nothing more than a transient rhyme

Space Cadet
Lauren Puryear

Free Verse
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Painted Voyage
Miles Reich
Photography

Dawn on the sea.

The sail looks like a bird’s wing

From the view of  the shore.

It carries the breath of  the ocean,

Heading towards the port.

Little by little, I’m contemplating

The sun  going down, as an egg yolk

Under the gloom, the waves quietly move

Conveying the sail 

to its end.

Dawn on the Sea
Thao Le
Free Verse
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They say you can be anything you want;

The only thing that holds you back is you,

But is that really true?

Can I be anything I want to?

And can he or she?

What about that one kid who didn’t want to join the foot-
ball team,

And instead follow his dream-

His dream that his entire life, he had to hide

Because the one thing that stopped him, wasn’t him,

It was them-

They were the ones who caused him to get teased and treat-
ed as a disease 

And even push him to his rim.

They were the ones who not only caused his dreams, but 
also his life to seize.

And what about her?

That girl who did want to be on the football team,

But couldn’t even dare

Guidelines
Amelie Clark

Spoken Word

Just because that’s the way things are and always were.

There are two categories, and you only fit into one

There’s nothing you can do, and nothing to be undone.

“You think those are real problems?” they say,

“Oh just you wait, don’t worry, you’ll have serious problems 
to come.”

Before we even get a chance to speak our feelings,

Society tells us we are one certain thing-

No interlaps, no intertwining-

We’re put in a tiny box,

When it could easily be a room with no ceiling.

Gone are the days of  worrying about choosing the right 
dress,

Now you wonder if  you can go into the bathroom you desire 
without an arrest.

As you continue all these years fighting, just to make it out 
alive

Only to realize, your future is not where you wanted to 
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arrive.

All of  these choices made for us, and here we end up-

But can’t we do more than just survive?

The final choice left up to us:

Will we give in, or keep fighting?

So what if  he likes pink?

Or if  she likes science and wants to use her brain to think?

This is the time for change.

Here, the world stands, in a single file line.

The one who steps out, they will finally be the ones to defy

No longer forced to be a closed book stacked neatly on a 
shelf

And then

all that’s left is their true self.

______________________________

link to performance with original choreography 

and original musical score 
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A Day in Rome
Talia Cho
Photography
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Essence 

Of  a new 

renaissance has enlightened 

my path—to bring on tomorrow. 

Yet the

damage 

has surpassed: 

the bounds of  Andromeda— 

eternally stricken by one 

collision. 

For now, 

the stardust lingers: 

Unfathomable 

to envision the promising 

beginning; 

please come 

closer than 

Singularity
Isabella Rose
Garland Cinquain

expected—Saturn’s rings 

remain, encompassing the body: 

entrapped. 

For me, 

the limit lies

beyond the Moon’s eclipse:

For my eternal rest remains 

awaiting. 

Essence

has surpassed: 

unfathomable. 

The remains encompass the body: 

awaiting. 
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Abstract Flowers
Emily Pessin

Photography
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“Goodbye
my summer love.”
That’s what I whispered as
I watched him leave me for another 
rose…
A vibrant rose that met his eyes.
The scarlet rose surrounded
by tuscan yellow
blossoms.

I Know
Mehek Sumar

Butterfly Cinquains

But as
he walked away
I felt relief  and pity.
For the scarlet rose does not know
that he
will leave her like he once left me
for he enjoys nothing 
more than watching
us wilt…
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I sat with my head against the wall and my fragile body 
upon the chilled tiles

Frozen into place.

Destructive wailing of  hatred and regret crept its way to-
wards me

Every word like a drop of  water that would soon flood my 
home.

I wished I could close my eyes and take a breath of  silence,

But the deafening screams stripped me of  peace 

And left me with nothing

But you in my arms.

You and your skin

As pale as an angel upon the grave.

Symmetrical eyes that taunted me with their porcelain sto-
ries 

I longed to know.

Your face molded with cheeks containing a living rose’s 
glow,

Untouched by the disdained voices that discreetly began to 
dissolve.

Like a rainforest taken over by the fog of  midnight

Porcelain
Elizabeth Punches

Free Verse

I became enveloped in your world

Full of  yellow dresses and white shoes that shone in the 
light;

Golden hair that never seemed to be tangled

Like the web of  lies unfolding

Just a closed door away.

For just a moment,

Your world became ours.

But a fist swung.  Voices cracked.

I had insensibly begun to drown 

and gasped for air.

A clenched fist loosened

And your painted smile shattered into a million pieces.  
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Reflections
Luci Roberts
Paper Sculpture
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Lost Ruins
Diallah Athari

Photography
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 The roaring horn pierced through my airy thoughts. I stepped upon the boat to embark through the pristine wa-
ters of  the fjord outside Bergen, Norway. The majestic mountains ascended above us, and the clouds swam in the bor-
derless blue above. I paced slowly to the outskirts of  the boat. Creaking open the steel door revealed the majesty await-
ing me. The sun danced on us, but could not dissipate the frigid winds that brushed past my ear. I slowly assimilated 
into the scenery. The ambience so quiet and settling, nothing could corrupt my smile.

 The soft mixture of  salt and snow filled my lungs, much different than the desert of  Arizona. No dust or pollution 
contaminated the purity of  the snow laden mountains. The fresh snow blinded my eyes, but I couldn’t resist its beauty. 
I glanced down towards the river; underneath was the riveting blue soul that flourished the land around it. I glanced 
away once more, distracted by the trees pirouetting to the furious winds and the waves grasping at my skin.

 I soon walked inside the boat to the warmth of  the crowd. My mom’s warm welcome invited me but I strained 
away, mesmerized by the complexion of  blooming greens and soothing blues outside. My florid face defrosted in the 
coziness of  laughter with my family. Afterwards, I stepped back out, gravitated toward the vivacious colors when some-
thing familiar snapped me into oblivion. Wandering aimlessly onto the deck, I focused my vision ahead as the boat 
started turning, following the river.

  In the distance, I could finally see the dock on the horizon. My body kept still and pondered the beauty, but this 
time, nothing could divert my attention from my half-formed thoughts. Not the glimmering river, nor the pompous 
trees, nor the dancing sun, and not even the land approaching. I was fixated in my mind. It was as if  this luscious Eden 
was the manifestation of  Mother Nature herself. It was illustrious and entwined with the sap yellows, the sunset pinks, 
and the jungle greens. But all these airy ideas were above my head, out of  reach and tucked away in the soft marble 
blanket above. It was truly nature’s distraction.

Nature’s Distraction
Andrew Camacho

Personal Narrative
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A care

For your mind, your

Words sound like a church bell’s chime

You make me idiotic, crazed

For you

Alone

For your words, lips

Pressed into place, a beat --

My heart jumps for minutes on end

My friend

We dance

A couples’ dance,

Pressed against my heart, a match kindles --

We are more than I could have dreamed

All fine

You hurt 

Me but come back

I accept your propose

It sparks a fire rushing through my blood

Again.

Back and

Better than ever we

Both know what we did wrong 

We learned to improve, now you are 

My Love

A care

For your words, lips

Pressed against my heart, a match kindles

It sparks a fire rushing through my blood

My love.

My Love
Ryan Christianson

Garland Cinquain
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Pink Slumber
Lauren Puryear

Drawing
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 She wishes there were more windows in their apartment. It is already so small, and the painfully yellow lights and 
stretches of  white walls don’t do it any good- like an asylum, her asylum. But she knows she shouldn’t complain. The 
apartment already pushes the outer reaches of  what they can afford, and she could always walk outside if  she wanted 
to feel daylight. But still… to feel the warmth of  the sun on her back again, as she ran through hills and fields so green, 
laughter chasing her through every twist and turn… no, no. She can’t start to recollect years long past, because she 
is not a child anymore. She is an adult, and she has been for quite some time, and she must do the things that adults 
do. And adults certainly do not chase their cousins through grass so tall you must strain your neck to stay above, as if  
treading water in the ocean… and there she went again. 

 But the startled cry in the crib beside her pulls her back to the stifling room, back to being an adult. She scoops 
the child out of  her yellowing crib, and rests the bundle against her chest. 

 She did not stop crying.

 Figuring out what the baby is asking for each time is like an unbreakable code, an enigma, and she cannot under-
stand how other mothers do it. So she brings the child to her breast. The baby still cries. She lifts her up to smell if  she 
needs a change of  diapers, and she prays this is not the case. The baby keeps wailing, her eyes scrunched up, refusing 
to open. She is somewhat relieved, and she scoops mashed food- this time, she observes, it is some kind of  sweet pota-
to medley-  onto a plastic spoon, and hovers it near its rose petal mouth. But the baby continues to cry. And there is a 
side of  her, in the depths of  her frazzled mind, that wants to just let the child cry, to not care what it is asking for and 
walk out the door, into the daylight she yearns for so greatly. And to keep walking, far far away from her confinement, 
perhaps all the way back home, with the tall tall grass and tumbling green hills, and the smell of  freshly baked bread 
on Sunday mornings- oh, she had forgotten about that. But she feels disgusted at herself  for thinking this, shocked. An 
adult does not think such sinister things. Does she deserve to be an adult? A wife? A mother? 

 The baby is still crying, louder now that her mother has failed to care as much as she wants her to. 

 Desperate, out of  ideas, she brings the bundle of  tears to her chest, swaying her from side to side as best as she 
can. She had wanted to get a rocking chair, so she could rest and calm the baby with ease, but her husband said no, that 
she is a mother, and should know how to take care of  a child without the aid of  unnecessary, overly priced gadgets. No 
rocking chairs, no children’s cups, no new pillows that she wished to rest her back against when she grew sore. 

 He was a real adult, he knew what he was talking about. So she listened, no matter how greatly the rebellious 
child within her thrashed in protest- like in those distant memories, dressed in faded overalls and pigtails, refusing to 

Stripes and Polka Dots
Yuna Shpreher

Short Story
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return home for dinner- questioning the authority of  a husband who was never home, a father who never held his child. 
But he was helping in his own way, after all, working tirelessly at the company whose name she could not remember, 
sighing in frustration that he was nearing a promotion, which meant more money, so she would just have to wait to 
spend more time with him until his boss finally realized his potential. He had been saying this for nearly a year now,  
and though she would never say it, she doubted he would ever get that elusive promotion.

It’s not as if  she had much faith in him, if  she was honest. After all, they had only been on five, perhaps six 
lackluster dates before the telltale signs of  pregnancy became apparent to her.  And when she told him through eyes 
brimmed with tears and quivering breaths, he adamantly replied that he didn’t want her to get rid of  it, that he didn’t 
believe in “that stuff.” Her parents agreed. So she had to become an adult, what choice did she have? Careless laughter 
became careful attention, childhood freedom became tedious responsibilities. 

 Responsibilities… they brought her back to the room, forcing her thoughts to the back of  her mind. Responsibil-
ities, like the daughter lying in her arms, eyes red and squinting, mouth open in a wailing cry that would not cease, no 
matter how much she wishes for it. 

 She begins to feel cramped, and her asylum’s walls begin to close in on her, and it all becomes too much. She has 
to get out, even as the child called for her to stay, and she begins to set her back down in the crib. But the baby’s cries 
grow louder, as if  knowing and refusing to let her mother leave her alone, and so the dutiful mother sighs and picks her 
needy child back up. She assumed babies enjoyed parks. She had seen them there when she was younger, but as a child, 
she had always walked away from them, something about their vacant eyes and helplessness made her uncomfortable. 
She places the baby in the hand-me- down stroller- the one she had spent her infancy in, too- and walks out into the 
daylight she had craved for so long. She squints in the light, surprised at how bright it is- was it this blinding when she 
was younger? 

 She walks hurriedly, slightly disoriented, until she can see the small children chasing each other in dizzying circles, 
the grass hanging on for dear life, letting go of  its green as the unwavering summer heat persisted. She sits down on a 
bench across from the reds and blues of  the playground poles, and begins to absentmindedly rock the stroller back and 
forth. The baby’s cries of  discontent begin to soften gradually, and the beleaguered mother smiles faintly, relieved.  

“She’s adorable.”

She looks up, startled by the voice, at first unsure if  it was speaking to her; it must have been some mistake. But 
she looks up into the warm brown eyes of  a smiling woman staring directly at her, standing above her with hands rest-
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ing on her rounded stomach. The woman’s hair is in a clean, sleek ponytail, and her clothes are crisp and new, fitting her 
maternal body perfectly, and she wonders how she was able to be so polished, so… happy at a time like that.  It looked 
as if  she was about to give birth, right there at the park.  

Suddenly, uninvited, the lady sits down next to her on the bench, still cradling her stomach, and begins to speak 
of  her own child.

“I’m having a son, which, at first, I was so disappointed about, but my husband managed to convince me other-
wise. Now I can’t stop looking at clothes and decorations for his room! My husband used to play basketball in college, so 
he’s adamant that we put basketballs everywhere- basketball wallpaper, basketball toys, basketball onesies… husbands 
get so cute when they find out the gender, you know?”

 No, she did not know; when she found out it was a girl at the appointment, she felt numb of  emotion, guilty that 
she didn’t feel more excited, and her husband had been indifferent. 

She keeps on talking. “I feel like you just get so excited when you find out if  it’s a girl or a boy, right? I’m sure 
you did this too, but I was looking at beach hats for him- for when we go to the beach house in the summer- and I was 
debating between this adorable hat covered in rainbow polka dots, or another with blue and white stripes. I’m just con-
cerned that rainbow might be seen as too feminine, you know? But I feel like the horizontal stripes would make his head 
look a bit fat. I just love both of  those patterns so much, though- polka dots and stripes. Polka dots are just so fun in 
childwear, and stripes are more classically adorable, right?”

Stripes or polka dots, stripes or polka dots… the more she thought about it, the more ridiculous it became. Since when did her 
life begin to revolve around the choice of  stripes or polka dots? When did such mundane choices become matters of  such impor-
tance, until they consumed the shape of  her being, of  who she was, until she could no longer remember who she was before… 

Her ears begin to ring, and she turns to look at the children weaving through the metal columns and curving edg-
es of  the playground’s contraptions. A small blonde boy in red overalls reminds her vaguely of  her brother, and if  the 
girl he had been chasing, cackling with glee, had hair bleached by the sun’s rays, she would have been just like her when 
she was young. Her stomach turns, souring as that familiar pang of  childlike desire hits her once more, and she can hear 
the lady with the perfect ponytail, with the perfect life, speak more of  those polka dots and stripes. 

And all at once, the lady stops talking. The sprinklers nearby cease humming their melodic clicks, and the joggers 
who race past are without breath, without the familiar thud of  their neon sneakers. All she can hear is that warming 
laughter, the siblings laughing so hard they could not breathe; their small velcro shoes kicking up sand behind them, 
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though they couldn’t care less. And the laughter becomes all she can hear, all she can think of  until the desire to run 
once more, as she had so long ago, overwhelmed her. 

She looks at her child, now fast asleep. She looks at the lady beside her, still mouthing words she could not, would 
not, hear. And she looks once more at the two children tumbling through the playground, and all at once, she gets up 
from her bench. She gets up and she begins to walk down the gravelled path, shaky at first. 

And soon she begins to run. 

She hears the lady in the ponytail shouting to her from a distance, but she does not care. So she runs faster, and 
faster, the trees and grass a green blur around her, as if  she were once more that little girl, playing in the meadows made 
of  gold, grass taller than she is, the smell of  freshly baked bread calling her, beckoning her back home… 
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Light Before Darkness
Cecelia Goldberg

Photography

Arrival

into Earth.

Beginning as young souls,

learning to grow, to be forever

alone.

Toiling through tough times, yearning for

sparkling hours. Dashing

through the red ribbon

of  life.

Young Soul
Monica Ghuman

Butterfly Cinquian
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Vanishing Point
Yue He
Drawing
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Love Doesn’t Fade
Lindsey Belgrad

Drawing
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Perfect Strangers
Ombeline Francoise

Essay

Dusk begins to fall around me. I’m waiting for the bus to go back home. Waiting, waiting, waiting. The freezing 
rain hasn’t stopped for hours, I’ve had a rough day at school and I can’t wait to go home, put on a comfortable hoodie 
and lie down on the couch with a cup of  hot chocolate for a few minutes before I start studying. I think about the math 
test I need to study for, the physics homework to do and the English essay to write. If  the bus doesn’t come now, I will 
never have the time to relax before I start to work. Finally the bus arrives, late by fifteen minutes. I rant internally 
against the traffic and the bad weather, which makes the whole situation even worse. I say hello to the bus driver, who 
does not even look at me, too busy listening to music with his earphones. I find him really impolite and unpleasant, but 
his life is probably far more laborious than my sixteen-year-old teenager routine. I look for a place to sit. It is an old and 
grubby bus, and it smells terrible. 

I see one of  my elementary school classmates I haven’t talked to in years at the back of  the bus. I wonder if  I 
should go sit with her but I decide not to—we weren’t even friends at the time. She is texting on her phone anyway. We 
used to sit side by side during history class, but that’s it. I make quick eye contact with an old man who seems to be 
discreetly smiling at me—but not in an intrusive way that would make me feel uncomfortable. He has deep green eyes 
which give him a playful look, his face is covered by many thin wrinkles and his skin is tanned by the sun. I smile back 
and I go forward until I decide to sit in an empty row in the middle of  the bus. I lean my head on the cold and smooth 
pane and think about the old man’s limpid and genuine eyes. How can a simple look, a simple smile be so meaningful? I 
have never met this man, I know nothing about him, but his quiet smile, somehow, made my day.

Sometimes words are not needed. You don’t always need to talk right away, after getting back together with a 
friend you haven’t seen in a while, or when trying to comfort someone you care about going through difficult times. A 
simple and honest look often suffices. 

The bus slows down for its first stop since I walked in. A guy, around my age, with deep blue eyes and a mid-
dle-aged woman get off  the bus. I wonder what their lives are like. The woman looks like the perfect businesswoman, 
with her impeccable white suit, her heels and her fancy, tiny black purse. I notice her flawless bob hair cut. My hair 
could never look that perfect. She has a bitter and stressed look upon her face. When waiting for the bus to stop, she 
kept her eyes down on the floor, as if  she were avoiding any eye contact with anyone. For a second, I wonder what job 
she has, if  she’s got a family to come home to. 

The bus continues its course. I look out of  the window, see the trees and houses passing by at a great speed. It 
stops again: we’re only a few people left on the bus. 

A bus, or any system of  public transportation, is one of  the only places where total strangers, who probably have  
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nothing in common, are gathered in a relatively small space. We are all of  different ages, different lifestyles, different 
backgrounds, and yet we are all going in the same direction, taking the same path, just for a couple of  minutes. I hear 
a bit of  the enthusiastic conversation between two middle-school-aged girls. Both of  them are wearing the same fash-
ionable pair of  sneakers that everyone wears at school these days. They are both short but are still very loud. They are 
talking about the very mediatic breakup of  a Hollywood-famous couple and their opinions on the matter. Not that I 
was listening to their conversation on purpose, of  course. They just started to talk extremely loudly and I couldn’t help 
myself  but listen to this incredibly interesting and informative discussion. Seriously, do they have nothing else to talk 
about? I probably was no better when I was their age, but I just don’t remember it. I probably chose to forget about it 
unconsciously, just in order to persuade myself  that I wasn’t like these girls I make fun of  now, and make myself  feel 
better. We all, myself  included, judge people’s behaviour that we probably had at one point in our lives. I guess it is 
just human nature, to judge perfect strangers because of  one of  their actions or looks. It is a pretty depressing thing to 
think about, how human beings can be so judgmental and fault finding. We hide our own insecurities by belittling others 
as an act of  superiority and vainglory.

 Human nature seems dark, we all have weaknesses and flaws. But a smile, an act of  kindness, as small as it can 
be, a laughing and honest look, can change that, just for a few seconds. 

The bus arrives at my stop. I say thank you to the driver, who ignores me again, and get off  to walk back home.
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Retro Skyline
Isabelle Barako

Photography
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Distant

Time ticks

away in a

place unknown, yet here, he

leaps backwards into what was once

the past.

Aging;

forever stuck,

in an eternal world,

while the rest, in youth, watch close

and listen.

Standing,

hidden,

in the frozen shadows,

isolated from the warm rays 

that shine.

The nights

pass by as the 

distance grows endlessly,

until all that is left is 

silence.

The depths

entrap what is

left struggling to shine,

suffocating the hope that hinders 

darkness.

Time ticks

forever stuck

in the frozen shadows

until all that is left is

darkness.

Reminiscence
Amelie Clark

Collection of  Cinquains
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Beaches and Boulevards

Beaches

and boulevards;

A girl changed by the 

way it stole her— made wonderstruck.

She leaves

a piece 

of  her everywhere

she goes, forcing her mind

to be consumed

forever.

London Stations

Summer;

That bitter night,

it tasted of  sweet tears.

She was there but so was the

reminder;

all of  the people swarming, 

like bees, around us on

the platform, where

she left.
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Ocean Cove
Sophie Willis

Photography
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I have entered places. Places of  unknowingness. Places of  unfamiliarity. New places. Sincerely new places. Places 
of  new and different sounds, lights, and, most of  all, unfamiliar faces. Faces looking out at me as masks covering strange 
walks of  life and unimaginable cultures. Many of  these places, where I have gone, have taught me. In these places, I 
have loved. I have experienced what was new and unfamiliar to me. I have looked into faces that stared back at my new-
ness, which, to them, was strange in their familiar place and foreign to me.

But these places, so strange to me, were never home. For me, home is my own bed, something so soft to rest on. 
The sheets. The comfort wrapping my skin, like a warm tortilla, hugs the yummy contents of  a burrito, like soft, black 
beans. My bed is mine. It is home. It is familiar. However silly, merely thinking about my warm bed, even now, as I 
write, makes me understand that my bed is one of  the things I miss most when I am not home.

To wake up to a new day. To drink my coffee before I start my day. There was a time when I never truly realized 
just how much I relish my warm, cozy bed. That is, not until now as I reminisce and write. The importance of  the fa-
miliar becomes more clear to me. Perhaps I never thought about the importance of  my bed before. My bed, the place 
where I start my days. Where I end my days. It is a soft and fuzzy place that catches me, embraces me with cool sheets 
of  linen.

I, who have visited exotic places, realize that other places have caught me and taught me when I am far away 
from my bed. I have loved experiencing the new and unfamiliar. I traveled through these places. I experienced their con-
tents. I have lived in their cultures. There is nothing I enjoy more, not even my bed. 

To see how others live in different societies and places unlike my own is inviting. Even if  these places are not soft, 
fuzzy, and white like home, I still sense their call. Even if  the harmony and war of  people all around the world are noth-
ing like my bed, my home, I grow accustomed to seeing new hills and trees and buildings and creatures. I grow wings to 
travel to islands distant from my bedroom and familiar life. I prepare for all experiences, good and bad. Around the next 
corner of  my journey. I am ready to be strung along my journey.

For instance, when I was seventeen, (well I still am seventeen, so I will say about two months ago), I wandered 
through the new and unfamiliar waters of  the famous floating market situated outside the city of  Bangkok. I was lifted 
by Thailand. I floated through the market. I had said good-bye to my home. I saw familiar scorpions in the market—
cousins to those lying in wait on my bedroom floor back home—lined up, one-by-one, skewered with sticks, ready to eat.  
In these moments, I was given a unique experience by the locals at the market.  I reveled in it. I found it so unfamiliar. 
Yet, I knew it was required. 

Places and Home
Olivia Schumacher

Essay
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I had learned before visiting the floating market about the hard, black scorpions on a skewer. I had once viewed 
the insect that was the basis of  this crunchy food as a black pest. I witnessed its alternate design in the foreign world 
beyond my bed back home. The scorpion engineered to harm me once I return to my soft island in the desert southwest. 
I have been stung by them. I have had my flesh pierced many times like a pin cushion. Many times. Now, they were run-
through! These cousins to the Thai scorpions on shish kabobs have stung me—one of  the most painful experiences. 

I float through the market. Again I see them. They are dark and hard. Both of  us are far from home. I see them 
as food and a source of  protein and energy in a strange, unfamiliar place. This experience for me is stingless, new, and 
unfamiliar. I return home and take them with me back to bed.
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Ho Chi Minh, Vietnam
Dan Dang

Drawing
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Rare like

A bloom in winter;

A sterling shadow. Misty

meadows radiant like the moon.

Bewitched-

As the

time grows mature; the lines in your skin

run deeper against your

hands. You are no

longer the same.

Juvenescent No Longer
Diallah Athari

Mirror Cinquain

Watercolor Flower
Myra Kamal

Photography
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Rose,

My mother called me. 

“It’s because you are beautiful and full of  grace” she said.

And moments before the ever-lurking raven whisked her

Away to the nest known as death

Her frail fingers delivered seeds of  my name.

She was gone.

Shades of  love and passion began to illuminate

Effortlessly as each petal filled the air with a perfume of  

Lullabies and teddy bears.

They truly were, as my mother perceived me,

“Beautiful and full of  grace.”

In the midst of  enchanting bliss, sharp sneers 

Were like arrows launched 

Mercilessly

At the target painted loudly upon my back.

 “You are shameful. You are useless,” engulfed my mind.

I sought my roses, yet the melody of  pink and red

Rose
Layla Alalawi

Free Verse

Faded to a discord of  browns and grays leaving a single rose

Radiant.

I selfishly dislodged its roots,

Pressing it to my chest in a vain attempt to

Savor its splendor for myself.

Its thorns pierced my vulnerable flesh

Draining all that made me

A rose.
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An ocean’s wave carried itself  to her --

She remained still, becoming tangled up

In the seaweed, her arms wanted to feel 

Like they did not have to long for that strength

Though her sudden movement might bring the 
dark,

The type that lingers at the lowest depth, 

Cold, knowing there may never again be 

A warmth that gave her eyes that blue sparkle,

She sighed and longed for somewhere else unknown,

Where light does nothing more than outshine dark--

Those shadows do not have a chance at life.

What wrapped around her knew better than to 

Move that love so hidden away, oh how

It knew she would thrive once it decided 

To go, letting her love come back to latch.

Latched 
Sophia Linkous

Blank Verse
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Girl in the Wind
Hathaway Scott

Photography
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Lady of  the Sea
Dan Dang

Painting
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Every day the curtain opens revealing what you want the 
world to see.

All your best assets highlighted, 

because the shadows have suppressed,

concealed what brings your consciousness its utmost duress.

This contoured light has shaped before our eyes

what we know to be:

a façade

Today will you take away the blemishes of  your past.

Impermanent, yet relieving, 

although you’ve only been deceiving

the rest from seeing:

your personalized paradox.

God-given to be taken by human desire. 

petite, SIZABLE, thin

Plastered with a careless smile, but interiorly criticized. 

We preach inclusivity, yet what ends up resonating is the 
internal scarring.

Forsaken by society’s standards:

Our innermost insecurities rise to the surface.

Our skin no longer raw to the touch.

However, the standards we invoke,

Yet insist are comparable to the shadows overtaking the 
light,

Will remain a constant until we castigate the billion dollar 
beast.

As we age: we care more about surface than substance,

yet at a certain point, a perpetual commitment fades, 

becoming another fleeting memory of  the past.

A wrinkle on the canvas loses its significance:

just another minor inconvenience.

These features we’ve been given, to fulfill the functions of  
life

all denounced by the golden ratio. 

This material meaning encompasses our attention; 

This ritual carries through to generations.

We paint on our mask,

Only for it to be taken off  behind the drawn curtain.

Golden Ratio
Isabella Rose

Spoken Word
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 He’s here. That’s what the nurse said when she walked into the waiting room. He’s here? I repeated. There were 
seven of  us, all sitting in the waiting room, our eyes red and bloodshot. We had been there for hours, waiting. The pun-
gent smell of  onion rings in our noses, and the crinkle of  chip packaging sounding louder and louder in the silence.  
Each time the nurse walked into the room, we looked up, the seven of  us.  The weariness leaving our eyes. But every 
time it was someone else. Smith, Abrams, and then Lipton. After Lipton it was just us, the seven of  us.  Alone. Hours 
went by. Alone. As we waited I thought. Thought about how things would change. I sat there. Alone. Frightened. Excit-
ed. 

 After what felt like an eternity, the nurse walked out one final time. She looked at us, her face drained and fa-
tigued. He’s here. Without a word, we stood. He’s here? I repeated. Yes, she replied. As we walked for what felt like 
miles, I thought, thought about who he would be. Would he like me? Would he be scared of  me? Thoughts raced around 
my brain like the toy cars that seemed so important just yesterday. We walked on. Feeling alone among the bustle. 
The busy hallway, which extended for miles, had medical equipment outside the doors. We could see a family huddled 
around a bed, the Liptons, I think. My vision tunneling, everything around blurring. The world around me blurring.

 As we approached the door, she grabbed the matte silver handle. She opened the door. Slowly, we filed in. One-by-
one, our eyes wide with excitement. The room was dark, a machine was beeping next to the bed. My mother was hold-
ing him. He was wrapped in blankets like the bread you get at restaurants. She looked up. The exhaustion was visible in 
her eyes. She smiled. We saw his face, barely the size of  my palm.

 I stared for what felt like hours. Do you want to hold him? My mother asked. I stared. I could feel my heart beat-
ing. Would he like me? The thought bounced around my mind. Would he like me? My mind racing. Would he like me? I 
decided. Yeah, he would.

 Yes, I do. I said. My mother held him out. My hand reached out. One hand on his head, the other on his back. Did 
he like me? I thought so. I looked into his eyes, saw his face. Serenity. That’s what I felt. Serenity.

 Serenity
Aryan Mehta

Vignette
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Just breathe, they say

As the auditorium fills with focused stares

On the stage, all alone

Her, her violin, and her pretty silver bow 

Every gaze upon her pale, drained skin.

Her eyes close,

Must the journey of  sweat and blood be named a spectacle 
for those to watch?

And if  so, why does she stand in solitude? 

She lifts the instrument, it grazes her tender lips

And reposes against the pounding of  her vitality -- 

You’re all right, don’t worry, don’t stress

How foolish.

How could she possibly be all right when she is barely able 
to breathe?

Your words fill her lungs to the brim,

As she drowns on land

But the show must go on.

Breathe
Kylie Smith

Free Verse

Picking up her shiny metal bow her

Delicate, thin fingers shake. Gathering courage,

To pull her bow across her streams of  life

She bleeds beautiful melodies into the silence,

The elegant music flows into oblivion

And her symphony descends into quietude.

The final applause, curtain’s drawn

What is music for?
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In the Eyes of  a Bird
Sejal Patel
Photography
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Separated by a vast, barren sea of  disbelief

I voyage across this ocean to seek new memories --

Every time I bound across the white lines

I am isolated, but yet I want to be

Alone

A pearlescent white illuminates, 

reflecting off  my appendages

The metallic whistle shrieks, signaling the beginning.

The land of  my past and my present is

Slowly shrinking; becoming microscopic

Then dissipates from view --

Waves of  emotions consume my eye

Endless crescents of  hope, sorrow, and anger.

I cannot tell you what this otherworld is like

It ails you; an angel in disguise

A precious crystal bound to the ocean.

An untouched diamond, only 

Discovered by accident. 

Otherworld
Sean Ryan

Free Verse

An exquisite rebirth of  personality and

Psychological prosperity.

This universe is only temporary, slowly

Fading from thought as 

the white lines grow

Smaller and smaller; 

farther and farther.
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Oh, the summer sun is rising in the horizon

Like a fresh rose burning my heart

Like a naked flame heating my soul

Like a warm light hugging my body

It appears to push the Moon away

To shine the vivid light of  dawn

To spread the vitality of  love 

To beautify the painting of  this moment.

Sunrise
Loc PhuPham

Free Verse
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Yesterday I saw the candlelight boy,

but it wasn’t quite how I imagined

His softness was gone, the magic destroyed

His austere ice eyes brought my heart sadness.

 

Summers ago, when kindness was his strength,

he always wore a compassionate smile

About books and dreams he would go in-depth

and then bask in the silence for a while.

 

So then, who is this grim man before me,

And where and why did he take my shy friend?

I knew what he liked, but now I’ve lost the key

and our friendship has become a dead end.

 

I guess as time passed, life tore him apart

Bringing a quiet death to his sweet heart.

Warped
Devon Miner

Photography

Candlelight Boy
Lauren Puryear

Sonnet
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Was it me? Was it her friends, her family? Was it my friends my family? Someone must be to blame. An evil ac-
tion with no one to blame. The only face left was my own for target practice. The regret pulsed through me when my 
dad got the first call. The realization and regret was stuck on my tongue for weeks. We drove to Zion. We got the call. 
We drove back to the hospital with the perfect smell, with the perfect white walls and perfect doors and perfect lights. It 
made me sick. The hospital. A place forever engrained in my mind like a curse. I fear death so much it seems like a for-
gotten melody my mother used to sing to me. 

Room 407 the nurse said, unaware. Rapping her pencil against the desk she was just waiting for her smoke break. 
The room was white all over, on the chair another Ryan sat sobbing over the girl lying on the bed. I looked at the ma-
chines. All of  them keeping my sister suspended in a state of  sleep just to keep her alive. I inched over her bed, trying to 
take one look at her face. Don’t cry. I tell myself  as I listened to her heart rate beeps. I tell her jokes and make her laugh 
while she is still half  asleep. Don’t cry. I yell to myself  violently as she twists and turns and sounds nothing like her 
original self. Her boyfriend tells us about their medicine cabinet now full of  empty pill bottles. Don’t cry. I tell myself  as 
my mother and father sit in the corner and weep. Her friends visit her, none of  us making eye contact. They tell us she 
did it because of  the stress we bound to her. Don’t cry. I force myself, I force my human tears back up. I’m lost at sea 
with a phone and no reception. I can’t make any calls and all I hear is: it was your fault.

 I’ll tell you about that day. I didn’t cry. I didn’t cry when the worst was hitting us. A beached ship, on a forgotten 
island. I lay in the sands helpless and empty. All I gave, seemed gone. Nineteen years. Nineteen years of  memories in her 
brain. Pills now take their place. 

She wasn’t addicted, she didn’t want to take those pills, but her hatred for life was stronger. I am just a single 
word, located on a single page, in a story she has the opportunity to create. The voice of  doubt resonating in her, as it 
did with all of  us in those monumental weeks. A small voice, like a baby bird that whispered directly into her mind. A 
voice we all have. The only difference is that my sister listened to that voice. She listened to the voice inside us all.

If  you can

There Is a Voice Inside Us All
Ryan Christianson

Vignette
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Veiled Observation
Hunter Ruck

Painting
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Lyrics of  Love
Tara Hines

Mixed Media Drawing
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The Moon - 

set high above,

a face watching over

the world, from its luminous glow

the Moon 

mystic

lowering against the sun’s rise,

hiding what lingers in the night,

yet, understands

all life. 

the Sun -

sparks of  light shine,

waking the start of  day,

bringing life to all far away --

burning,

erupts

with emotions farther than I 

can see, from its harsh glare,

sparks of  ember

risen.

Blazoned Night
Elena Kaufman

Mirror Cinquains
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When I

Look into your 

Eyes, I see myself. 

The glare of  your blinding smile 

glistens. 

You are mine –

I glance within you;

you grow more as each day passes.

The light in your soul is 

Divine. 

Clouded 

by ash. Fallen 

victim to the devil’s sweet 

syrup. The more I reach, the faster you 

run. 

Far from my grasp. 

“Come back to me, be mine

Once more” I wail. It is not enough;

she is gone. 

Astray
Diallah Athari
Garland Cinquain

Here she 

Lies. Upon the 

Doorstep of  Lucifer.

Her smile no longer glistens. 

Ruined. 

When I 

Glance within you; 

Victim of  the devil’s sweets, 

Once more. I wail. It is not enough;

Ruined. 
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Desert Flowers
Alissa Persten

Drawing
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              Six years ago, I opened my eyes to a seemingly beautiful morning. I looked out my window and saw the bright 
blue sky with soft cotton-like clouds hovering over my backyard. Below the clouds, hummingbirds fluttered their 
luminous wings, sipping golden nectar from the branches above. I hurriedly jumped out of  my bed to find my father 
sitting with a blank face, almost possessed. He sat there, eyes fixed on the grey walls, staring at nothing. As I walked 
closer to him, his translucent eyes met with mine, and it was almost as if, when I looked into his eyes, I saw nothing. He 
looked hollow, empty. It was horrifying; silent.

He spoke in a tone I have never heard before. It was neither strict nor sweet and through his dry sounding throat 
he spoke the word, “Sit.” I sat down next to him and, as my body sank into our brown chair, I continued to hear the 
horrifying silence. “Josh, I have something to tell you.” He said as he continued to look at our grey wall. “What Dad?” 
I sounded so innocent, so curious. As he began to tear up, the words that left his mouth still haunt me to this day. “Last 
night, your mother passed away.”

As my father tried to hug me, I pulled away from his teary eyes and sweaty face. I felt numb. My eyes were filled 
with sorrow and it was as if  the color of  my world was seeping out of  me parallel to my tears. It was almost as if  I 
was staring into a never ending void and I was about to fall in and never be saved. As I sat there, all I could hear were 
my mother’s screams. It was torturous. As my father tried to wipe the translucent tears from my face, I looked out the 
window one more time. 

The sky was still a bright blue, the cotton-like clouds still continued to float. The hummingbird continued to sip 
the golden nectar from its branch. I tried to imagine what the sugary nectar would taste like, but the only taste in my 
mouth was so bitter it stung. I began to collect myself, falling into my father’s loving arms. “I can’t breathe” I told him. 
He asked why and I tried to explain it to him through the river of  tears flowing out of  me. “Every time I breathe in, all 
I can smell is Mom’s perfume.”

 In that very moment he hugged me even tighter, and I could hear the silent screams coming out of  his mouth. I 
could feel the despair on his face, and in the midst of  all of  this I could almost hear my mother say in a warm, loving 
tone “It’s going to be all right.” Then I removed my body from my father’s, and tried to stand on my cold tile floor. I 
slowly moved my head up to the ceiling, eyes piercing through the cedar beams and grey paint. I saw my mother. 

Her skin was not white as a ghost and her posture was still strong like it used to be. She still had her long wavy 
locks of  black hair, and she still had the same red lipstick she always used to wear, placed carefully on her plump lips. As 
I stared into the depth of  her hazel eyes, I spoke five words that still bring a shiver down my spine. Six years ago, I saw 
my mother the day after she died, and with a raspy voice and teary eyes I asked: “Why did you leave me?” Her hazel 

Bereavement
Joshua Folz

Personal Narrativr
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eyes focused in on me, the vibrant blue and green hues pouring into my own. It was as if  her piercing glare cascaded 
from heaven down to earth. I waited for her lips to part. I was hoping she would say something to me. “Mom? Are you 
there…”

Inverted
Justin Marxen

Digital Art
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The scene opens in an office setting, five people working hard in their office cubicles. A monotone voice begins talking through 
a loudspeaker. Frederick is a taller, slimmer male, with very low fashion sense, and is, at heart a lazy human being. The CEO 
wears a suit, and patrols the office cubicles with his megaphone. There are three workers including Gary, and one Secretary who 
answers phone calls at the beginning, and also begins to be the primary “expressionist” for the play.

The play begins with people working, and the sound of  typing and phones fill the air. The Secretary answers a call, but right as 
the CEO walks in holding his megaphone, she whispers into the phone “Give me a second” and then mutes the phone, and the 
CEO begins to speak through the megaphone.

CEO:Welcome workers, today is going to be a fantastic day. Some new announcements from the Union, We love it here. 
In other news, Becky has been fired from the salad committee after burning down the office kitchen.

Frederick: Hey Gary, how’s your wife doing?

Gary: …

Frederick: Just kidding I know your wife’s dead. 

Gary: …

Frederick: Oh hey, when is that document thing due anyway, I mean I didn’t even look at the prompt yet, I mean chuck-
les screw this place, am I right? Puts hand up for a high five

Gary: …

Frederick: I don’t know why I try anymore.

CEO: Frederick, did you remember the deadline? The project about why people procrastinate was due today. We have 
had the displeasure of  having you for these three weeks, but we will have to finally let you go, Goodbye Frederick, and 
pack your stuff.

Frederick, Stands up quickly from his swivel chair: You mean to do what! You mean to tell me that I don’t even get any 
notice, you’re just booting me right now? Say it to my face! Say it to my face!

Frederick begins violently pointing at the CEO holding the speaker while all of  the other workers don’t budge from their seats.

Frederick: Hello, Hello.

The Frederick Delirium
By Ryan Christianson

One Act Play

105



Frederick begins to wave his hand in front of  the workers, but they still continue to not budge.

Frederick: Great, just great. You have had the honor of  working with me for the past, three weeks and this is the respect 
you show me.
Frederick starts packing up his stuff, and the CEO begins to speak again.

CEO:Thank you Frederick, everyone please ignore the distraction, and get back to work. The quote of the day is, Don’t question authority, espe-
cially those with loudspeakers. 

Frederick picks up a box of his stuff and turns to face the monitor, face red. 

Frederick: I have had it up to here with you, and so have the rest of us, right guys? 

Coworkers: . . .

Frederick: C’mon guys, look Gary, I’m sorry about what I said earlier, look please just back me up this one time --

Gary: …

Frederick: You will pay for this, as Shakespeare once said, The boiling pot is the hardest to cool.

Gary: Turns his head to face Frederick. Shakespeare never said that.

Frederick: That’s- Turns head to face Gary, and Gary quickly faces the computer, Wait, you can talk!

Gary: . . .

Frederick: I’m done with this workplace, for as long as I work.

CEO: Then you should be back, very soon.

Frederick: I don’t know who said it, but not all that glitters is gold, and I don’t even glitter. Frederick storms out of the room.

Frederick storms back into the room

CEO kicks box of Frederick’s stuff towards him.

Frederick: so angry he looks like he is about to bite the CEO, Thank you very much! He says violently, and picks up his box and leaves the room. 

A few seconds pass by, where the CEO is still barking orders to the workers.

CEO: Remember what Shakespeare said, The boiling pot is harder to cool.

Gary turns to look at the CEO and raises a finger and tilts his head. The CEO turns his gaze directly towards him.
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CEO: Gary! Remember what happened to your wife, I hear evaluations are coming in soon. 

Gary, lowers hand and head and begins to work again. Listen everyone, this is more important than ever. God rested on the seventh day, but 
imagine if he didn’t, while we currently aren’t allowed to enforce seven day work weeks, we can enforce, 144 hour work weeks. 

Frederick storms back in wearing the same garb as the CEO, down to the large rimmed sunglasses and shoe brand. He pulls out a megaphone, 

and begins to speak. 

Frederick: Sorry for the delay but now, we can get back to work, so don’t let me interrupt you. 

CEO: What the hell do you think you’re doing, I fired you already, Get out of here!

Frederick: I fired you earlier today, what are you talking about! Now get out of here. The CEO stands back momentarily stunned. 

CEO: You best not step past your bounds, or someone is bound to get hurt.

Frederick: Is that a threat, coming from someone who has been promoted to customer?

CEO looks around to the workers: C’mon, are you guys seeing this?  

Gary clutches CEO’s shoulder: Look man, don’t try to back talk the boss, trust me, I learned the hard way.

CEO: Yeah I know, I was the one who did it, look just help me out here.

Gary: For the reasons previously stated, I am inclined to let nature take its course. Gary holds out his hands in an almost holy posture.

Frederick: Yeah, you should listen to him, look just get out of here, or you can work and you might get your job back.

CEO: I will not take orders from a sad man, with no future within a mile radius.

Frederick: Say it louder!

CEO: Will do. Turns on megaphone. You’re worthless scum!

Frederick who begins to yell through his megaphone as well: At least I don’t treat the people unfairly!

CEO: You don’t treat them any fairer than I do. 

Frederick: That is for them to answer.   Security, please remove this man.

Security, walks in, grabs CEO while he is still yelling at Frederick. 

Frederick: Also, can you please turn off his megaphone! 
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Security destroys CEO’s megaphone, and he gets thrown off set.

Frederick: All right, get back to work, and remember, remember change, isn’t always wrong. Frederick begins to pace the halls, his stride sug-

gests he has dreamed of this, wanted this position for many years. He has a large grin and sense of authority. 

_____________

There is a blackout for a  few seconds, showing the passage of time.  It is now the next day. The workers are talking about a plan and are huddled 

gether.

Gary: How long has the CEO wronged us? During lunch, let’s all get situated, and attack him, okay? A man yells he is coming! And everyone 

runs to their proper seat and position into the office. Frederick walks back in dressed as the CEO.

Frederick: Welcome everyone, now I’m sure you heard the news so know that you will now be getting lunch breaks, so you guys may, eat lunch 
I guess.  

All of the workers storm out, and stampede off the stage as they get their lunch. Like clockwork, right as they storm out, the real CEO storms in, 

dressed  in the same garb.

Frederick: What do you want?

CEO: Well, you see, the realization hit me like a fireball last night. Unpacking megaphone.  It was so easy for you to take my spot, so I figured.. 
Why not try it out for myself? 

Frederick: It won’t work, I hope your brain can understand that much.

CEO: Well, one way to find out, isn’t - He is cut off by the rush of co workers streaming in, holding odd ‘weapons’ of sorts.

Gary: Get them boys!

Co Workers: But sir, which one is the CEO? 

Frederick takes off his glasses in an attempt at a one on one: Look it’s me, Frederick. Remember what I did for you guys, I helped you, I protect-
ed you, The reason I was fired was to protect you from the CEO....

CEO: No, it’s cause you were lazy.

Frederick: Never mind that, look just trust me, trust me.

Gary: You didn’t do anything for us, you only did stuff for yourself, let’s kill them both! The crowd surrounds them and for a second the audi-

ence hears screams and then silence as the co workers break off.   Frederick and the CEO lie on ground, lifeless. Gary stands centered between 

both of them, his hand twitching, he picks up the megaphone, and at first is taken aback by its ability. He then begins to speak through it. 

Gary: All right everyone, we finally did it!  Now we can finally get back to work. Trust me, as one, we can work better. Gary orders the co work-

ers to drag Frederick and the CEO off stage, and as he begins to walk around, obviously a new CEO. The scene closes. Blackout.
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A sharp, pulling force jolts me out of  sleep, 

A flash of  light interrupts my peaceful 

Slumber. The rod at hand glistens with the 

Noose of  salt gathered around its body. 

My eyes strain against the harsh brightness of  

The sun, an infant emerging from the 

Womb of  darkness. A sphere of  yellow hue

Gleams in the midday heat, anchored to the

Cold steel of  my rod. I lift it out of  

The gargling waves under the wooden pier,

Revealing a flailing mahi-mahi.    

Its scales dazzle like the embers of  a 

Dying star, but its eyes, oh its eyes!

Obsidian, midnight balls hook my soul,

Pulling it through the endless depths of  hell, 

Leaking tears of  salt water, silent pain,

Begging all the while for a speedy end. 

Sighing, I cut the line and hear the splash. 

The ripples of  gratitude fade away,

As quiet darkness returns, now to stay.

Fishing
Dhruv Khosla

Blank Verse
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 I was happy. Downstairs in the kitchen, in my house. The house I loved so much. The house that I no longer live 
in. We’re moving, she said. I was confused. She looked at me. Tears glistened in her eyes like the glacier on top of  the 
mountain I used to see from my bedroom window. We’re moving. We’re moving? We’re moving. I did not understand. 
My head spun. Dizzy. Sick. My mother. Those words. Repeating. My heart beating. Faster and faster, hammering 
against my chest. A little woodpecker inside of  me. Everything shrieked and I began to run. Up the stairs. Along the 
hallway. To my bedroom. I struck the door hard with the palm of  my hand and it slammed shut. The room swayed. The 
palm of  my hand stung. I didn’t care. We’re not moving. I screamed. I screamed until my voice was hoarse. I screamed 
until I couldn’t breathe. I screamed until I could no longer stand. I didn’t care. I slouched against the wall. Tears stung 
my face. It felt like there were a thousand d gashes in my cheeks and someone was squeezing lemon juice into them. I 
couldn’t think straight. I sank. Plummeting down, further and further, until tears submerged my body and my face was 
below the surface. I closed my eyes and surrendered myself  to the waves. 

     Drowning. I felt myself  drowning. Deeper and deeper. I was a stone a child had tossed into the stream in the middle 
of  the woods. I drowned for a long time. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care. All I could see was blue, like the glassy marbles 
I used to play with at my grandma’s house. I felt cold, like when you fall into a pile of  snow while skiing and your body 
goes numb and all you can think about is how cold you are. I thought about snow, and cold and water. Eau froide. Ev-
erything was fuzzy, like the end of  a dream before you wake up… except I was already awake. I wanted to disappear, 
stop drowning, stop existing. I wanted to melt like the snow does in Les Paccots when the sun shines on it, leaving noth-
ing but cold water. I wanted to be cold water. Je voulais être l’eau froide. 

     I thought I didn’t want to be alive anymore. I kept drowning, drowning in cold water. I was lost, and in my eyes 
nobody cared. I thought there was no point in swimming. I was wrong. A little bit of  sunlight hit the surface. I felt the 
warmth on my skin. Fresh. Like waking up after a rainy night and seeing the calm outdoors from the kitchen window. 
A contrast to the torrential storm that had come before. A little bit of  pride stirred within me. Pride, waking up like an 
old cat after a long nap in front of  the fireplace. I had made it to the other side of  the downpour. Everything was crisp. 
New. I wanted to move upwards. Upwards, towards the light on the other side of  the water’s surface. A new feeling. I 
began to swim. My body moved through the water. A butterflyfish. Just me, swimming. Then there was no more cold 
water. Il n’y avait plus d’eau froide. 

I inhaled.

Eau Froide 
Olivia Brydon
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It lives under the bed with 

the monsters it used to fight. Riddled with 

holes it once wore with pride. Every stain, 

stitch and slit connects to a 

memory now forgotten. A time where it was a shield

from all of  night’s terrors. 

Teardrops from a mother, caressing

her purest joy, whispering false promises to remember this

moment

forever. Juice spilled from a child, clutching the cotton 

for her dear life. A gash from the fights the siblings used to

begin over nothing. Countless blemishes documenting

the love it used to possess. 

For years, she never

 let it go, never allowed herself  to 

fall unconscious without it 

wrapped around her body. But 

people ridiculed 

her youth and love until she forced herself  to 

suffer alone. She learned to live without her protection 

from the unknown, 

and never peeked under her bed again.

So it lives without purpose, collecting a 

layer of  dust. A symbol of  a childhood unremembered, 

a loss of  innocence. Maybe one day she will love it again. 

Maybe one day she will find

what it’s like to be 

forgotten. 

The Old Blanket
Tara Bromfield

Free Verse
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Moons
Ryan Christianson

Free Verse

The slender white, 

burns against a rigid void,

a senseless black, 

A blue warmth tingles, lips

Bring me back.

The cold wind fights against my burning heart, 

I stand on soft grass, Watching the warm stars, 

the pearl light blissfully lights up the night sky,

Shining through the dark, creating

A floating goddess,

Burning the bleak black skies

Into a state of  submission, 

Dancing with you, a tender game, 

Your lips linger, a desperate sense that’s

Ingrained in my head, there is no 

right and wrong, only you-

make me illiterate,

maybe we are all just moons,

Shining on, beating

Against the dark.
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The sun glared vibrant rays of  light during the hot midsummer’s afternoon. We spent the day visiting with my 
grandparents in St. Louis, Missouri. I don’t see them often enough, so we savor every moment in each other’s presenc-
es. We listen to their enchanting stories as we venture to a small lake near their house. My brother and I walk slowly, to 
accommodate to my grandparents’ needs, as well as our own desire to be with them. Together, we begin to approach the 
small hill leading up to the lake, which is surrounded by a lush green forest. This lake is hidden in the small neighbor-
hood, deeply buried behind the tightly stacked houses in the cul-de-sac. The drilling hum of  the cicada increases sharp-
ly, a sound nearly deafening to our ears. There is the distinct scent of  full, freshly cut grass along with the morning’s 
dew resting upon the leaves of  the cedar trees. The cardinals’ steady chirping and the dancing of  the blue jays along the 
treetops brings a certain harmonic peace to the scene. 

There is a fountain, erupting in a magnificent display which goes on and off  with the sun. The water reflects the 
sunlight, glittering auspicious stars along its surface. Deserted paddle boats lie on the sides of  the swamp-like lake, 
peacefully resting for their next trip into the shallow water.  While we skip subtle stones across the stagnant water, drag-
onflies buzz past, playing like young children on an endless summer day. As are we, the young and the old, working with 
one another to prosper in the joyous hour. Grandpa shows his technique with the jagged rocks, but we still don’t un-
derstand. His stones glide along the lake’s turbid finish, skipping ever so smoothly, the soft ripples spreading with each 
jump. My rocks splash into the viridian water, sinking into the unknown abyss below. The ripples entrance us, each ring 
growing larger as the next appears. 

Our intimate caravan continues the walk by descending behind the lake, where an open field lies. This meadow ex-
tends a great distance, and is our long route back home. Blazing heat and drenching humidity in this typical Midwest-
ern climate is relentless. The moisture in the dense air causes limitless sweat to trickle down our inflamed necks. A lack 
of  the usually abundant clouds means a lack of  shade, let alone, any type of  relief  in the tortuous weather. Though the 
walk is long and engrossing, we surmount the struggles, and enjoy the special bonding time nonetheless. My grandpar-
ents leisurely stroll as my brother and I skip beside them. We share our thoughts, dreams, and experiences, both old and 
new, and take great advantage of  the time for catching up. 

There is a sign that warns of  sludge, which like quicksand, consumes all that it encounters. This thick mud ap-
pears before us, so we make a thin bridge of  nearby wood from a fallen oak to cross over its menacing path. We contin-
ue along the narrow trail through tall grasses, the stalks rustling as we brush past them. These grasses flow with the 
breeze, in any direction the wind so desires. As do the ripples, expanding evenly so, growing more and more until they 
suddenly cease to exist. 

We solely repeat the actions of  nature. Its strong forces precipitate our lives more than we realize. We strive to 

Ripples and the Wind
 Elena Kaufman

Personal Narrative
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make our own bridges to overcome obstacles that seem only natural. But nature plays its part, and we can only oblige 
its rules. Mother Earth does what she wants, and there is little power over her strength, so we continue as we may. 

Nuit de Mer
Justin Marxen

Digital Art
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     I was born in Caledonia. The humble land of  the brave, where the bagpipes sing their soft lullabies and the fields are 
always green. In my chest there is a constant sense of  longing, calling me home. It twists around restlessly inside of  me 
like a powerful red stag, leaping and bounding on the open hills. A certain memory lives in the back of  my mind, push-
ing its way forward, eager to consume my thoughts. I hold it so dear to my heart that I am certain I will never let it 
go…

     The cold, crisp air sent light shivers down my spine as I walked through the woods. The oak trees covered the sky like 
a blanket, their leaves dancing softly in the breeze. Luminescent beams of  light from the setting sun slipped through the 
crevices where the trees failed to touch, casting a mystical golden light onto the leaf-covered ground. I looked up. Above 
me was a canvas of  color, stretching as far as my eyes could see. Streaks of  autumnal red and orange dominated the pic-
ture, giving me only small glimpses of  the gradient skies on the other side. Nightingales sat high in the trees, perched on 
the branches, singing their endless song of  contentment in perfect harmony. Their sense of  peace was contagious. I had 
never experienced such wonder before. 

     I stopped, and bent down to touch the earth. As my hand brushed the soil, I was overcome with a sense of  belonging, 
as though I was in a room full of  people the same as myself. Even though my surroundings were foreign, they felt famil-
iar, as though I had walked this pathway every day since I was born. It was a feeling I never wanted to end. Everything 
around me froze, and for a second it was just me, alone, in nature. 

      I became aware of  the small wicker basket clutched in my right hand. I reached down and wrapped my fingers 
around a small leaf  that was lying at my feet. It was stunningly golden, as though the leaf  itself  was auriferous, allur-
ing enough to be sold at a high price. I placed it gently inside my basket, like a mother laying her newborn baby down 
to sleep. I wanted to cherish it forever, and let it remind me of  this place where I could be in the essence of  nature.

     A nightingale swooped down in front of  me, its wings outstretched in graceful posture. I let out a sharp breath, and 
my wonder crystalized before me in the form of  frosty air. I looked on in awe as the beautiful creature continued on its 
journey, weaving through the trees, a dash of  brown on the canvas of  orange and red. I couldn’t help but wonder where 
it was headed. I imagined what it must feel like to be able to fly. Soaring over the endless chain of  cities, woodlands, 
fields, houses... watching the astonishing screenplay of  life unfold from above. The desire to feel as though I was on 
top of  the world held opulence in my mind. It occupied my thoughts for an interminable amount of  time. Eventually 
I broke from my trance, and continued to roam through the woods. My eyes were bright with reverence, sparkling like 
stars as I took in more and more of  Mother Nature’s creations.  

     A gust of  wind caused the leaves to rustle and dance. They moved as if  they were alive – elegant yet strange crea-

Caledonia 
Olivia Brydon
Personal Narrative
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tures with beating hearts, swaying in rhythm to the alluring song of  the birds. I struggled to comprehend how they 
could move with such grace, as if  the force of  gravity did not exist to weigh them down. In that moment, I wanted 
nothing more than to lose myself  in the music of  the outdoors. The leaves calmed as the gust of  wind disappeared, and 
the illusion faded with it before my eyes. 

     I was so caught up in the grace of  the woods that it took me a while to notice that the sun had retreated from the 
sky. The canvas of  colors had changed. Glittering specks of  white were now scattered on a dark blue, almost black, 
background. Guided on my path by the gracious light of  the beautiful stars painted on the canvas above me, I walked 
on.
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I fall among the trees that cry and bleed 
Though what I seek is far from what it seems 
The broken trees litter the ground with seeds 
She is the name that falls between my teeth 

Drop the rain and the trees begin to see
The many tears which tire her fading dreams
Give a reason we should make them bleed 
Show the way she can set it free.

The pain, the hurt -- a new is sure to grow 
The tall, the strong -- a new is sure to show 
Among these trees that choose to cry and bleed 
Another hides in the dark, it waits to see
That the tears and trees will soon disappear --
For the only way she will set it free
Is to fall among the trees that cry and bleed. 

Another Will Come
Victor Racette

Lyric Poetry
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     Five years ago. My mother’s eyes met mine with intent, like Medusa’s guarded gaze.  She’s gone, my mother said.  
Her lower lip quivered as the words escaped from her mouth.  Our eyes no longer made contact, and my mother’s pos-
ture crumpled like an empty soda can. I turned to stone. She’s gone? She’s gone. And I never got to say goodbye.  

     Silence immediately filled the air with its brash presence. The once vibrant sky stretched above me like a large can-
vas, only to be painted grey.  Every curtain in sight was drawn shut. It was as if  the blinding sunlight would disrupt our 
sulking in the darkness. I never got to say goodbye.  Phones rang. Parents paced. No further words needed to be said. 
The distant deadened sobs of  my family were enough. I gazed into my brother’s dull, blue eyes. He was trying to be 
the tough big brother he was known to be. Don’t cry. Don’t cry. But fighting against the loss was like squirming to get 
out of  quicksand. Impossible. Salty tears welled up in his eyes and crashed down his face like a forceful river breaking 
through a dam. We never got to say goodbye.  

     She’s in a better place my mother told me, as if  to reassure herself.  That’s what they all said. But how was I sup-
posed to believe them?  How could there be somewhere better than home? The home where she used to feed me ice 
cream, even though Mom said no.  The place where she made me feel all grown up, as we shared iced coffees during 
my earlier years.  I remembered days when she walked with me to the little pink store across the street.  I would hold 
her hand while leaning against the fogged glass to admire the rainbow of  sugar in front of  me.  Gumdrops.  Lollipops.  
Gummies.  Sweets that made my mouth water.  She used to say I could have anything I wanted.  Anything?  Anything.  
I wish I had asked her to never leave me. 

     Attempting to catch my breath between continuous cries of  loneliness and fury, I couldn’t help but think what I 
would soon miss. What I would never again have.  I was taken back to timeless moments when she cuddled me close to 
her warm body. She smelled of  gardenias and a hint of  smoke. Smoke that killed.  Much time had passed, but I could 
still feel her long arms wrapped around my young body.  I could still smell the bittersweet scent.  Oh, what I would 
have done for one last embrace.  To have one last second to squeeze her as tight as my little arms could.  To tell her I 
loved her.  If  only I had known that our final moments together would have been our last.  I would have held her longer.  
Tighter.  I wouldn’t have said see you later, Grandma. I would have said goodbye.    

    

Gardenias and a Hint of  Smoke
Elizabeth Punches

Personal Narrative
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I wish They could understand,

but understand, They do not.

They criticize what comes out of  my headphones, 

not understanding the artist’s milestones. 

I was told I could make it big with hoops,

They understand that.

I say I want to make it big as a doctor

Understand, They do not. They say I’ll be a robber.

I guess I’m just too improper. 

Is it the way I sag my jeans,

or the way that I wear my hair? 

They say the world is fair. 

They say judging ended when the separation did,

when King ended. 

End the judging, They did not. 

They get mad when their Mercedes doesn’t work,

I would be happy to have a Mercedes. 

They eat out for every meal

I would be happy to have a meal. 

Pre-Judged
Tyson Legner

Spoken Word

They laugh at my clothes for being too short

for being old and dirty,

I’m thankful for having my clothes. 

I finally made it big, They still don’t believe.

Sitting in first class, they recoil back

like I’m teargas. 

I try my best to make them understand,

but understand, They do not. 

What’s the difference between You and Me? 

We both try to succeed, but

They don’t think I have what it takes to lead. 

I guess I’ll just have to exceed. 

I wish They could understand, 

Understand, they do not. 

Pre-Judged I will remain,

Forever in their mindful Chains. 
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Little;

I cannot run,

for the herd wouldn’t know

a mere doe without fault or harm.

Behind;

The weight of  fear senseless to me.

Yet hunting leads to pain--

your spots still young,

still sane.   

Innocence
Elena Kaufman
Butterfly Cinquain
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 I never really liked that girl. But I listened. Like a fool I listened. I asked her to turn back, we were halfway down 
the driveway by now. She looked back at me with eyes that seemed to be lit with the eternal flame. Her determination 
and passion made it impossible to barricade her. She broke from her gaze and looked back at the trail that seemed to 
head to the end of  the earth. So I followed her. Like a fool I followed her. All I ever did was follow her. We made it to the 
end of  the street, the end of  anything familiar. No more homes beautifully scented with pumpkin pie and apple crisps. 
No more piles of  crunchy leaves. No more parents telling me to come inside because it was getting dark. There was all 
but one thing for miles, the never-ending trees of  New York. They towered over us, separating us from the world that we 
called home. 

I finally mustered up the courage to ask to go home but when I opened my mouth, there was only silence. I tim-
idly tapped her shoulder. I waited for her to say something like, this was a mistake or you were right we should go home 
but I only saw her deep eyes of  fire staring into mine. I was filled with fear as she hovered over me and pointed her finger 
in my face. She yelled at me but my mind let fear engulf  every word she said. Every bone in my body was telling me to 
race back home, I wanted to leave, I didn’t like it. I didn’t like her, but all I did was stare into her eyes of  fire. 

We walked for miles. She looked for a place to stay while I looked for a way out. There was no trail or any road 
that led us back to civilization. I was scared. The howling of  the merciless wind, the rustling of  nearby animals, it all 
sounded like an anxious symphony. My mind was frozen in fear. My body felt like cold hard ice that was about to be 
broken by her. With every step I took and every frosty inhale, the ice in my body got tighter and tighter, suffocating me. 
I noticed something right then. Why did I have to listen or follow anymore? Why did I have to be at her beck and call?  
Rage coursed through my body. I grew twice in size and I felt hot tears bubbling behind my eyes. I screamed in her face. 
My voice filled the entire forest. I was irritated at myself, that I let this happen. I was irritated that I led myself  to be-
lieve that I could leave my life in the hands of  others. After that moment, the fire in her eyes went out, and for the first 
time the fire in mine lit.

As I ran trying to find a way out, she trailed behind me like a dog copying my every move, scared of  making a 
sound. I ran, racing the beat of  my heart, my head was pounding. With each step the pounding grew louder and louder 
as if  someone was playing a brass drum in my ear. The cool-tone colors of  the forest somehow morphed into a giant wall 
of  blackness. After that it all seemed like a dream.

 We were found by these big men in a car. Their shiny badges and black uniforms led us to believe they were trust-
worthy. We hesitantly stepped into their car desperately grasping the fact that this might be our only way out. All I 
remember was people gathering. A lot of  people. I raced through the sea of  unfamiliar faces, until I found one I knew, 
my mother. Her forehead was wrinkled and her chin was slightly tilted. I felt embarrassed. I disregarded everything my 
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mom had ever taught me, so that a friend would like me. I could feel the shame cover me like a blanket, shielding me 
from her gaze. She didn’t care. She reached out her arms and we hugged. We hugged until the sun went down and the 
air became stale. She didn’t care. She didn’t care at all. She stared at me with eyes of  love and passion, and finally, the 
fire that was once lit in mine, went out. 

Fall of  Kronos
Justin Marxen
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I am driving home. Well, I am not driving. Perhaps you have grasped proudly in your hands that little plastic 
driver’s license card–the hallmark of  teenage freedom–but I remain in the passenger seat, and my mom is behind the 
wheel beside me. 

My mom is small; there is no denying that at 4’ 10’’, she falls below the shoulders of  nearly everyone she meets, 
but when I look at her face, her eyes, it seems as though she is always thinking of  something I cannot reach. There is 
something about a mother’s eyes when you’re a kid that make them seem wiser than you will ever be, and though I am 
now sixteen while writing this essay, this feeling is not yet gone. But right now she is focusing on the road before us, the 
world around us dimming, the moon gradually fading into existence. 

I break through the cabin noise around us to ask her for advice. “Mom, you know that feeling you get when you’re 
homesick?” I ask. “I’ve been feeling that at school this entire week, even though I don’t miss the house. I just feel like I 
need to go somewhere that I can’t, and I don’t know where that somewhere is.”

“You’re a teenager,” she replies, as if  this is answer enough. “It’s just hormones. You feel a lot of  emotions at that 
age.” 
 “Yeah, maybe. I’m not sure.” I know I’m not making sense; I rarely seem to these days.

There is a brief  silence. “By the way, Yuna, your room is not clean at all, and you said you would clean it yester-
day. As soon as we get back home, you’re going to, okay?” 

I sigh, breathing out that angst teenagers believe they contain. I stare out the window in silence once more, glancing at 
the blurred cacti and blackened hills that I will see once more tomorrow, and the day after, and the day after that.

My mom has been here since she was 18. 1987. First in Santa Monica, then New York. She says that Totsuka, 
Japan, may be her hometown, but Queens is the town where she grew up, where her heart remains. She has told me 
many times of  when she first arrived in New York in one of  the worst winters on record, and how when she arrived at 
her soiled apartment she was so shocked that she knew nothing to do but cry. How while training at beauty school, 
she would sit alone in her classroom during lunch while everyone left in their cliquish huddles–like high school all over 
again–all of  them speaking in a language she so desperately wanted to understand, but couldn’t. How she met so many 
different people–some still alive, now reduced to Facebook likes and happy birthdays–and too many gone from AIDS, 
cancer, deportation. And how she and her friends had it tough, that I must be grateful for the sheltered teenage life I 
lead. 

And I tell her I am grateful. I am grateful, I truly am. But there is that homesick feeling I tell her of  which she 
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brushes off  with ease–that is still here as I write this–and there is the fact that 25% of  these “sheltered teens” are rid-
dled with anxiety, and half  of  that number are depressed. (I’m struggling to maintain the flow of  this when trying to 
let you know these statistics. I mean, numbers really aren’t that subtle.) And the supposed experts–people I imagine to 
be nothing more than silhouettes, buttoned up in pristine lab coats with clipboards in their hands–say teenage suicide 
has more than doubled in the past 10 years, and that this is largely due to bright screens and online facades, though this 
does not emit shock from many of  us. But I sit beside my mom, who tells me to be grateful. After all, teenage emotions 
are temporary. 

I remember sixth grade with a sharp shake of  my head and a wince of  my eyes. You’re only 11, 12 years old, 
still enjoying the solace of  fresh air and a good game of  kickball. Your biggest concern is whether you’ll make it into 
the red or green reading group, or that Rebecca told Mia that they were best friends, even though she told you that 
you were hers.  But there was a girl I knew who spoke in soft tones, her long hair almost as fragile as she was, who had 
once whispered in the altar of  the bathroom stall that she cut herself. And she rolled up her sleeve, showing me the 
scars that crisscrossed her wrist, with eyes wide like saucers, as if  not knowing what I would say. I asked if  it hurt and 
she shrugged, saying that she kind of  liked the feeling. After that, recesses weren’t just kickball anymore, and you just 
wanted Rebecca to be your friend; it didn’t matter what she told Mia.

My mom asks me how school was that day, and I say it was fine. She always seems to ask at this specific moment 
in the car ride, right after we merge onto the I-17, as if  something about the herd of  cars fleeing to the right lane at 
the last minute reminds her of  high school, of  me. She nods, satisfied with my answer, and turns up the music echoing 
through the car. 

I don’t say anything, but I sigh (for what seems to be the thousandth time, I apologize) as the voice of  Japanese 
teen idol Seiko Matsuda, professionally known as “Seiko-chan,” fills the expanse of  our car. It is a voice that is inhu-
manely high and always so optimistic, no matter what she sings of. There is a song in which she breaks up with her boy-
friend right before she finds out she’s pregnant, and if  you didn’t understand the words, you’d think she’s on the brink 
of  true love. But my mom, after 25 years of  the same voice in her ears, never gets sick of  it. She says it reminds her of  
back when she was my age, running across town to the record store to get Seiko’s newest album. 

“You see, Yuna,” she’ll tell me, “When I was a teenager, I had to walk everywhere. No cars, no mom to take me 
wherever I wanted to go. You should be very grateful.” 

And I always nod, and I always tell her that I am grateful, I really am. 

The stars are out now. And we’re closer to home than ever, as I feel more homesick than ever before. I can hear my 
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mom reasoning that I’m just a sensitive teenager, that I have so much– look at your life!–and it’s true, I tell myself, it 
really is. Maybe you, the reader, are of  the age deemed an adult and agree with this–that teens are privileged and over-
sensitive about things that don’t really matter, that we do not know real struggle. But if  you are a teen as well, or if  you 
have felt homesick for what can seem like no reason, perhaps you know that sometimes these little problems grow so 
loud you cannot think of  anything else, even though you are so, so grateful. 

We are reaching the driveway, slowing down as the road’s curb hugs our 4Runner. 

And as we pull into the garage, my mom reminds me of  something of  the utmost importance that I had almost forgot-
ten. 

“Remember to clean your room, okay?”
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Overthinking
Grace Berry

Painting
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Time has

 passed –they say

 it heals all, but that can only be

 so true --

the visions of  his angelic grin and

sapphire eyes no longer a

 hurricane

but simply a reoccurring tide in 

my endless ocean of  thought 

A world away from my 

castle of  torment,

within the confinement of  my own mind and 

walking along the water’s edge, 

I find a devil --

disguised by a sugary grin under 

his brooding hazel glare,

infatuated by his charm and

by the way his 

sweet lips caress the crescent of  my collar --

my lips tracing the lines of  

his faultless symmetry 

our skin stained 

red with lust

our eyes turned

damp by love --

the angel’s wings 

sink like an anchor, 

deeper and deeper into 

the abyss of  my forgetfulness --

while my spirit becomes more

entangled with the devil’s --

as sweet sin transforms into an 

endless storm of  emotion…

Torn from his exquisite darkness

away from the discovery that 

a heart can be mended

by the taste of  deeper sin --

a million miles away

Ocean Love
Kylie Smith

Free Verse
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I lie awake,

remembering his embrace

realizing that,

temptation, above all

burns brighter than virtue. 

Shattered Escape
Lauren Puryear

Drawing
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Feel the

way your hands wrap

around me like a warm

invitation. You are the one;

In my

eyes I see a steam of  wonder,

flowing through your aura.

When our eyes meet

I die.

Forbidden
Diallah Athari
Butterfly Cinquain

Undisturbed Natural Habitat
Cassandra Martin

Painting
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 Most people hate cleaning dishes. It is nothing against the dishes, the sink, the soap, or the sponge—it’s simply an 
unfavorable task. While I understand that most people do not enjoy touching wet food in a sink with their hands, the 
task is inevitable. I have encountered plenty of  people that enjoy cleaning their room for stress relief, or washing their 
car for it to be shiny again, but laboriously scrubbing the dishes just to indulge in a meal again seems useless. 

 In my house, we try to eat a family dinner as much as possible. Whether it is Taco Tuesday or grandma’s spa-
ghetti casserole recipe, the end result is always the same—a messy kitchen. Of  course, as plates start to become emptier, 
my siblings all seem to mysteriously disappear from the table one by one. My older brother says that he has to go to the 
bathroom, my sister says she has a lot of  homework to do, and my little brother claims the dishes are too heavy. This is 
not a case of  emergency or necessity, it is an art form—the subtle art of  escapism. So of  course, it is the following who 
are always left at the table: mom, dad and me. 

 It is understandable why one would leave any event before the clean up process. The simple phrase “it’s not my 
problem” comes to mind. It is in humans’ blood to avoid tasks that others can do for them. I will admit that I am lazy 
too; if  I don’t have much responsibility for a mess, I usually leave. Somehow, I get frustrated when other people leave 
me, but find it harmless to leave when my area is messy. I’m sure it stems from a sense of  denial and resentment of  
those who have abandoned me with a mess before, but the cycle will keep going if  I keep leaving others with my dirty 
dishes and they leave theirs with me.

 I almost took a job at Starbucks Coffee where one of  the main requirements is cleaning other people’s messes. 
When I first applied for the job, it seemed a simple, fun, and enjoyable way to make money.  As I continued to observe 
the baristas and prepare for my new job, I started to see the stress that they endured while trying to do their initial 
job of  serving coffee. Simultaneously, the baristas have to soak, scrub, and rinse the utensils used for making coffee. Of  
course, they are being paid to do this job, but to what extent is it worth the stress and the pruney hands at the end of  
the day?

 How come at home I feel guilted into washing the dishes, but at Starbucks it was so unappealing? Even though 
I would be paid at Starbucks, it was not worth the physical strain of  cleaning with no real reward. At home, I at least 
earn respect from my parents (this means I get out of  other chores the rest of  my siblings have to do).  This may not be 
the same for you, but it seems like we are motivated towards a social reward, which doing the dishes usually does not 
provide.

Does this theory apply to other people or just me? Take college students for example—the notoriously lazy age 
group who stereotypically live off  a diet consisting of  ramen noodles and microwave mac and cheese. While these foods 

Not My Problem
Lindsey Belgrad

Essay
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may taste good, one cannot eat them without having some guilt about what is going into their body. I even feel this guilt 
sometimes and I am not a college student. But why does society mock college students when they are quite possibly 
smarter than the rest of  us? They eat food that is quick to make, tasty to eat, cheap to buy, and most importantly does 
not require clean up. Have you ever washed the styrofoam ramen cup? What about the plastic container that the cups 
of  mac and cheese come in? That is what I thought, you do not. Does this mean college students have outsmarted the 
rest of  us? Or should these conveniences be condemned for their health and social detriments?

Everything in life comes with a cost, whether it is money needed to pay for a new pair of  shoes or the consequence 
for leaving the shoes on the floor and letting the dog get to them. Society does not understand a world without a price, 
but we have devised ways to swerve around them like swerving to avoid a cardboard box in the middle of  the freeway. 
This is exactly why people hire maids, personal chefs, at-home dog groomers, or cleaning services—to try and mask the 
selfishness that is deep-seated within human beings. Our society has become so modern that people’s time can be bought 
to complete the tasks we see as not worthwhile in order to efficiently achieve the socially rewarding ones. Does this 
mean we have become ‘advanced’ at being selfish? Our society perpetuates and idealizes a privileged lifestyle without 
understanding the ways it can be harmful to our moral sensibility. I return to the sink once again with my feet on the 
blue patterned floor mat and scrub the burnt cheese off  the bottom of  the dish, waiting for my siblings that will appear 
again after the last dish is clean.

I 
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My Mother and I
Jasmine Signeski

Painting
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The girl with the pigtails and the denim pinafore

And the teddy bear clutched

Tight to her chest,

Sits on a wooden horse, spinning round and round and

round.

Carousel. 

The horse comes to life under the touch

Of  the girl who knows nothing of  the world,

Except sun and lakes and sky; yellow and blue.

As she spins, music escapes from her lips

Like the tune of  a music box,

Wound up by tiny hands that clap when the ballerina

begins to turn.

The ballerina always stops when the tune recedes

So the girl traps the music in the cage of  her tiny mouth,

but the carousel continues

To spin.

The horse hardens beneath her fingertips.

Carousel
Olivia Brydon

Free Verse

No more thoughts of  music boxes or ballerinas, 

No teddy bear clutched to her chest

No more yellow, no more blue.

She cries in the dark on the

Carousel.

Four years of  seeing red, of  painting and molding and 

changing herself

Until she becomes a stranger in a mirror

Broken.

In a world that is black and white.
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Click
Tara Hines

Drawing
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Fluid Soul
Yue He
Painting

141



Crimson hues

Paint the heartbroken skies

The match stick burns and

Lights

Forge through the darkness

Of  a tear-ridden night.

The grass caresses my back

Stiffened green rubs solitude off  and onto me

All the stars watch from above

But Ares burns brighter than them all

A constant reminder of

What I can be --

The night sky is full of  dead stars,

Dead dreams.

We were on the rooftop

Eyeing the same stars

Her glistening gaze, golden hair 

Twirled around me

Stars
Ryan Christianson

Free Verse

She was a fantastic constellation

I long for her grasp

Her tender lips.

Dark blue

Completes the long-awaited night

The match burns till a dull 

grey

Of  a hope-ridden light.
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