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Pegasus is the famed winged horse of  Greek mythology, a figure which has come to symbolize poetry and the cre-

ator of  the sources from which poets draw inspiration. The Rancho Solano mascot is also a horse: the mustang. 
For these reasons we have chosen Pegasus as the name for the Rancho Solano Preparatory School literary mag-

azine. 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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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 found 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 also learn more about elements of  our peers that are not seen on the surface. 
It is the wish 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 also, as our magazine suggests, it is crucial to express the fires that everyone contains deep within.

 Working on the publication this year has been an especially unique experience for multiple reasons. First, this was my second year 
being the Editor-in-Chief  of  the literary magazine, so it was extremely special to me. I am so proud to have produced this magazine in my 
final year of  high school. Second, the creation of  this magazine was made more challenging due to the Coronavirus with the social distancing 
measures taken. I am incredibly glad and appreciative that I had a team, including Mrs. McCarty and Yuna, to help and support me, since a 
lot more work fell on us to finish the magazine by ourselves with the added struggle of  having to do it all over a digital platform and not in 
person. As there is no possible way that I could have made this extraordinary magazine by myself, I would like to thank my assistant Editor-
in-Chief, Yuna Shprecher, who was an exceptional assistant in the editorial process and always brought insightful ideas to the magazine.
Second, I would like to thank our wonderful advisor, Mrs. McCarty, who was monumental in the meaningful creation of  this magazine. I 
would also like to thank the Rancho administration, all of  the teachers who encouraged their students and helped them through the process 
of  developing their work into the beautiful pieces they became, and the entire editorial staff. 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 Pegasus without these 

students.

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

Sincerely,

Amelie Clark
Editor-In-Chief

A Note From the Editor

II



Inferno

The theme of  our fourth volume involves the expression of  in-

tense emotions and the fires of  passions, both dark and seething 
with light.  Pain, suffering, anguish, moments of  awareness and 
moments of  confrontation with truths that burn bright -- all find 
representation in the artistic expressions of  our Middle and Upper 
School students this year.  The theme is chosen after our submis-

sion deadline passes, it is inspired by the work submitted.

According to Greek legend, the myth of  Pegasus involves a batt-

le with the Chimera, a fire-breathing monster with the body of  a 
snake and the head of  a goat.  In despair at ever defeating such a 
creature, Bellerophon went to sleep in Athena’s temple, hoping for 
the goddess’ advice and aid.  She appeared to him in a dream, and 
told him where he might find the horse Pegasus. When he woke, 
there was a golden bridle waiting at his side.  With it, Bellerophon 
was able to successfully tame him, and the two flew off  to do battle 
with the Chimera.  But because of  the fire-breathing, Bellerophon 
and Pegasus couldn’t get close enough to the monster to stab it.  So 
Bellerophon attached a piece of  lead to his spear, then rammed it 
into the Chimera’s mouth on his next fly-by.  The lead melted and 
filled the beast’s throat, suffocating it.

The winged horse does battle with mythological fire, dancing with 
flames in the sky, dauntless in combat with immortal and inelucta-

ble passions.  The artistic expressions of  our students are emblems 
of  the same inferno that is life itself.
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Drought
Myra Kamal

Free Verse

I imagine sitting under the shade of  a date palm with clusters

 of  its fruit drooping like a woman with orange beaded bracelets. I am swimming in the Sun’s heat. In my mouth. In my eyes. 

 I must find the oasis, I am thirsty

The Sun prickles on the backs of  our necks. A reminder. Humanity is somewhere shifting in the insignificant grains of  sand that 
sparkle in the sunlight. 

It looks pretty from a distance,

The vastness of  heat coil into humanity’s sins like a serpent in this barren garden of  sand

And guilt is an old friend who has returned. I am thirsty.

How many wars have been fought over nothing? Blood seeping into the ground like a pomegranate sun slit open

and for endless seeds to rain down in no replenishing state. Crimson hues soak into the sky,

It tastes bittersweet.

How much have we wasted for nothing? We’ve abandoned and discarded under one blanketing sky,

Day subsiding into night seeing different sides of  our universe’s face re-emerge,

Not even the stale night and cotton clouds can ease this itch in my throat. I am thirsty.

How much have we harmed for nothing? There are scars etched on the hardened dirt withering away; a corroded soul. The 
heat is an unpleasant music throbbing in my ear. 

Crackling like pop rocks- I go deaf. Did you know there used to be an ocean here where I tread? Sea levels rising in the two 
oceans of  my eyes,

Salt-water burns my raw wounds- there’s a fire in my throat. I am thirsty.

There is a river of  numbness coursing through me- begging to find salvation,

The Earth under my feet should be mended, the scars should heal, my thirst should burn on its last insidious embers,

I need to reach the promised oasis… to my unblemished bliss

I’ll cup my hand and put cup to lip and 
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Escaping Reality
Alissa Perssten

Drawing

Luscious starlight will burst into the 
abyss of  space, light reaching every 
particle of  my being in the cool rich-

ness of  a mellow breeze

And I will take a sip.

I beg to be free of  this drought because I am 
thirsty.
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The Truth
Mehek Sumar

Free Verse

The world falls silent under the crescent, alabaster moon, 

Yet we lie awake as together we prostrate to God. 

Unified we stand under the same tawny-brown dome 

While being surrounded by the melodious 

Recitation of  The Book. Together we raise our hands

To God pleading for happiness, love, health

Pleading for change…

For as we open the doors, we become targets again…

We begin to unwrap our cherry, cotton scarves as fear has now 
consumed us. 

Our hearts skip a beat, as the door of  God’s House opens, with 
fear of  the sight of  a gun. 

For every Muslim standing here, lies a Muslim confined behind 
the bars of  ignorance. 

For every Muslim standing here, lies a Muslim dripping in crim-

son blood from the weapons of

Torment. 

Our hearts may be white as ivory,

But our image has been tarnished. 

We live trapped behind lies unable to 

Break free. 

Our journey to full devotion has been skewed.

For we must overcome the boulder of  

Fear while being shackled by the chains of

Judgement and Ignorance 

The world falls silent while the pewter clouds loom over us,

Watching us

As we continue to drown under the abyss of  lies

—Forgotten—
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Silent Broadcast
Katriel Pikar

Short Story

Hour 1

The ship was the only place that wasn’t affected by the lack of  gravitational pull, though I felt like I was floating. I was com-

pletely, utterly alone. A single unit in solitude. My radio was broken, and my limited oxygen leaked out with every breath I took. 
I wondered what mistakes led up to this point, a series of  seemingly flawless decisions went wrong somehow. The turning point 
in which I analyzed my wrongdoings and my false faults. It wasn’t my fault… at least, not until someone said it aloud. With my 
communication cut, I was drifting off  in the void of  space, just like everything else. In the end we are all space junk, irrelevant 
due to our similarities. Our programming dismisses our simplicity and blocks out a bigger picture with complex emotions and 
unanswerable questions. We try so hard to categorize nothingness, a pointless cycle of  a hypothesis, experiment, and a conclusion 
backed up by flawed evidence. It doesn’t want us to know. We are all made up of  the same cosmic dust.

Hour 2

The air grew thin, the lights in the cabin burnt out as well as the heater. My lungs begged for more but for once it was out of  
my control. Time works differently above Earth’s atmosphere. It, above all, didn’t matter. The time I had left was measured by 
my own heartbeat. I was calm, I accepted my fate with open arms. It was a risk I was willing to take. No one says it, but when 
boarding an airplane, the idea of  a crash is always at the back of  everyone’s head. We worry for a good reason,

It’s not like plane crashes don’t happen. This hour flew by fast, it felt like. I wouldn’t exactly know, my clock stood still. I held 
down the button on my radio, whispering silent pleading. What came back from the other end was always the same; static. It was 
hopeless, I knew, but I took comfort in hearing my own voice. I cherished the moments where I still could. I would give anything 
to be out there, outside of  my ship. If  I am to go, the least the universe could do is free me from life with the view that everyone 
has been dying to see. The light of  a trillion flashlights pointing in the direction my tin can wishes to go.

Hour 3

It was cold. Not cold enough to freeze, but chilly enough to bring goosebumps to my skin, even though my suit exposed none. 
Even though the temperature was rapidly dropping, I was sweating. I could only imagine the wasteland outside my window. A 
field of  dark matter. A pool of  particles as well as the absence of  them. A room full of  things, a person full of  nothing. A world 
full of  people, something not worth mentioning. Everything was still, frozen in this excommunicated version of  time. Confusion 
set in like the side effect of  this suicide mission. A suicide mission, is that what this is? Is that what this always was? They say 
aim for the moon, if  you miss, you will still be upon the stars. But I am not a star. I have gone way past the line, inanimate. Stars 
aren’t sentient, and when I last checked, no one wishes upon a person, because we are the death of  ourselves. Dizziness, instabil
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ity, a foggy image of  the metal around me, like my eyes were glazed over with 
murky water. The galaxy outside swirled like paint being stirred in a jar. I was 
hyper aware of  every sensation, manually controlling every movement from a 
third person view. I was shutting down, slipping in and out of  consciousness.

Hour 4

I had turned off  my radio, bored of  toying with the idea of  implausible rescue. I 
was imprisoned by the serene atmosphere around me. The oxygen draining from 
my capsule working as a mental sedative. No, not mental. Physical. A physi-
cal weight draped over me like a heavy blanket. I was no longer on the ground. 
I could not stay right way up. Not because of  the leak, but because there is no 
right way up in zero gravity. I felt my eyelashes frosting over, every nerve in my 
body seized up. Where was I? Ah, right. High above the world in a ride of  inev-

itability.  It was a good run, wasn’t it? My purpose fulfilled as my demise just so 
happens to be during my dream profession. The irony of  it all seems almost as 
cliche as the word itself. You don’t know what you have, how much you have to 
lose until your pen goes dry. How bittersweet is a story when the last few pages 
are blank. 

Hour 5

I took my last breath. Though I won’t be forgotten. My body will eventually be 
pulled into the event horizon of  a black hole, as will my ship. Nothing fully disappears, especially something that once lived. my 
coding will slip into the singularity of  a collapsed supernova. I will implode like a star at the last moment of  its life. This isn’t 
a documentary nor is it a monologue written on truth. The world around me is just as empty as these words make it out to be. 
Though my skin may be warm to the touch, the rings on my fingers and the way I speak are noticeably cold. It’s a tragedy, really. 
No one wants to float away, but unfortunately nothing near me was steady enough to

ground the weight of  my space suit. I will be remembered, eventually. For now, I am but an object, a silent broadcast, drifting off  
into the void of  space.

Discovering Nature
Lemiao Yang 

Drawing
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Submerged
Avni Jain
Free Verse

Transparent beads

Descend, leaving scars on my susceptible  

skin with every frigid touch.

Tuneless winds merge 

like the tints of  the sky,

Forcing me to wear a hood. 

Forcing me to hide. 

My mind, like a dense forest

at midnight, strains in 

pitch darkness. 

The branches of  my intellect 

remain tangled. Icy air numbs my skin. 

On the surface I can no longer feel the 

piercing of  the winds.

Screaming
Yixia Luo

Painting
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Cinnamon Toast
Yuna Shprecher

Short Story

“Stop biting at your nails. You’re going to get damaged cuticles.” 

 She puckers her mouth, with squinting eyes that finish the sentence for her. And you won’t find a man, won’t get a job, with 
those.

 I place my hands in my lap. A surge of  anger rubs against my throat, frustration at myself  for complying, like a docile 
twelve year old once more. But this is only for a month, I tell myself. I only have to stay with her one month, until she recovers 
from her stroke, and then I am far, far away again. Perhaps I should plan a trip, I wonder. I deserve a reward for these next four 
weeks. I begin to drift off  to fictional islands and coconut drinks, until her voice, sharp as knives, cuts those blissful daydreams to 
paper shreds. 

 “Mandy? Will you not listen to your own mother’s voice? Mandy Bur!”

 “I’m sitting in the chair beside you. You really don’t need to yell, mom.” 

She scoffs, her graying braids falling off  her shoulders as her body shrugs in disbelief. “It seems as though I do, Mandy! 
All your distant gazing, it’s as if  you’re on another planet– or at the very least wishing you were.” She shifts herself  to the other 
direction, her way of  hinting that she is upset and I should be quite apologetic. 

I sigh internally, and tell her the words I know she would like to hear. “Mom, of  course I want to be here, taking care of  
you. That’s really all I was thinking of.”

She glances out the corner of  those squinting eyes. “Well, you’ve been gone seven years, so forgive me for being a bit skep-

tical. Not even the slightest phone call, just birthday cards here and there. Hmph!”  

Because of  this! I scream to myself, steam building up within me, as if  a tea kettle preparing to boil. Because all you do is 
tell me what I’m doing wrong and how to fix it, as if  you’re so perfect, so free of  mistakes, when you know what you did seven years ago, 
no matter how far down you try to bury it– 

The kettle is fully boiling now, steam whistling out of  my ears, my nose, my eyes. 

Of  course, to her I remain completely straight-faced. Not a single tendril of  steam visible to my mother, not one.

“As I was saying,” She shifts back toward me, her temporary hurt dissipated, “I need you to make my cinnamon toast. I’m 
feeling too faint to do it myself.”

I forgot about her love of  cinnamon bread. When I still lived with her, she would eat it every day for breakfast, and a slice 
at night, too. Always toasted for one minute and 30 seconds– never more, never less, so that it was a perfect golden crisp– with a 
coat of  margarine, because it was cheaper than butter and it all tasted the same. I get up from the cushioned chair, make my way 
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to the kitchen counter.

“Are you not going to say anything to me? No ‘yes mom,’ no ‘would a glass of  water help?’ If  you treat the people around 
you this way, it’s no wonder you’re all alone.”

I tear open the bread loaf ’s plastic wrapping so that it splits in half, the slices threatening to tumble out. Don’t answer, I 
tell myself. It’s just one month; don’t answer, don’t answer…

She scoffs. “And of  course she remains silent.” She loves to speak of  me in third person when I am within hearing distance, 
feigning surprise when I react. Seven years have passed, yet she remains the same– irritable, melodramatic, maintaining inno-

cence in light of  the glaringly obvious. 

I can hear the steady drone of  reason in the corners of  my mind, telling me those words: don’t answer, don’t answer… 

But another voice overtakes it, with trembling anger long hidden beneath calm eyes and hands neatly placed in laps. 

“And why are you all alone, mom? What’s your reason? Because you had dad, but you forced him to leave seven years ago. 
Didn’t even let him say goodbye to me, just tossed him out in the middle of  the night.” A surge of  adrenaline rushes through my 
spine, the words spilling out like those bread slices from their plastic wrapping, no longer confined. 

Her armchair faces the opposite direction in the living room, but I see her hands grip its sides harder, her freckled and 
weathered knuckles whitening. I know I’ve struck a nerve, that I’ve shut her up.

But the surge of  adrenaline is almost intoxicating, and I want to feel more of  that forbidden rush. So I press further. 

“And now you’re the one who remains silent. You nitpick all these small faults of  mine, but you’re worse, you know that? 
And what’s more, you’re a hypocrite too.” Her knuckles hug the armchair tighter, and I can tell that she wants to answer but 
constrains herself. 

I’ve kept quiet for seven years, haven’t made a visit or a phone call because I knew the resentment at what she did would 
bubble and boil to fruition, that she would try to shred and scatter the story that I know to be absolutely true. She kicked him 
out and told him to stay away. She ruined the last chance I had at a real family, forever fragmented in a disarray of  puzzle pieces. 
But now I stand on the verge of  confrontation, and the steady flow of  adrenaline keeps pulling me to the edge– so I give in.

I drop the cinnamon bread in the toaster, its gears whirring and humming, crumbs leftover from before singeing at the 
invitation of  heat. And then I walk back to where she sits, hands in the shape of  fists.

“Do you hear me, mom? How can you attack everything I do, when you kicked him out? What gave you the right to 
choose what kind of  family I had?”

10



She opens her shriveled mouth to answer, but the words that have built up within me flow out.

“My whole childhood, he weaved in and out of  my life. And he told me he just needed time to figure everything out, so 
I gave him that. Then seven years ago, he said he was finally ready to be there for us, and those were the best two months of  
my life. But I could just see the hatred in your eyes at the idea that I might love him more than you– during baseball games, on 
supermarket runs, at any laughter between the two of  us at an inside joke. And then I woke up one day with dread in my throat, 
because I knew he was gone. And he was, with no notice or explanation. I asked you for months why he left, because surely there 
was some sort of  explanation. And what did you say, mom? What did you tell me?”

The exacting, nagging disciplinarian has shrunk into a shell of  herself. The armchair suddenly looks too big for her, and I 
begin to notice wrinkles around her eyes that weren’t there when I left. 

She stammers. “I-I told you it was- it was for the best.” 

“It was for the best. It was best for you to kick him out, it was best for you to ignore my hurt and anger and confusion, it 
was best for you to pretend noth-”

“Didn’t you ever stop to think that it was best for you not to know?” Her voice rips through, frail and fearful. “Mandy, 
y-you’re so quick to assume that I’m the villain, that I wanted him out. The look in my eyes wasn’t hatred, it was fear that he 
would- he would leave us again! He wasn’t going to say goodbye to you, he didn’t even say goodbye to me! I woke up in the mid-

dle of  the night to an empty bedside, an empty closet-” Her breath begins to quicken, and her eyes widen and search the room.

“I didn’t- I didn’t tell you…” She’s running out of  breath. “For you!” The grip she holds on the chair slackens. Her eyes 
flutter, terror growing stronger at the realization of something. 

The toaster in the kitchen rings; the feeling of  finality hangs in the air. The cinnamon toast is ready, but it will remain uneaten.
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My love for you grows till the end of  time

Seems hopeless in its nature, never

Has my heart ached as I let out a sigh:

A distraction is needed to deter.

Forced to chase your affections day by day,

In a cyclical motion, left me chilled

By futile existence. Although I may

Never have truly lived a life fulfilled

Without you. When all the stars have faded,

I’m trapped with my interminable task.

Lusting for your cruel embrace. You’re jaded

Response and malice has removed your mask.

Tireless efforts I’ve reaped will begin

By crushing the very depths of  my sin.

A Sisyphean Fate
Isabella Rose

Sonnet

Eiffel
Amelie Clark

Photograph
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Garden of  Aden
Barakatullah Kasule

Free Verse

Silence? 

The rain of  bullets rests. The dust settles.

And the people of  Aden bathe in a cocooned white powder.

Their bodies shrink, their blood impregnates the fertile earth

They sleep, but morning will not come again

Silence.

When the sun rises from the west, and the moon splits in two

When the ground will speak, and the dead reveal their dreams

Will these departed tell of  dreams of  rivers of  milk and honey? 

Or will they speak of  an endless yearning of  a city reduced to 
rubble

in Yemen?

In what way was this the freedom that was promised?

Silence!

Televisions blare in countries adjacent and far removed

The reality of  it all, but sanitized, evangelized

An entertainment for only momentarily intrigued masses

Infant eyes peer helplessly into the lens

In its reflection their skin caresses bone, 

Straw-like hair thins at its roots and blood runs thick like syrup.

In what way is this the freedom that is promised?

Silenced.

In her entrapment, Aden no longer bears fruit for her people

In her entrapment, Aden is not allowed to decide for herself

She is to be ‘liberated’, no matter the cost

She is to be ‘saved’, no matter how few are left

The enemy of  her enemy is not her friend

After all, the bullet only protects its own interests

In what world can a girl of  sixteen be mother, widow, and child 
all at one time?

For how long will Aden bleed for the greed of  others?

Until what end will the guiltless have to endure?

In what way will this ever be the freedom that was promised?

SILENCE
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The Prince of  Salvation
Andrew Camacho

Free Verse

Salvation 

began with a feast

Of  blood and wine and bread and body.

But amongst the twelve,

There would be one

to enslave the elephant and 

poach the ivory.

What holiness can atone for

Our sinful plunge into Mariana?

Dousing ourselves rapaciously in water–unholy.

The name Judas sings in the hearts of  

the greedy hollow shells of  man–

All the way through their metal crowns of  conquest.

For he who marked the god himself

With nothing but a traitorous kiss --

Was it worth it?

Holding 30 pieces of  silver and ignoring His wish.

On that night which commenced in such gratuity;

Aroma of  innocence, spoiled.

As the sun set, subdued in its bloody tints,

The sky heard the ubiquitous call of  deceit:

The price of  salvation is

Learning that revenge isn’t so sweet.
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See No Evil, Hear No Evil, Speak No Evil
Jasmine Signeski

Drawing
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Fleeting Existence
Hunter Ruck

Painting
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The Light of  My Candle
Joshua Folz

Free Verse

When the light of  my candle burns out

The pale blue of  the moon shines without doubt

And rivers run dry, towns suffer  cruel drought  

Without morning dew’s rain the green sprouts

Of  life find not wind nor a breeze -- but storms

Turn the fire into smoke o’er the clouds.

I have the woolen cloak to keep me warm

And red torches from the surrounding crowd

When the light of  my candle exhausts

And the strands of  my hair gather gray frost --

Like silver falling snow, cold Time tosses

Until humid days grow scarce and then lost.

When the light of  my candle burns out

The pale blue moonlit world seems like it could

Make rivers run dry, cause perpetual  drought

Searing ash screams in place of  

burning wood.
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The Fires in the Fields
Luka Potocnjak

Prose Poem

The two worst things that can happen to a corpse is it gets left out for a while or it gets burned. Being left out makes it 
smell of  death and rot and becomes bloated. Being burned makes it smell even worse. Jack new this, he knew anyone walking 
at least a mile from his fields would smell it. And someone did. So, like a virus or plague, word got out that Able Powell’s prized 
milking cow, Ramona, was found mutilated, burned and dead in Jack Whitlock’s fields. 

He’ll be here soon. He will have questions. I better think of  some answers.

Jack felt he had some time to recall the events of  last night, get his story in order. He felt like a convict. He knew what 
happened, how could he forget.

They came, that’s what happened. There were two of  them. One looked like a dog but, it was red and hairless like a demon, and 
it looked like instead of  guts, it was filled with fire and ash. It barked once, but it sounded like a warehouse was collapsing and all the 
workers were begging to be freed. It’s mouth was massive. It could fit half  of  Ramona’s body into its toothy maw. And its Handler was 
worse. It had no definition. Almost like the darkness of  the night wrapped around it like a ghost. But it had eyes, eye could see them. 
There were three of  them and they almost rotated on its face in a circle. And it kept making that awful laugh, like a swarm of  crows 
cackling over a graveyard but it had no mouth. Where was it’s-

Jack wanted to continue but before he could, Able opened his door. Jack shook like he had been struck by lightning. Able’s 
eyes looked almost red with a rage that could shock a demon and were piercing Jack’s soul looking for any sign that he was guilty. 
They stared at each other for a while until Jack motioned to the table and poured each of  them a drink.

Able spoke first, “Now we have been friends for almost 24 years, but this, I cannot possibly excuse. That cow was my pride 
and joy, and you knew that, Jack. How could you do that to me? How could you take away my dear Ramona?” Jack did not try 
to argue, he knew trying to change Able’s mind was harder them melting iron with a match. But he knew he was innocent, he let 
Able rant. Get all his rage out now. He’ll listen to reason after he vents.

How did it move? It wasn’t walking. It almost floated. The dog had legs, six of  them. One kind of  looked like a goat. But The 
Handler didn’t even touch the ground. It was silent when it moved, except when it turned its head. It made a sound like snapping bones 
and creaking metal.

Jack had zoned out, Able seemed to have been ranting for a while because it was dark outside. Jack and Able both jumped 
in their seats as the door slammed open. There was some breathing that sounded jagged, like its lungs were full of  smoke. The 
Handler reached into the doorway and almost pulled itself  in, it ended up three feet from the door. Jack wanted to move for his 
gun on the counter next to him but couldn’t. He was frozen in fear like a deer looking down a hunter’s barrel. He turned to look 
out into the corn and saw smoke. The dogs were in his fields, burning them down. Able was slowly pulling his pistol off  his waist 
and held it out of  The Handler’s view. The way he lifted it made it look like it weighed the same as a house. In one quick motion, 
Able rose from his chair and pointed the gun at the handler’s chest. Before he could fire, The Handler’s eyes poured a light direct-
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Rippled Stone
Pia Sachdev

Photograph

ly into Able’s face. He fell to the floor, dropping the gun and tried to reach up to his head. Before he could, Able burst into a great 
pillar of  flame. Jack was thrown back into the wall, hitting his head. his vision was slowly going black. He could see the handler 
turn out the door and make its way out of  the burning house, with that awful laugh. The smell of  fire and ash were building. 
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Cactus Blossom
Myra Kamal

Free Verse

Baked in the sunlight,

The familiarity is a warmth that

coerces the petals to unfurl,

Like the fingers of  a newborn in the presence

of  its creator.

Tragically born attached to a prickled world,

the warmth still seeps into the blossom’s being,

Gazing upwards to the heavens hidden 

amidst the lemon skies, it

Awakes.

Velvet petals once sheltered its heart, raw and now exposed, 

Ripped from its state of  vanilla reverie into

Awareness,

But when the day melts into dark,

Not willing to explore the unknown,

Its petals curl inwards as it craves its

Own company. Never meeting the moon or multitude of  stars

spilling onto Earth, prophets of  enlightened ideals, yet

Engulfed in the cool mist that numbs the

mind into ignorance, 

When the Morning Star kisses the blossom it once again Scarlet Bloom
Amelie Clark

Photograph

Twists open in its comfort and blooms,

It has tasted the world and 

savors the soul of

reincarnation.
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Guinevere
Diallah Athari

Sonnet

You may not have me, we cannot be; you’re 

Forbidden. Our bustling world ablaze 

Against the ochre horizon. Torn 

From my grasp. My body feels malaise 

Without you. Yearning to be swiftly plucked 

Like an apple from a tree. The reddest 

Fruit from the trees of  Eden. When you abduct 

My heart from my body, no crevice 

Goes unnoticed.  You see me for what I 

Am. Pure once again, yet so verboten 

 In the eyes of  others. They see my cries 

But choose to pretend, our love is sin 

With nothing more resting between the lines 

In my sacrifice, is our demise. 
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Pitter patter, pitter patter. We have to tell you something… they say as I can feel the bolts of  the words wrench into my 
heart on every beat. Your grandmother, Louise, she’s passed away. We know it must be hard for you - it wasn’t hard for me, it 
was disappointing. I don’t get it. All the things I could’ve said, all the things Mimi had to tell. Gone in the rain? She was the last 
of  my grandparents. No one to talk to now. No summer days to spend watching over the Sonoma vineyards, certainly not, and 
I don’t know what I’ll do. I don’t know, I don’t know. I like the rain, though. The rain seems nice today, I always like it when it 
rains. It reminds me of  the eggshell smell of  board games we used to play and the old books we used to read under the cover of  a 
roof. Pitter patter, pitter patter it would go.

We always called her Mimi. I never did figure out what it meant. Maman called her that, and so did we, my sister 
Françoise, and I. Mimi has a nice sound to it. It was playful like the conversations we used to have. It was sweet like the smell of  
flowers that hovered wherever she went. It was safe. Louise is bitter, like flour on your tongue; the feeling of  hardcover books on 
your wrists. But not Mimi. I’ll always like Mimi.

Maman doesn’t seem happy. She’s crying in her room. Maman doesn’t cry much. She’s always protective of  her mother, 
she has a love for her only family has for each other, she says. I sit in her lap and hold her. I don’t know what to do. Usually I’m 
the one who needs comforting. Now that Mimi’s passed, Maman doesn’t have much to hold onto, no grandpa to scribble her pret-

ty little drawings, no grandma to cook her soup, no mother to hold her tight, no father to kiss her goodnight. Except me.

On the way to somewhere important, we stopped, but only briefly by the bridge. An egret stood, great and tall, like a fun-

ny looking lamp post. It watched. And it watched us. I wonder what she sees, in those beady eyes of  hers. But now’s not the time 
for that. Papa made an appointment, and now we’re wearing black. Pitter patter, pitter patter, under the church roof.

Mimi
Trevor McKibben

Vignette
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Loss
Kate Taylor

Drawing
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Serendipitous Opposition
Reese Miner

Photograph
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Flowers
Emilie Doull

Free Verse

I remember the flowers

In my grandmother’s garden:

She grew and loved 

Like children.

Nurturing mother, 

Of  her plants.

For they were her teachers,

She heard their whispers.  

Blue hortensias,

Pink hortensias,

In sweet childhood dreams

And forgotten passion.

The delicate rose 

She cared for,

It’s elegant pose

Now crippled.

My mind still wanders 

between the lily groves,

Where fairies danced

In bright peony dresses.

Magnolias filled her heart

(A lonely white carnation)

As her free spirit 

roamed the garden.

I remember her flowers,

The sweet scent of  daisies

Smiling sadly

On her 

grave.
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Kaguya Hime
Yuna Shprecher

Sonnet

She often yearned for days past in which life

Was not so troubling, a boulder weighing

On her shoulders, choking the meager light

Which flickered through the night. How isolating

It could be, as if trapped within the moon,

Screaming to the barren craters- chasms wide,

Deep and dark... But she had pride, and she refused

To confess the aching she harbored inside. 

And so she hid behind hair made of silk,

As she dreamt of youth, and mourned its loss-

Prayed to the vacant sky for time to stand still, 

To grasp it forever, no matter the cost.

 

The boulder began to weigh down on her chest.

She sunk to her knees, until nothing was left. 
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Orbit in Retro-grade
Sofia Kamal

Photograph

 

I reminisce about the nights where the stars—

Too many to count—gleamed in the sable

Sky by the crescent moon. Where the graceful

Tune sung by the indigo Malabar

Brought music to our ears as the faint glimmer

Of  the fireflies’ light brightened the maple

Tree’s stump. I remember your hazel

Eyes—too stunning to look away—looking far

Into mine as the night grew silent except

For our hearts palpitating together.

However…that was then and this is now.

Like spring, our complete love was too perfect

To last…You left my heart broken, forever

Blackened, but I should have known to always doubt…

Now
Mehek Sumar

Sonnet
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The sound of  roosters crowing used to wake me up every morning. Precisely 5 am. Every day. Loud, annoying and obnox-

ious. Every day. I would get up and do the same chores as every other day; feed the animals and collect and clean the eggs from 
the chickens, as well as plowing snow in the winter. I remember the immense feeling of  growing boredom increase every time I 
repeated it.. 

One winter there was almost six feet of  snow and we couldn’t leave the house for almost a week. I was so excited to get 
out. I remember the moment that I finally opened the door. I was expecting to suddenly look at the land with a newfound ap-

preciation for the blessing of  simply being outside. But it was all still the same. The snow was muddy, filled with bumps from the 
rocky road. The paint on the house was still peeling and the hinges on the shutters were loose. It was the same.

My mother gave up her life. She gave up her career and her family in Illinois for us to the middle of  nowhere. My sisters 
loved it. They spent all their time with their friends. But that’s probably why they’re both still stuck in rural Michigan with 
low-paying, dead end jobs and kids to support. The houses always stood out to me. They were so far apart that it was impossible 
to know anyone. But I guess that’s why people live in places like this. They don’t want to know anyone. 

It was always small to me and my father. We had a dream that someday we would escape and live together in a big city. We 
talked about the rush of  traffic and excitement of  huge crowds of  people. Blurry dots of  light would hide the view of  the skyline 
and the smell of  pollution would slowly suffocate us. It was our dream. We thought that there had to be something out there that 
was more than the endless wheat fields and harsh northern winter. We were bored. And his boredom eventually drove him crazy. 

“You should appreciate what you have.” My mother would nag me every day. But by the time I turned ten, it felt like 
every hour lasted a week. Every insignificant event that occurred would just drag time out even more, until it was like everything 
was moving in slow motion.

Everything is blurred together into one memory. Because it is one memory. Because it’s the same. Except for one day, 
when I was thirteen years old. I remember every second. I woke up early and walked outside to a crisp grey sky. I followed my 
faint footprints in the snow from the day before to the dingy brick red barn. The shivering animals stood still in their stalls, quiet-

ly waiting for me. First I grabbed straw from the tearing canvas bags and dropped handfuls of  it into each rotting stall. For some 
reason it was even slower than most days. I proceeded to collect the freezing eggs from the bouncy ground beneath the hens and 
walk over to the steel sink. I forced the faucet on, and dirty grey water splashed out. After cleaning the eggs, I dragged myself  
over to the supply shed and picked up the worn snow plough. I ran it through the long driveway, forming huge piles of  muddy ice 
all around me. Something was different. I felt off. But I couldn’t figure out why. The air didn’t smell like dirty animals and fresh 
snow anymore, it just smelled like rain and rust. After finally finishing my chores, I went back inside and got dressed for school in 
my patched jeans that my mother had sewn back together at least five times, along with my scratchy winter jacket with holes in 
the pockets. 

I left without waiting for my sisters like I usually did. I didn’t know why, but I had a need to be alone that day. I kicked 

10:52 AM
Maude Mcquarrie

Short Story
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familiar pebbles along next to me as I made my way down the gravel road to the bus stop. About half  way there, it started to 
rain. Winters were usually full of  snow, grey skies and all-around cold weather, but there wasn’t usually rain. I started to feel a 
knot tie in my stomach. It was telling me that something was wrong. But there was nothing wrong. I continued to reassure my-

self  that everything was fine as I continued on slowly, letting the rain seep through my clothes. Soon enough, the loud engine and 
slow wheels of  the familiar school bus pulled up next to me and the mechanical doors creaked open. My soggy shoes squeaked 
against the striped rubber floors, leaking rain throughout the bus. The black letters spelling ‘WASHTENAW COUNTY SCHOOL 
BUS’ were starting to peel off  of  the sides, leaving an illegible message. The knot in my stomach tightened as the irritating sound 
of  loud dialogue muffled my thoughts. I approached my usual leather double seat. The seats were so full of  holes that you could 
see the foam stuffing starting to spill out, making them lopsided and lumpy. The bus ride dragged on. Especially with the weather 
conditions. I tried to take my mind off  of  everything by patiently finishing my remaining homework. It didn’t work. I continued 
to dismiss the anxiety I felt as simply a bad day and went on with school.

I didn’t pay attention at all during class. I killed the time in my first periods by doodling in textbooks and breaking my 
greyed eraser into crumbs. At 10:52am, in the middle of  math, I felt a sudden rush of  adrenaline, as if  I had just jumped off  of  
a cliff. It was shortly followed by a sharp stabbing pain in my stomach and a migraine. I thought it would go away before lunch, 
but twelve o’clock came and it was still there.

“Are you ok, Rose?” my classmates kept asking.

“I’m just tired.” I wasn’t ok, but I didn’t know why. The knot in my stomach from earlier in the morning kept growing 
stronger, causing the pain I felt all throughout my body to increase.

When the broken bell sounded for lunch, I brushed everything into my backpack, crumpling and tearing all of  my papers 
and books. I stared at my drenched shoes as I pushed my way through the sea of  people filtering through the double doors into 
the cafeteria. I grabbed a red lunch tray. The plastic was peeling and the corners were worn all the way down. I placed it on the 
smooth metal tray holders and listened to the high-pitched noise of  their reaction. My turn came next. I placed a rotting apple 
and expired yogurt on my tray and scanned my ID card to pay, fully knowing I was already thirty dollars in debt.

When it was finally time to unwillingly go back to class, I pushed back through everyone to get to history.

“So, class, can anyone tell me how Adolf  Hitler died?” That’s when I zoned out again. The rest of  the day passed slowly 
and I felt a surge of  relief  when the bell finally rang, concluding the day.

The same glazed yellow school bus ungracefully rattled into the curb outside the brick building shortly after the bell. My 
stomach kept growing tighter and my anxiety grew the whole way home. When the bus finally reached the middle of  my grey 
street I shuffled out.. I watched it turn into a faint mustard yellow dot in the distance before I even took a step. I started kicking 
pebbles along next to me as I started reluctantly making my way home. When the eggshell white house and faded army green 
shutters came into view my pace slowed even further. I had a sense that something bad was going to happen but I repressed it 
and told myself  that everything was fine. The driveway had already refilled with snow, and my shoes got soggy again as I left 
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deep footprints in the ice. Snow was supposed to be a smooth bright white like fresh paper, not muddy and lumpy like the twen-

ty-year-old canned soup my mother kept in the basement for tornados. 

I opened the creaky back door. I took off  my shoes and placed them on the antique rug. I stood still for a moment, watch-

ing the water seep into the old wood floors like watching an ice cube melt. I hung my backpack on the tilted metal hook and 
roughly pulled off  my knitted mittens and jacket. I felt a lump forming in my throat followed by the knot in my stomach tight-

ening until the sensation came over me that I couldn’t breathe. I trudged into the kitchen. My mother was the first thing to come 
into my view. Sitting at the kitchen table with an empty bag of  black licorice jelly beans and a blotchy face paired with a look of  
disappointment in her glossy eyes. I was the first one home. 

“What happened?” I asked her and watched her eyes refill with salty water. Sometimes I wonder what would have hap-

pened if  I had never asked that question.

“Sit down.” I slowly lowered myself  onto a splintering wooden chair, with a million possibilities of  what the bad news 
could be rushing through my mind. 

“You know that your father has been very sick-” She started, but I cut her off.

“When?” I asked, not sure if  I wanted the answer.

“10:52 this morning.” She replied. I couldn’t listen to any more of  her cliché attempts to defend him. So I left.

She didn’t understand that what he was sick of  was us. But the worst part was that I understood his choice. He was bored.
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 Cobwebs and the dust in slumber

 Light has been banished, love not given

 Rooms and shelves are dark and somber

 Once a place of  erudition

Spines of  its species lie there burked 

Pages bound together, captive --

The ink of  Man’s recherché work

The author’s consciousness inactive 

My desk sits silently and rots

On top rests the box of  the  future

Old wires tangled up in knots

I stare at His screen in stupor

Yet the search for meaning may not cease to be 

Our knowledge will advance to no extreme

I flip the switch, light floods and darkness flees

A congregation of  our past agleam.

821
Aryeman Singh

Free Verse

Technicolor Mind
Lindsey Belgrad

Drawing
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Wind
Yixia Luo

Painting
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Awakening to the breezy, crisp air 

Filling the collage of  the amber sky, 

It courses across 

my hazel eyes,

This melody formed 

by the

Little ones rustling within the brittle leaves -- 

A montage of  russet and gamboge,

A harmony flowing through its measures.

Daylight swiftly ascends from slumber,

Its light igniting the shadow of  the 

Carnelian petals slowly collapsing from guardians,

Settling upon my feet --

A new dawn awakens.

A Composition
Monica Ghuman

Free Verse
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I used to spend my days watching over grand

valleys looking for beauty in the sky

Looking over the cliffs --

now I think of  you.

The sun, constant every day, will rise

And set, behind the clouds the sun must burn anew

Consuming my mind and putting me into a glorious

Slumber, dreaming for a year -- happily

Hoping I never awake, given the choice.

Falling into your eyes haphazardly, 

Blue eyes with a golden smile, consume my soul-

You, my love, make my Earth whole.

The valley stream 

Rushes down her hair

Cool to the touch

Crispen’s orange skies are 

The sunset colors smeared onto her golden skin

Knit of  knots of  wood

Woven with leaves of  love 

Wrapped around the curves of  the valley

A mother to all, 

Red lips, pursed, curled, 

Just you wait, 

Her smile says,

Just you wait,

For the autumn to come.

Transitions
Ryan Christianson

Free Verse
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Slow
Jasmine Signeski

Painting
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Hourglass
Arianna Walker

Free Verse

Seconds progressively tick by

as the coarse, gritty touch of  the dusty grains fall 
down a solemn abyss. 

Spiraling thoughts veer into dread

How much time?

The stroke of  chromatic fur

She, an animated 

jewel, a vital spark of  existence

distantly fading, weakening.

She grasps her

final visions.

Not wanting to let go

Like dry bits of  shells surrounded by 

a double concave shape of  solidified liquid sand 

ceasing to fall.

Her essence penetrates my mind.

Memories blaze across the membranes of  my eyes.

Her final juncture of  life.

Suddenly, I fathom

the hourglass has run out.

The clock of  life is cut short.

Jagged edges clatter into the ground 

in a disheveled heap.

Life is shattered like crashing glass.
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The Ringer
Connor Gurley

Short Story

 Blinding, just light, ahead nothing but painful brightness. Followed by a numbing pain turned to ringing. Nothing but 
light and white noise. Like falling through the sky descending into nothing. Then the light is eclipsed in shadow, a halo, a head, a 
face, a voice.

 “1…2…3…” thuds following each number, ”4…5…6…” a new voice now ringing through 

“Get—just a few more—you can’t go down yet” 

Now the world comes into view lying on canvas as lights shine down from an intangible ceiling. Now a shift, standing again, slug-

gish and numb. The face again this time searching examining and a voice rings out again.

“Can you fight?” 

As the face is removed again a new one takes focus. Bright and unsullied, standing tall and relaxed, an aura of  arrogance as the 
approach begins. Sounds erupt around, cheers of  faceless figures hiding in darkness just past the boundaries of  the light now 
circling waiting expecting. 

I can’t remember how many times this has happened before, watching them think they won while I’m still standing. The 
first swing is thrown, slow, lazy, predictable, the first step, advance. The second, strike, quick and controlled, catching them off-
guard, panic follows. They get sloppy, unable to decide whether to retreat or stand ground, they lose either way, then the third 
finish, targeted and unstoppable, then freeze, a bell sound. Panic, flowing while caught still in the light, now we move again back 
to corners facing the white expanse. 

 A new face old, wrinkled, broken, now shifting and a chill now fills the air, ice stinging my eyes and face “Dammit kid what 
the hell was that last stunt” a voice gruff  and old “putting on a show when you were on your—ss for half  the round” 

“Just trying to keep the odds up”, my voice sounded, course and pained.

 “Well you certainly did”, his faced changed.

From panic to a solemn calm, before he could begin again “How much longer do I have to keep doing this? I can fight, I can win, 
why can’t I prove that?” his eyes drifted away now searching “with a minute left in the round, he’s gonna come at you hard and 
you’re going to take it and go down, and make it believable, you hear?” his eyes now locked with mine “To them it’s a risk their 
not willing to take, and when they lose, you lose” as he rubs his chin, feeling scars long faded “how is an illegal fighter with no 
name or ID supposed to make a living in this world” 

 The bell sounds again, and the song and dance start’s like it always does, light taps and blows not meant to harm, just to 
poke and wait. Keeping the show rolling, waiting till the clock spins down. Now the barrage begins blow after blow, relentless an 
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unending, I can do nothing but bear the pain and watch for the clock to spin faster. It acts as my tormenter, the guardian keeping 
me from rest waiting until it decides when it is time to end things. It almost slows as to mock me; seconds stretch on for hours 
and the pain continues to shake my body. I think back to a time when these seconds were cherished, a contest between fighters 
where everything was left on the mat. No trivial matters outside these lights could affect what went on inside these ropes, but 
that dream has long died, now I follow like a puppet on a string doing whatever is told just to be able to stand in this ring like I 
did once before. Now time has decided to be kind, a shift and the wild punch is thrown and all I can do is grit my teeth and ac-

cept what has been given. Time and time again I have to hide my strength so that they can stuff  more money into their pockets. 
I’m sick and tired of  it all; I’m just tired. 

 Once again to the light, a blank expanse unfolds before me but now darkness begins to creep at the edges. The blinding 
light used to pain me but now it is welcomed, the voice sounds again “1…2…3” I’ve grown so tired of  these things “4…5…6” 
the darkness begins to close in now “7…8” the light is gone now its only darkness that remains “9…” and it swallows me whole. 
“…10”
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My soaking hand grazed the splintering wood,

Like plush blue silk being torn.

Heavy raindrops fell

With such speed and force,

They felt like pennies raining down.

Water started to pool in the grass

And the weeds and daisies began to drown.

The sweet scent of  fresh rain and watered flowers

Gave false hope.

The rain engulfed the fields

There was no way out,

Except to wait for the storm to yield.

The rotting fences barely stood

Eaten away by the ravaging water.

Waves of  sudden confusion and fear

Replaced their antecedents of  helplessness and despair.

When a striking icy-blue ray of  lightning

Lit up the sky.

I could feel the speed of  my heartbeat 

Increase until it was as loud and consistent

As the heavy raindrops against the eroding pavement.

And just like that

My sense of  safety and last shreds of  hope were gone,

And I was part of  the storm.

Storm
Maude Mcquarrie

Free Verse
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Petrify
Grace Sullivan

Photograph
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98% Water
Grace Berry

Painting
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Astraea Beauty
Michael Dienes

Free Verse

Do I dare disturb the electric flow that circulates

That spreads from soul to soul in these halls,

Or shall I remain unkown

A faceless pole to sustain the flow of  energy?

When will you recognize me?

Do you recognize my strides, my knowledge?

When will you recognize me?

Curls flowing like the waves of  the ocean, as if  

gazing upon the night stars

forever lasting as the Milky Way --

Do you recognize my gaze, Astraea?

Eyes gleaming like the shimmer of  sun on water,

A look fiercer and sharper than a tiger’s tooth --

Oh how beautiful you are ...

When will you be mine?

For I shall chase you as the moon chases the sun,

An eternal race

for you to be mine.
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Sky
PeiShan Hou

Free Verse

The hasty bird’s wings are chasing the ruby sunset;

Far away, nostalgic eyes

Wipe sorrow with a smile;

Waving hands are the call of  the heart;

The azure streams are

gurgling, ringing in the dusk.

In the infinite blue sky

Emerges eternal memory,

Staring at the sorrow of  separation --

The plane flies in the distant twilight,

One cloud after another --

like cotton candy.

The wind blows away the memories of  joy and sorrow

with the chilly breeze on my face;

touching gently

The fallen leaves

hovering in my heart--

constantly, evoking memories.

Sadness and joy,

Reunion and parting,

Through the distant memories and vague mist, 

I can almost see--

the childhood playground of  

beloved friends and spirited playmates.
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Hesitation
Jasmine Signeski

Painting
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Palm Springs
Chloe Deeba

Photograph
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Orange County
Diallah Athari

Sonnet

You traveled upon a cloud in the air.

I knew that cloud like I knew your name,

The way you wore your lenses— the top frame 

would push hard against my face; leaving two   

small indents, on the bridge of  my nose. Too 

few chances to fall in love— leave us aimed 

at victory. To give to you this acclaimed 

love is the best gift I can bear. Through

time and sorrow, our love grows challenged. 

Will it be you who walks along the path 

of  those who betray? Would you dare damage 

the borders I built to keep you close? Scathe 

me quickly if  you must; pay your homage 

to a world once bright. Goodbye Marmalade—
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Hummingbirds
Myra Kamal

One Act Play

Players:

Honey, the American wife, 37, she is a pretty woman with a petite face and blond hair

Darling, the American Husband, 38, tall with brown hair and blue eyes, wears spectacles

Outsider, a man, doesn’t necessarily need to have a specific color of  skin or age

Setting

The American couple is seated at the small breakfast table in a plain room. It has four walls and is painted white but is pristine. It is a 
particularly boring room with lack of  color except for the Starry Night painting hung on the wall across from the window. The blinds are 
drawn over the window. There is one small door at the end of  the room. It is old and rustic and has never been opened before.

__________________________

Honey: Darling, do you need orange juice with that buttered toast? 

Darling (lifting his spectacles and putting the newspaper down): No Honey, I have my coffee right here.

Honey (chuckled): Oh, forgive me, my mind is on other things. Have you read the stocks?

Darling: Yes, they look dismal. They really must do something about this economy. 

Honey: Yes, everything is dreadful.

There is silence for a few moments as Darling drinks his coffee. 

Honey: Darling, I really love the painting you added here. It’s beautiful. (Honey exclaims pointing at the Starry Night Painting)

Darling: Yes, it was a rather nice find on my part. The swirling blues and yellows almost look like a- starry night. It’s by some 
fellow named… Van Gogh? Nice work on his part.

Honey: That’s so clever of  you, Darling! I would’ve never thought of  a starry night. (Honey continues to stare at the painting, 
tilting her head, fascinated)

Darling: Well, I really must get to work. (He sits up suddenly and approaches Honey). Have a good day. (Darling then walks to the 
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other end of  the room and takes out his papers and sits at his desk.)

(Sound Cue 1) Suddenly loud noises are heard as the foundation begins to tremble. 

Honey (annoyed): Oh, why now?

Darling (running back to Honey): The tremors have started again. 

Honey: Well, I want to know where are they coming from?

Darling: From… from… the Outside. You know it’s coming from there, Honey.

Honey: Oh well, they’ll go away eventually- I guess just ignore it. Is your work day over, Darling?

Darling: Yes, thank god. Traffic was a bear. 

Honey chuckles again, as they both sit back down at the breakfast table. 

Honey: Orange juice with the grilled asparagus?

Darling: No Honey, I have milk in the evenings.

Honey (touching her head): Oh of  course, sorry, Darling. How was work?

Darling: The usual. I worked. I hired people. I fired people. It’s the same every-

(Sound Cue 2) Again a cacophony of  sounds ring out loudly outside. It is a mixture of  different noises. 

Honey: Well there it is again. At least it’s not the trembling.

Darling: For God’s sake- I can barely hear myself. So I was telling you about work…

Honey: Darling- that noise it’s coming from the… the… Outside isn’t it?

Darling (nodding): You know that.

Honey (moving her plate away): Don’t you ever wonder what the noise is? I mean, I can hear pieces of  it but I can’t quite make it 
out.

Darling: Honey you’re acting silly, who cares what the noise is? It’s in… the Outside. We don’t need to go there or wonder about 
it. Whatever it is doesn’t concern us. 

Honey: Yes, I know, I know- you’re right. It just makes me wonder. Doesn’t it make you wonder?
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Darling: No, I couldn’t care less.

Darling gives Honey a strange look as she tries to laugh it off. 

(Sound Cue 1- a little louder) The noise returns this time with more trembling. 

Both Darling and Honey look down at their food ignoring the sounds until…

(Sound Cue 3) Crack!

Honey: Oh my! Darling the floor- It’s cracked. 

Darling: That’s very peculiar. This has never happened before. The trembling has been going on for a while but it’s never affected 
us before.

(Sound Cue 4) The door suddenly bursts open with a violent bang and The Outsider bursts through. (Sound Cue 5) Loud sounds follow 
him/her through the open door as he/she stumbles in. 

Darling and Honey scramble to the farthest edge of  the room both in shock staring at the intruder. The Outsider scrambles to his feet and 
stares at Honey and Darling.

The Outsider: I can’t believe I’m here. We’ve heard so much about you (The Outsider goes to shake hands with Honey and Darling) 

It’s a pleasure really- Honey and Darling. Wow this is the room. And here’s where you have your meals (The Outsider gestures 
towards the Breakfast table) and this is the painting you both love so much. Oh I can’t believe it…

Darling (quivering): Who-wh-who are you? How do you know us?

The Outsider: Oh, right. (To audience as well) I guess you could call me the Outsider. I’m one of  many.

Honey: Well, I mean… how did you open the door? That door’s never been opened. 

The Outsider: Don’t doors exist to be opened?

Darling: Well what right do you have to barge in here?

The Outsider (strolling around the room absentmindedly observing different things): Well you really didn’t believe that no one would 
barge in… ever? It had to happen eventually. 

Darling: Well what do you want?

The Outsider: Oh, nothing. I just wanted you to get to meet one of  us… Outsiders (The Outsider turns to face the couple). The 
thing is, we know everything about you and you have no clue about us. We’ve been out there the whole time (The Outsider 
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gestures towards the door).  Do you know what is going on out there? No you don’t. You choose to ignore us. You people are 
like hummingbirds. They lead solitary lives and stay in one place. They like the flowers which they know. Hummingbirds are 
completely secluded. Do you even care about The Outside? 

Darling: Should we care?

The Outsider: It’s up to you. Stay hummingbirds. It really doesn’t affect us on the Outside. I just thought you should know. You 
should go to The Outside once. It will change you.

Darling (breaks out into uproarious laughter): The Outside? Never. Are you mad? We don’t know what could happen to us out there! 
It doesn’t even affect us. Nothing out there is something I would care about. Our lives are fine right here.

The Outsider: Oh, that’s disappointing. I guess you’ll be in here forever. I can’t tell if  that’s a blessing or a curse. You Americans- 
excuse me hummingbirds will never know about the Outside. Now this is my final offer. Would you like to step through the door 
with me?

(Sound Cue 1- even louder than last time) Suddenly the tremors begin to occur again, this time more violently and louder than before. 
All three characters start to lose their balance.

Darling (steadying himself): Dear lord, this is chaos. The foundation is breaking apart.

Honey: Yes, Outsider- where do they come from?

The Outsider: I don’t have a clue- this doesn’t happen in The Outside. We’ve never had tremors.

Honey and Darling exchange a look of  shock

Darling (with disbelief  and faint annoyance): None at all?

The Outsider shakes his head.

Honey: Outsider… I- I want to come with you…

The Outsider looks at her surprised. Darling backs away from his wife in utter shock.

Darling: What- WHAT? Honey what do you mean you want to go with him? To the Outside? How could you? (Now in anger) You 
won’t be by my side? (said in a quiet command) Don’t go Honey. Don’t do it. 

The Outsider (trying to break the tension): You know… the painting you love so much? The Starry Night by Van Gogh? That 
comes from The Outside.

(There is silence for a few moments)
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Honey (to the Outsider): Let’s go.

(Honey and The Outsider begin to walk towards the door.)

Darling (yelling): Honey!

(Sound Cue 1- the loudest this time) Suddenly the 
trembling begins again. It is crazy now with noises 
unending and loud, and the shaking even more violent. 

Honey (screaming in distress now over the loud noise): 
You must come, Darling! NOW! The roof  is going to 
collapse on you if  you don’t come!

Darling: Shoot… (Darling shaking his head in regret as 
he rushes over to Honey and the Outsider)

(Sound Cue 6) They all run through the door and hear a 
loud thud of  the roof  falling right behind them.

Darling: Oh god, we’re (pause for breath, covering his 
hand over his forehead) in the… Outside.

Honey: There’s a whole world out here!  

FINIS

Flight
Jasmine Signeski

Painting
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Nostalgia
Luke Hammond

Drawing

Swings
Jasmine Williams

Free Verse

Her ocean blue

Laughter-filled

Eyes never leave my mind.

Running around the playground,

A never-ending game

Of  tag we play.

Around and around, as her golden blonde hair

Carelessly floasts in the wind.

Rocking back and forth

On the forbidden swing-set.

Hanging upside down

From the monkey bars

Until we grow numb.

As we stare into the gloomy night sky,

we soon realize that this day is coming to an end.

I look over to see the swing-set is empty.

Abandoned and alone,

It swings solemnly in the wind.
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Blue Reverie
Yixia Luo

Painting
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Denim Memories
Abigail Rachlin
Personal Narrative

                     Her hands brushed over the worn, faded denim jacket. The right pocket was left unbuttoned, as it had been for 
nearly three years. It used to always be full, she thought. With a note for a friend or a comic she’d written and folded too many 
times. She would slip the button through through its place in the buttonhole, and whatever was in the pocket would be safe. Re-

vealed only to those she allowed. On the days where there was nothing to place into the security of  this pocket, she would sim-

ply leave it open. And that is how it had been left. She was quite aware that no matter how much she longed to breathe life back 
into that pocket of  that jacket, there was no going back to when she could. She’d grown apart from her old friends and slipping 
anything into that pocket that wasn’t meant to be seen by them felt wrong. The jacket was too small now anyway. And she knew 
perfectly well that as much as one may want to, it is rather difficult- even impossible- to grow backwards. 

                     She clutched the collar of  the jacket and carried it to her screen door. On the other side was her balcony. And be-

yond that, the vast, immeasurable ocean. Using her free hand, she slid the door open, hearing the edge scrape along the door 
frame as she did. She stepped out into the fresh, salty evening air, closing the door behind her. 

                     Standing at the edge of  the balcony, she lifted her jacket to her face, breathing in its familiar scent. It smelled like 
the past. Like jokes her friends made that they would roar with laughter at until their lungs begged them for air. It smelled like 
dry tears and firm bear hugs and songs from musicals she never sang anymore. It smelled like an old home that someone else was 
living in, and all you could do was try to remember the details of  each room you spent so much of  your time in. She inhaled her 
limp memories one final time and wrapped her fingers around the right sleeve. There was a red and a gold paint stain on the wrist, 
but she couldn’t remember how they’d gotten there. She allowed her arm to raise and lower again, with the jacket now hanging 
over the balcony’s ledge. A sad half  smile materialized onto her face and, looking away from her old life and out to the sun setting 
on the horizon, she let her fingers go limp and the jacket to fall away
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Somber in Grace
Monica Ghuman

Villanelle

Upon the shadows of  the lonely night

She lies- dressed in silk, hidden still away—

From the lurking flares appearing in sight.

Through the ripples of  her peach gown despite

The identical shoes covered in grey—

Upon the shadows of  the lonely night.

Her golden eyes shimmering all the while

Cast in the innocent snare of  the prey—

From the lurking flares appearing in sight.

The fawn ribbon of  hope holds back her might

Collapsing upon the scene as a stray—

Upon the shadows of  the lonely night.

Through the gloom, she lies—suppressed though in fright

Her last daintiness evaporates away

From the lurking flares appearing in sight.

Lost within the storm of  heros, steeds and  knights

Consumed in the ashes— of  the absent day

Upon the shadows of  the lonely night—

From the lurking flares appearing in sight.
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Singularity
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Broken Song
Avni Jain
Free Verse

Tune to perfection,

Every note executed without 

A tremble. 

Your harp melodically played 

As we danced in the pale moonlight.

Your pleasant petrichor coerced

My rustic heart-

Interminably palpitating

Forever more. 

Oh. How I yearn 

To hear our sweet rhapsody.

How swiftly the chords 

Of  moonlight precipitate.

How the rumination of  our love 

Dissipated, our effervescent rhapsody

Turned to a broken song.

59



You Say
Yuna Shprecher

Musical Score
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Scan the QR code above to listen to a re-

cording of  the original composition
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What it Takes to Prove Oneself
Hunter Ruck

Short Story

As Samuel Strong approached the weight room he immediately took note of  the peculiar atmosphere which it possessed 
that day. He could already hear a muffled mixture of  indistinct shouting and booming music. Upon turning the door’s handle 
and crossing its protective threshold, his ear drums were instantaneously penetrated by the first of  infinite deafening waves of  
blasting hip-hop music. Dense wafts of  body odor and rusty metal were thrust into his nasal cavity with each consecutive inhale. 
In the far corner of  the room, a congregation of  bulky linemen were passing a tub of  pre-workout powder and a water bottle 
amongst one another, each shoveling a scoop into their gaping mouths and washing it down with a single squirt of  water. Samuel 
took a small moment to adjust, then proceeded to begin his routine stretches in a corner nearest the door. 

He was momentarily joined by Nikolas Preston—a fellow wide receiver and, not to mention, star player of  the Oak Valley 
football team. He, too, seemed much more upbeat than usual. “What’s so exciting about today, anyway?” Samuel asked. Nikolas 
couldn’t hold back his smile. 

“Well—Sammie, don’t you remember? Today we test our max bench press. What happens today will separate the men 
from the boys… the strong from the weak. How could you forget?”

 Samuel’s heart started beating faster. He remembered, alright. He absolutely despised the heavy lift days. While he was 
quite fast and had decent hands on the field, Samuel was relatively weak and lanky. He had little difficulty catching the football, 
but was notorious for fumbling it. His wiry physique didn’t allow him to lift like the other guys.

 “Oh, right. How could I forget? How much are you putting up today?” Samuel nervously asked. Nikolas responded imme-

diately and with confidence: 

“Going for 275. Shouldn’t be an issue—I pushed 265 pretty easy last month. How about you, Mr. Strong?” This last com-

ment was delivered very audibly and was followed with a merciless chuckle. The distant group of  beefy linemen burst out in 
laughter. The entire team was well-aware of  Samuel’s weightlifting struggles and they never missed an opportunity to remind 
him of  his physical inferiority. His throat clenched as he made several stuttering attempts to respond. After taking a few seconds 
to compose himself  and repress the bubbling anger within his chest, Samuel finally rose to his feet and gave his reply: 

“I’ll push 225.” 

The entire room fell silent. Samuel Strong had never benched 225 pounds before, let alone 200. He continued to stand 
erect, like an action figure, in the corner of  the room closest to the door. His face was calm, yet his body was contrastingly rigid. 
Nikolas—who was still standing within arms-reach—couldn’t decide whether Samuel was standing firm with confidence, or if  his 
body was rather petrified from fear. 

Samuel was, in fact, both anxious and optimistic at the same time. While he knew that he had never lifted so heavy before, 
he couldn’t help but think: Maybe this is just what I need. Samuel was tired of  the malicious comments and endless snickering in 
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the locker room. Adrenaline was coursing through his veins, heart pounding out of  his chest. Part of  him wanted to simply turn 
around, swing open the door and run home. That same part of  him also wished that he had never crossed its protective threshold 
in the first place. But the larger part wanted to prove himself. 

After what seemed like an eternity, one of  the linemen broke through the silence, “Is this guy serious? He can barely lift 
his bookbag from a desk!” The others howled in amusement and a number of  approving handshakes were exchanged. Samuel was 
quick to respond this time, 

“I don’t need a spotter, either.” 

Again, deafening silence. How could he allow another man to lift the weight for him? As his pride took over, Samuel now 
had no choice but to bear it on his own.

Two linemen looked at each other, shrugged, and without hesitation waddled over to an open bench. Each grabbed a 
45-pound plate and slid it onto the bar. Samuel’s heart felt as though it were about to explode. He watched with wide eyes as 
they both reached for another plate. Beads of  cold sweat were beginning to accumulate on his forehead. Again, two 45-pound 
plates were slid onto the bar. Time seemed to be moving slower, at least in Samuel’s head. His breaths grew shorter and more rap-

id. Just one rep. Just one rep. The clamps were now fastened on either side of  the bar. 

Seemingly on cue, Samuel forced his right foot from the floor and in the direction of  his awaiting obstacle. Nikolas quickly 
grabbed him by the left arm, his voice was now soft and concerned:

 “Alright, man. Enough joking around. Let me spot you at least.” 

Samuel simply shrugged loose from his grip. He walked forward now; eyes glued to the bench with tunnel-vision focus. 
Upon reaching his destination, Samuel was soon on his back, staring directly at the bar above. He slowly lifted his open palms to 
meet the cold metal and spread them evenly, curling his bony fingers firmly around it. Just one rep. He took one last deep, shaky 
inhale and proceeded to lift the bar from the rack. An odd mixture between anxious gasps and encouraging cheers emerged from 
Samuel’s audience. His arms were already shaking at the elbows and his face bright red in color. Five seconds had passed before 
he allowed the metal to drop to his chest. 

“Up! Up!” shouted members of  the surrounding crowd. Others could barely look. 

Samuel sharply exhaled as he began to slowly drive the tremendous weight towards the sky; arms shaking wildly, the bar 
elevating inch by inch. Nikolas—soon followed by the entire team—started chanting: 

“Sam-mie! Sam-mie! Sam-mie!” The bar was halfway to the rack when Samuel’s arms started shaking much more vig-

orously. He was losing control. His back naturally arched to compensate for the failure taking place in his arms, but it was not 
enough. Samuel Strong’s wiry arms collapsed at the elbows, as the triumphant metal bar drove itself  forcefully into his soft, 
vulnerable throat.
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A Pitiful Howl
Isabella Rose

Free Verse

No more Gaia pleaded 

as they continued to lash at her feet.

Scorch marks adorned her cheeks from their overindulgence, 

her hair in disarray from the filth tossed to her

and charcoal tears, welled in her eyes from smoke 

that now infiltrated her lungs. 

Yet she merely closed her eyes, 

for her transparent love superseded that of  her pride. 

How relentless we are to the ones who’ve cherished us. 

For years she withstood this callous abuse;

Until she began to howl,

howl for someone to hear her–

howl for someone to understand her pain.

As her face developed into a cardinal red

and her throat turned raw and was stripped of  its voice,

her audience began to laugh.

Enraged by their indifference, by their ingratitude, 

She began to climb up from her knees, 

although this in itself  was a battle. 

With their eyes closed, 

drenched in the humor of  her faint sobs, 

they were unsuspecting. 

She swung with contempt as they gasped in horror. 

They ran inside, locked their homes, 

and feared for their lives. 

They now understood–they stayed away. 

Only then was she able to flourish, 

to recover from this torment. 

Her scars healed, slowly, 

And she began to blossom before them.

But have they learned their lesson? echoed

in the caverns of  her thoughts. 

Or will they come back?
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Ultraviolet
Vera Zuch
Photograph
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Interior
Rachelle Signeski

Drawing
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The Lone Wolf
Arianna Walker

Personal Narrative

 The grey, Alaskan sky was foggy and dim above my head. I could feel the tarnished, rocky, thrashed soil as the rickshaw 
trucked ahead. Faster, I could feel my heartbeat racing. Faster, I felt the exhilaration consuming my body. A gallant class of  
twelve was in the forefront. The smell of  their fur was sickening yet subtly sweet and was unkempt from the rushing whirlwind 
whisking every which way. As we approached the barriers of  the cobblestone and woodland rocks with speed,  I could imagine 
my palm stroking the warm tenderness of  the soft, silky, yet matted fur, from the windy weather before them. Their little booties 
protected their feet from the rural dirt ground. The Alaskan Huskies were grouped like pairs of  shoes. They lined up in six col-
umns with the lead dog in the forefront. Each husky was different, but their loyal personalities were shining like flashes of  light. 

 One particularly stood out to me. The lone wolf  attention hogger. The spotlight of  the whole journey. The howler. He was 
the one. He couldn’t be left alone for two seconds without weeping of  sorrow. Loneliness was an enemy he was determined to 
face in a war. His brindle jacket of  brown, white, and grey, mixed together under the view of  my retinas, and he was instantly 
calmed from his state of  desolation. His holler and yelp of  solitude could be heard encompassing the cosmos, and I could feel his 
reaction enshroud me when I took my eyes off  of  him. There was a feeling. It was pulling my eyes towards him. The howler was a 
thundering volcano about to explode. He was the lone wolf  destined to grip his position as the swing dog; the lone wolf  snagged 
behind in the back row, running. 

 “Mush, Mush,” I heard the guide holler. The cart shook and flew over rocks, twisting and turning with ease as we moved 
onward. I lent my ear to the buzz and bustle of  the grasshoppers and birds perched in the nearby timbers, and the howl of  the 
brindle-coated mutt. Foliage crunched and the greenery of  the fine forest monopolized my soul. The air clasped the crisp glacial 
puff  of  my breath and pushed it back towards my face as we traversed along. 

 As I reached out my hand, I felt the kiss of  the falling leaves. The jolts and jerks of  the silver hammered down four-wheel-
er immersed my body with mirth. The lone wolf  howler continued to create a ruckus, but, nevertheless, we went forward with 
the twist of  sunlight. The musher rode on the back. His short, brown hair was a dog trying to escape its owner only to be yanked 
back by its leash. His calls were vivid in my mind. I could hear the simple, yet complex phrases, being bellowed out, as we 
changed speeds, skipping through the forest. 

 The deep, sacred bond between a musher and their mutt is a compelling story of  wonder. It is this incredible mystery be-

hind the great strength that allows these hounds to pull forward. Onward they go. Onward, through the fresh scenic greenery of  
the woodlot. A sentiment has been passed down through history; a dog is a man’s best friend. In virtue of  the excursion through 
the bristly woodland and dusky, vaporous sky, I have unveiled this axiom to be more than true. Therefore, the lone wolf  wasn’t 
really alone. He just feared seclusion. 

Deep down, we are all lone wolves wanting to be seen and heard, but this is a world where we must struggle to achieve this goal.
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What Do We Owe Each Other?
Diallah Athari

One Act Play

Character List:

The Speaker: This part can be played by either a male or female, it doesn’t particularly matter. The speaker should be quick witted, intel-
ligent and speak with confidence. The speaker is dressed formally.

The Child: Once again, this character can be either male or female, but in a production setting, the child should be ethnically ambiguous 
in some way. The ethnicity doesn’t truly factor in much, but due to the social commentary aspect of  the play, it would make more sense if  
the child was of  color. The child is seen wearing a jump-suit style outfit, the top and bottom are the same color.

Off  Stage Voice: Can be anyone off  stage.

Scene. A bare stage. There is only one small trunk filled with a few props, such as a book, a glass, etc. The child is seen sitting center 
stage facing the audience, playing with some toys. The speaker walks out onto the stage with strong strides, stopping just a few feet away 
from the child.

___________________________

The Speaker: (Clears Throat) Sometimes we must ask ourselves, what do we owe each other? (Pacing) Do we owe each other 
kindness? (To audience) Or perhaps honesty? (Pacing, holding one finger in the air) Think about it, since the beginning of  time 
we have known that lies are often the start of  tragedies, Immanuel Kant once said (using air quotes) “Lying is wrong in any 
capacity” (bringing hands together with a large grin) And this may be true, (grin grows distorted) but nobody cares about moral 
philosophy professors. Ethics don’t matter. (To the audience) I’ll prove it. You are in the desert-

The Child: (Dropping toy loudly)

The Speaker: (Turning around, facing the child) Do you mind? (To the audience) You are in the desert. You have been without 
water for the last two days, you know that if  you don’t get some water soon, the end is near. Out of  the corner of  your eye, (walks 
over to chest and gets a glass of  water, holding it up to the audience) you see a glass of  water. (Walks back to the child) As you go 
to take your first sip you hear a voice, even weaker than your own.

Offstage Voice: Excuse me... excuse me please, my caravan broke and I have been without water for three days, can I ask you to 
spare a sip for me?

The Speaker: (To the audience) Do you do it? (Kneeling down to the child, handing him/her the water)

The Child: (Taking the water) Thank you

The Speaker: (Smiling at the child) Anytime. (To the audience) A glass of  water is simple, but let me give you another example. 
What about your job? Imagine that one day you had to share your livelihood. The means by which you feed your family taken 
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from you mercilessly. (Walking over to chest, pulling a small book out) You would be absolutely outraged. (To audience) Am I 
wrong? Think about all the years you put into becoming the person you are today. (Holding up book) The hours of  tedious and 
meticulous work you invested into your career. And for what? To have your job stripped from you as if  you didn’t matter in the 
first place. Well, newsflash: (Throws book at child)

The Child: (Grabbing face) Ow!

The Speaker: (Ignoring the child) You are replaceable. You always were and you always will be. (To audience) Now, is this idea 
ethical in the slightest? No. In fact it is so unethical its almost ironic. Almost as ironic as the fact that you were never truly that 
special, no matter what your mommy told you... you are a mere speciment in a sea full of  sharks, and there will be sharks bigger 
than you, its simply the law of  the jungle.

The Child: Excuse me si-

The Speaker: (Turning to the child) Oops. You know little one, its better to be seen and not heard. (Turning back to the audience)

The Child: Its just that... I- I don’t feel so go-

The Speaker: (To the audience) Now maybe these scenarios are too hard to picture. Maybe you never foresee yourself  becoming 
stranded in a desert, or losing your job. (Claps) Well aren’t you lucky? Allow me to kick it up a notch. (Pacing) Now, imagine you 
are in a cell, you may never leave. I give you mediocre amounts of  food and water once a day, absolutely no more than what you 
need to stay alive. Not only are you hungry, you are sweating copiously, the sun is beating down on you from every angle, you 
cannot escape.

The Child: (Attempts to stand, begins to grow dizzy)

The Speaker: (Ignoring the child) Now imagine all the people you love are going through the same thing. It feels a little better to 
know that at least you are with the people you love, right? (To audience) Wrong! (Pointing in different directions) You are in Ari-
zona, and your kids are in Santa Fe. Doesn’t seem too far, right?  I can assure you it seems a little farther when I take your phone 
away. It’s almost too much to consider, I know what you’re thinking (Using air quotes, in a mocking voice) “This is crazy, that 
doesn’t happen, it could never...” (Bluntly, to audience) Guess what dummy! It is happening. This is happening every day, wheth-

er you or I choose to acknowledge it, it happens. (Pointing to specific person in audience) Imagine this was happening to you. You 
can’t... can you. It’s impossible to picture until you live it. How many of  you have heard of  The Trolly Problem? Maybe a few of  
you have, some of  you may not have. This is merely an example of  where our personal ethics come into play. (To the audience) 
Now imagine you are driving a small trolly along a set of  tracks. Up ahead you notice that the track separates and divides into 
two paths. You continue to chug along until you notice that there are ten people standing on the track you are riding on. As you 
go to turn your lever, to redirect your trolly to another track, you see a person standing on the track.  Now typically in this prob-

lem, you would not know any of  the people on the track, but I say that we should make it interesting. Let’s say that the single 
person on the other track is... your mother. Now you do not have the option to stop your trolly, because that would make the is-
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sue far too easy to solve. You must choose to either plow through ten innocent people, or the woman who nurtured you tirelessly. 
(To audience) Now I know everyone will feel differently, but if  it were up to me... I would kill my mom. I definitely thought about 
it once or twice as a kid, poison, machete... wood chipper. (Waits for audience reaction) What?

You’ve never seen Fargo... (Sliding hands together, while mimicking the noise) Thut-thut-thut- thut-ta

The Child: (Gasping for air, clenching stomach)

The Speaker: (To audience, lightheartedly) But I digress... (Gets distracted by shoe laces) Anyhow... (Begins pacing with hands 
behind back) As humans we are faced with ethical predicaments every day, some are small and unimportant.

The Child: (Grows more noticeably uncomfortable, reaches out for the speaker, but cannot reach him)

The Speaker: (Continuing his speech, to the audience) But some are more than that, sometimes we need to make decisions that 
could potentially make or break someone’s life (kneeling down in front of  the child, to the child) Isn’t life such a drag sometimes?

The Child: (Gasping for air) Help me... please sir...

The Speaker: (Getting up) Life is not easy, it can never be easy. (To the audience) Think about this, if  we lived in a perfect uto-

pia, we would have no hardship, no war, no troubles, and sure, that might be nice, (maliciously, putting hands together) but it 
wouldn’t be much fun, would it? Our nature is unkind, and for the most part, we try to alter that, but there will always be the 
odd man out.

The Child: (Taking final breath, collapses onto the ground quietly)

The Speaker: (Begins walking over to the chest) That one stubborn hair growing against the grain (grabbing face angrily) pre-

venting you from getting that perfect shave... but once again, I digress. Now if  there is one thing I would want you to take from 
our meeting today (pulling out a small body bag from the chest) it would be that a thought without any content is completely 
empty (walks over to the child, unzips the bag, kneels down and begins to place the child into the bag). You know what isn’t emp-

ty, though? (Waits for audience, snickers) This body bag. (Zips up the bag, and places one hand on the forehead of  the child, to 
the child) Rest easy kid... it’ll all get better soon. ( The speaker stands up, dusts off  his pants and exits the stage)  Finis.

Director’s Note:

Although this piece is tragic, there is still a comedic element that should be represented well. The speaker should speak firmly, and have 
confidence in his or her monologues, but the voice of  the speaker should be calm. There will be music to accompany the piece, the tone of  
the music will determine the tone of  the speaker. This will influence the speaker’s volume, and/or approach to the monologue. The child is 
truly an easy part to cast, although the person who plays the part should be quite small-framed in order to fit into a large garment bag.
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Scottie
Lindsey Belgrad

Painting
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Constellation
Barakatullah Kasule

Digital Drawing
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I looked up and the crumbs of  moonlight caked my eyelashes

But I liked the taste; sugar to my eyes

It unfettered my imagination and sweetened my soul

I floated higher and higher 

And found the stars to be my orchard to pluck 

whatever aspirations I fancied

Biting into the fruit’s sweet nectar coated my throat

The dreams that made a home in my head dissipated into nothing

A shawl was wrapped around my neck because it was cold up here

In this boundless place, now I was looking down 

My footprints were still imprinted in the snow

I missed my strawberry colored-shoes

I missed gravity

I missed looking up

So I sank back down to Earth like a wave receding back into its ocean

Leaving behind the shells of  dreams scattered 

Along the celestial sand in my mind

And gazed upward again into the milky birthplace

Of  my golden sojourn.

An Exercise in Nova
Myra Kamal

Free Verse
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Drowning
Andia Gargiulo

Free Verse

I see them crashing,

The mourning blue waves

Picking up

then breaking down,

I can feel the shattered pieces puncture

Me inside.

The resounding wind blowing out my eardrums--

And I hear the waves 

thumping

Like a drum.

Keep walking. Feel the mellow sand

Drip from my heels,

As a wet blanket overlays my veins

Until 

I am numb.

My throat turns coarse from

The chilled air I breathe in and out.

In and out.

Unable to speak, unable to breathe

Because of  you.

My throat turns coarse

Because of  you.

The wind is fluttering

through my damp hair,

The bewildering laughter polluting the air--

Rippling among the calms of  the water

until it has

completely faded.

Drowning from my memory.
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The Artist
Yixia Luo
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Lucky Numbers
Nikodemus Pikar

Free Verse

The tulips vibrate pinks and yellows

 Upturned cups grinning, reaching

I walk faster and soon cement walls and disinfected halls  en-

close

Blue gloves snap, pressed lips fade behind fragile masks

the air twangs in discord against my ear

 murmurs taut and quivering, waiting, humming fear

The yellow rays that started on the floor 

begin their slow procession up the cold walls

like daffodils fading into fall

Beds are full, lucky numbers 

wheeled silently into the wings of  the ICU.

The air here is warmer and pulses with the steady whirl of  the 
coveted machines.

There is no march of  daffodils here - only the glare of  fluores-

cent lights on blue sheets, blue gloves, blue masks, blue eyes.

Outside the locked door of  Intensive Care

the advance of  yellow up the stark bricks tarnishes to red.

Not enough life to go around

who am I to choose?
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Monkey
Trevor McKibben

Free Verse

Claw on oak, and stepping forth and back

The monkey prances, tail held proud.

Clumsy and bumbling, for he doesn’t see

Resting in his palm the monkey’s key.

Clutching it tight, held close to his heart

He only wants it for the shine.

The monkey finds a delightful cage,

Spread with tin, silver bars

And a petite canary within.

Kill the bird, as chirps turn red

For he fears what he does not accept--

Amidst the fight, lose the key

And shut the cage of  the monkey.

Claw on metal, scraping back and forth

The monkey panics as anguish is strewn

Across his pitiful face, for he realizes now

He is locked as the canary was. 

The world outside--shut from his grasp --

The monkey clambers, he rattles the door. Shattered Introspection
Rafaella Rocha Correreia

Painting78



Champion
Olivia Cormany

Drawing
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12 am
Aryan Mehta

Free Verse

He gazes upon the midnight’s glistening mask. Its scattered, distraught, beautiful mask.

He thrusts his hand at his face and feels

The smooth raw surface

Of  cold plastic carefully contoured --

The intricate lines

Identical

Invisible to the ignorant mind

His spine cracks under the weight of  the Dark unknown

The stars rest on his shoulders, crushing his very existence.

A strong wind brushes his face, 

And his mask dismantles slightly

He feels the bitter wind bite his unstirred skin

He feels the moonlight reflect off  his pearly shell 

He feels vulnerable,

Open.

He feels a wave of  flexibility

The frigid air no longer distresses his Impressed scalp.
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Dillon’s Burgers
Ryan Christianson

Short Story

The clink of  glasses, the start-up of  the jukebox and a minor brawl were all involved in the orchestra made by the night’s 
patrons. Maroon bricks bordered by grey mortar surrounded the 1950s style booths and two entrances: one for customers in the 
front, and one for employes in the back. It sat between a Circle K and a once smoke-shop now newly renovated as a daycare. As 
diners go it was beyond dull, it was a brainchild of  the hollow minded Mr. Morris. 

 Dillon’s Burgers! Morris doesn’t know anyone named Dillon, what a stupid name for a stupid restaurant owned by a stupid 
man! The patty under his spatula was burned.

 “Hey, Isaac! That burger ready?” The soft voice belonged to Miss Patterson, who served customers and got a significantly 
larger paycheck than Isaac had ever received. 

 Isaac eyed his burnt hamburger patty and thought about the pay differential. “Yeah, here it is.” He slid the patty onto a 
plate and towards Patterson’s direction, who smiled politely and assembled the burger before bringing it out. The crappy tip she’ll 
receive will even it out. Isaac wanted nothing more than to get fired. Close behind was the ludicrous fantasy of  him wrecking the 
ugly sign greeting consumers at the diner which Isaac would constantly gripe about. Nothing was as painful as the thought of  
that sign, those ugly red light-up letters, and how they flashed on second intervals and how the very thought of  them disturbed 
any darkness and peace that resided in his mind. 

 “This place sucks.  Frankly, I hope they fire me,” said William, the dishwasher, as he bumped Isaacs’s shoulder and 
laughed. 

“I mean it’s not that bad, maybe you should appreciate your opportunities more?”Isaac said. This. Was. A. Lie. Isaac hated Dil-
lon’s Burgers with a burning passion but the only thing he hated more was people who openly complained, Keep it to yourself! He 
yelled in his head. 

 Clock in, flip patties, cry at lunch, clock out, gripe at the sign at sunset, go home, wake up, yell at the sign at five in the 
morning, repeat. This was the routine Isaac had followed for five years. Monotonous cycles and habits were all that Isaac lived by. 
Monotonous cycles and habits were all that Isaac lived by. 

 His stiff  bed grew less and less comfortable as days turned into months. Every night he would complain in his head more 
and more, Today was terrible and looking less forward to tomorrow, he would tell himself. 

One day, Mr. Morris asked for Isaac to come to his office. Finally! He thought. This was nothing short of  the rapture for Isaac.  
He showed up at five in the morning, feeling a tone below his usual anger at the sign, and sat in the restaurant kitchen, rubbing 
his hands, waiting for the Boss. 

 Mr. Morris walked in, more grumpy than usual. “Jesus, this kitchen has more grease than my wife’s hair! Now come over 
to my office Isaac, we need to talk.” His pitch and tone were symmetrical to a drill sergeant, and not one with a competent pla-

81



toon. 

 “Yessir!” Isaac piped up, hurriedly following the boss into his stiff  office, full of  old baseball cards and worn brown furn-

ture. 

 “I’ve had Miss Patterson complaining to me about the patties you make for well over a year now.” The Boss said. 

 “Yes?” Isaac’s voice got higher, he was giddy in his seat. 

 “And even though I know you’ve been here for so long, this seems to be such a reoccurring problem.” The Boss looked Isaac 
straight in the eye. 

 “Yeah?” Isaac asked, practically bouncing in his chair.

 “It’s beyond me why you don’t want this job, and I mean no harm, you have nothing going for you, kid,” Mr. Morris said. 
“I have no idea what’s going on in your head but......you’re fired.” 

 “Thank you, thank you!” Isaac stood up and shook the Boss’s hand. Quickly he left the room and exited out the back 
door. Mr. Morris stood by the window and watched as Isaac laughed maniacally in the back parking lot for what seemed to be the 
entire rest of  the day.  Isaac laughed, danced, and occasionally would beat up some of  the trash cans. The Boss decided it best to 
leave and let him be for a while, might as well close the place as well. 

 Isaac still stood on the pavement, tapping his legs, and when water came pouring from the clouds in a sudden storm, he 
got even more excited. One last time, Isaac thought as he stood in the cold rain, faced with the stars and that horrid bright red 
sign that said: DILLON’S BURGERS. One last time. The sign wasn’t too terribly high from the ground, and with little effort, 
Isaac yanked off  the “R”, wrapping his hands around it like a mother would to carry a newborn baby. 

 Isaac began walking back to where he lived before he completely stopped, turned around, and looked at the destruction he 
caused at an establishment he once called home. Maybe he said something like “What now?” under his breath before continuing 
on through the night, lugging the heavy sign through the rain. During that trek, surely he thought: God, I hate this. 

Termination Papers
Barakatullah Kasule

Digital Drawing
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Mediterranean Soul
Esmee Breece

Free Verse

If  only I could skip forward.

(Not past the age of  a vicenarian)

To taste life with no confines.

The fabric of  my vestments flowing

To the heartbeat of  the Balearic sea where

the waves submerge my soul,

Cleansing worry with sheer peace.

The streets are 

the colors of  heat.

The guitar strings

are the language I will speak with

an ignited flame of  energy.

This is what paradise sounds like to me --

The wind pours its vital breath of  life into 

my lungs 

with a serenity so deep --

that is where my spirit longs to be.
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Ferris Wheel
Grace Berry

Photograph
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Masks
Caroline Parry

Free Verse

The time has come to apply her entrancing 

Disguise. The crimson 

And gold paper maché 

Glitter in the moon’s luminescent glow.

No one is to know who she has become;

Like a black swan in the night,

She glides through the horde of  

undisclosed individuals. 

She reaches

the unoccupied courtyard 

where seclusion awaits her counterfeit self-

She lowers her mask, releasing 

her suffocating emotions. Revealing her true colors in the

Limited solitude.

Vibrant greens and yellows beam 

From her eyes. She is not who she seems

To be.

Breaking through the surface,

Taking a single breath of  

unconfined air only

To be grasped by a fresh soul in her presence-

She glues the mask back to her face

With dejection-

Concealing her candid spirit.
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Dulce Periculum
Diallah Athari

Free Verse
 

Your strides once left a yellow hue on the cobblestones

of  my city. 

Flaxen locks wispy in the morning breeze-

effortlessly blown like dandelions- 

Stay with me.

Late Dusk and long slumber;

awoken merely by your rays-

impermeable by nature. 

Your words are seductive to my ears 

I would follow you 

dulce periculum- 

The cobblestones of  my city are no longer yellow. 

Your locks no longer golden and sweet,

but burnt auburn and crimson 

flow around me like a blanket-

Cover me

Your breath is cold when you scream 

against the wind, 

pins and needles

to my skin. 

I mourn your presence

when the days grow shorter and the leaves 

once viridescent and glossy-

reminiscent. 
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The Mole
Yuna Shprecher

Short Story

His name is Marcus. Sorry, it’s actually Markus, with a k instead of  a c, because kind begins with k and he seems very 
kind. He has the prettiest eyes I’ve ever seen, warm brown like hot chocolate– and I love hot chocolate. Markus is new, and I 
think he’s the cutest boy in all of  fourth grade, maybe even the entire school. You see, I really want a boyfriend, but not one boy 
in my class wants me to be their girlfriend. I’ve asked every boy except for Jonathan, because he picks his nose on the beanbag 
chairs when he thinks no one’s looking, and they’ve all said no. And I know why. It’s because of  the stupid mole on my fore-

head. I’ve measured ten times and it’s about the size of  a fifty cent coin. It’s dark and lumpy and I hate it. Sometimes the boys 
are extra mean and come right out and tell me they won’t be my boyfriend because my mole is ugly. Other times their eyes drift 
above my eyes just long enough so that I can guess for myself, so that they can be cowards and not say it to my face. But Markus 
doesn’t seem like these other childish boys. He’s got hot chocolate eyes, and what boy with hot chocolate eyes could be mean? 

 As soon as recess starts, I race out to find him and introduce myself. I’m not the only 10 year old girl who wants a boy-

friend, and I can already see Kayla hatching a plan to make Markus hers during craft time. I find him sitting on the plastic 
benches across from the monkey bars, shuffling through a binder. Maybe Markus is cute and super smart. That’s even better. I sit 
down next to him, but he doesn’t even glance up.

 I tap the pages of  his binder. “Hi, I’m Fiona. What’s your name?” Of  course I know his name, it was written on the name-

card on his desk, but I need to start the conversation somehow.

 He shrugs. “Markus.” He doesn’t seem very talkative. But maybe he’s just shy because he doesn’t know anybody yet. I 
look down at his binder and it’s filled with cards sandwiched between plastic sheets. There have to be about ten in each sheet, and 
I’m not exaggerating when I say there are hundreds of  pages! 

 “Do you like collecting playing cards?” I ask.

Now he looks up, furrowing his eyebrows. “They’re baseball cards! No one collects playing cards.” 

I can tell that I’ve offended him, so I douse him in compliments. In all my experience searching for the perfect boyfriend, I 
know that boys love when you flatter them. They’re simple.

“Well, it seems like you have every baseball card ever made! You’ve got to have the largest collection in the entire world; 
I’ve never seen a boy at this school with anywhere close to that many.” 

He shrugs again. “Not every card,” he mumbles. “There’s just one I’m really missing.” I’ve got him talking about his feel-
ings! Perfect. 

“Which one?” I press on.

“The 1990 Frank Thomas misprint. Where they forgot to put his name on the front. They have it at that pawn shop down 
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the street, but my mom won’t let me get it because she thinks it’s too much money.”

My mind is whirring with ideas. “How much is it?” I ask.

“250 dollars.”  
 “250 buckaroos! For a colorful rectangle?” I exclaim. 

He frowns and I realize I’ve offended him again. The kind ones are always so sensitive.

“I mean… wow, I didn’t realize how serious baseball cards were. It must be super special. Too bad your mom won’t buy 
it for you– maybe you’ll get it for Christmas.” I can’t imagine Santa would be willing to give anyone a $250 present, but maybe 
Markus has been extra good this year. 

 “Yeah, maybe.” His beautiful eyes glaze over a bit, and his hands brush those plastic sheets in semicircles. I think he’s 
dreaming about owning that card; he wants it that bad. 

The bell rings and I get up to leave, but he stays there, still daydreaming. I don’t like being late for Writing Workshop 
because it’s my favorite class, and school has to come before boys. So I leave him there, gazing into the distance. In my head, I 
know what I have to do to win him over– but where am I going to find $250 dollars? All the quarters in my piggy bank don’t add 
up to that much. 

The next day I hatch a plan. See, Mom loves her jewelry; that’s a known fact in our home. Dad knows this even better 
than me. After every fight they have, he comes home the next day with a teal box and a new necklace waiting inside. Mom al-
ways acts so surprised– “For me?” she’ll gasp– like she doesn’t expect it every time. Sometimes I wonder if  she picks fights with 
Dad just to get a new pair of  earrings. 

In the mornings, Mom usually waits in the car for me to leave for school. This time, when I know she’s chatting away on 
her phone in the front seat, I tip toe into her bedroom closet. On her dresser is a huge porcelain compartment, with tiny drawers 
filled with all her I’m-Sorry-Jewelry. I open a random one and pull out a pair of  dangly pearl earrings. Mom starts honking from 
down in the garage, so I stuff  them in my overalls pocket and run down to the car. 

On the drive to school, after she’s done talking on the phone about how Miranda definitely got the baby fat removed– I’m 
telling you, no one has twins and looks that good in three months!– I tell Mom that I’ve got a playdate with Kayla after school 
and I’ll walk home from her house. She just nods, even though I’ve told her a million times that Kayla and I are currently mortal 
enemies because she poked fun at my mole when she thought I couldn’t hear. See, this is why I don’t think Mom will realize her 
pearl earrings are gone.

At school, it seems like Markus has made new friends really quickly. They all crowd around him at the plastic benches, 
shouting about his binder of  baseball cards. I try not to feel too bitter because I know that once I give him the card he wants the 
most, he’ll only be friends with me. I want to tell him so badly about my surprise, but it wouldn’t be a surprise anymore if  I did 
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that. So my lips are sealed the entire day. Once the bell rings, I race to the pawn shop Markus said was down the street. Turns out 
it’s more like 3 miles down and then a million right turns, but I find it and I march up to the grubby old man at the counter.

 I slam the earrings onto the wooden surface like I’m hitting a buzzer on a game show, and tell the old man, “I’d like the 
1790 Hank Tom baseball card, please!” 

He frowns his wispy old man eyebrows at me. “Sweetie, you’re going to have to repeat that for me. I don’t think I’ve heard 
of  that one before.”

I declare once more, “The 1970 Thomas Franklin baseball card! A boy I like swore that you have it.”

His wispy brows shoot up. “Oh, the 1990 Frank Thomas misprint! Yes, I do have that.” He rummages around the shelves 
behind him for it, then picks up the pearl earrings and rubs them on the fronts of  his crooked teeth. Can you imagine that! 

He sees my disgust and laughs. “It’s how you tell if  they’re real or not.” 

 I don’t reply. He hands me the baseball card in a sealed plastic baggie and I leave as fast as I can. Old people give me the 
goosebumps. 

That night, I can hardly sleep thinking about how surprised and amazed and in love Markus will be tomorrow. I toss and 
turn with the baseball card underneath my pillow– I put it there for good luck.

 When I approach him at lunchtime the next day, Markus is sitting with even more new friends, showing them the baseball 
cards in his binder. They all shout and point at the ones they like the most. He smiles quietly, cutting slices of  cheese with a knife 
and plopping them in his mouth. I sit in front of  him but once more, he doesn’t look up. I hope I won’t have to battle for atten-

tion with his baseball cards when he’s my boyfriend, too. I tap the pages on his binder and he finally sees me.

 “Hey, Markus,” I can barely contain my grin. “I got you something.” I pull the card out of  my pocket and place it on the 
lunch table. 

He reacts just as I dreamed. “The Frank Thomas misprint? I can’t believe it!” He turns to his friends. “It’s the one I told 
you guys about, the one I couldn’t get!” They all start shouting, asking to hold it. Ten year old boys love to shout and point, I’ve 
realized.

“Markus, now that you–” He’s yelling with the boys around him, picking who can hold the card first. 

“Markus, I was wondering–” He still isn’t listening. So I tap his binder again. He looks up, but he seems annoyed with me. 

“I was wondering if.... now that I got you this surprise, you’d want to be my boyfriend?” I ask. 

The boys at the table turn to me and start laughing. I know Markus isn’t like these other boys, though. He’s Markus with 

91



a k, for kind. But when I look at him again, his eyes aren’t smooth and inviting like hot chocolate. They’re grimy and dirty, like 
the kind of  soil that you think is safe to walk on, but then tricks you and covers your shoes in mud. 

His lips curl. “Just because you got me a gift doesn’t mean I owe you anything. And besides, I don’t want a girlfriend with 
an ugly mole on her head the size of  an actual baseball!” The boys around him start laughing even harder, telling him how funny 
his joke is. 

Everything within me begins to fill with embarrassment. I was stupid, stupid, stupid to think that Markus would be any 
different! He’s just a mean, rude ten year old boy, just like the rest of  them. Why did I go and get him a present? Why would I do 
that? But then the embarrassment that colors my face bright red and makes my knees shaky turns to anger. You’re right, Fiona, 
I tell myself. He’s a mean, rude, ungrateful, dumb, cruel, heartless idiot boy! 

Those boys keep laughing, and Marcus, with a c for cruel, is cackling too. It’s not just anger making my body tremble any-

more, it’s blinding rage. 

And in that blinding rage, I grab the knife from Marcus’ lunch. I hold it up to my forehead and slice off  that mole– that 
ugly, bumpy, fifty cent coin-sized mole– just like the slices of  cheese in his plastic snack bag. My forehead stings a little and drib-

bles of  blood catch between my eyelashes.  Now they’re listening to me… and I haven’t even said anything yet.
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The foliage whispers in remembrance of  its creation,

Flushed with crisp colors and painted in hesitation

of  death,

Warmth is felt between the toes of  the maternal woman

who has nurtured and cradled life in her arms,

Sun departing from her feet and frost glossed on the red of  her 
lips

 leaves something unsaid,

The Earth smells sharply of  her tears

as the rust colored sky begins to fade,

From her chocolate hands the seeds and grain scatter

like memories lost,

Flakes of  Gold peppered through scenery are the last remnants 
of  a world in bloom,

Her cinnamon breath blows through the trees searching

for some sign of  her disappearing creation,

And even though the stars embrace the trees in the evening

it can never mend a heartbroken mother who has lost her child,

When the barren trees and stale grass become caked with chill-
ing sugar

She will mourn,

slowly falling into her sorrowful slumber,

Graceful and harmonious her eyelids 

Her Loss
Myra Kamal

Free Verse

succumb to sleep

As the tide of  change recedes

the bittersweet taste will end 

leaving a hopeful

tomorrow.
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I never really knew Sandra, the little blond girl who sat two rows in front of  me in class. Didn’t really notice her sparkly blue 
eyes. She was just like any other six-year-old, playing with her friends every day, coming to class, learning; leaving class. 

I recall seeing her sitting in her chair, and staring at her indiscreetly, as young ones do. Trying to look away, but being immediate-

ly redirected towards her big bump. The lump on her neck, covered with white bandages. I wondered what was wrong with her. I 
only wondered for a second before we were handed some papers with a cat and mouse drawing to colour in. As my pencil rubbed 
against the thin, smooth surface, I looked into the big cat’s eyes. It looked fierce. The mouse was small and ingenuous. 

We used to practice addition with some long yellow tubes that we would fill with round, pastille-like pieces, one for each digit. 
“Okay class, we filled one whole one, that is 10.” The numbers rolled in my head as my eyes rolled back towards Sandra. “Then 
one half  of  one, that’s 5.”

Rachelle, the teacher was only trying to keep her calm, to handle everything smoothly, as she could see the students’ eyes occa-

sionally dart towards the blue-eyed girl; who stared, smiling expectantly at the yellow tubes. “We have two left out, that adds 
up to 27!” She stuttered: “I mean 17! Silly me.” The children giggled, then all was silent again. A small girl, crowned with black 
curls, raised her hand. “Yes, Sophie?” Her body tensed-up and her eyes revealed her anguish, for the question was bound to be 
asked. 

“Why isn’t the result 15?” she breathed. A smile made its way reluctantly to her dry lips.

“Because we added two more that are outside the tube, remember?”

“Oh, okay” She nodded. The class was silent again. A deep silence filled with questions that no one dare ask or answer. 

“Okay, story time! We are each going to say what we did during the holidays, today.” A clamor of  excited chirping rose in the 
class.  

As each child told their story, she almost seemed to forget that which was troubling her, absorbed by the innocence and the igno-

rance of  the children. Until it was Sandra’s turn. As all eyes turned towards her, Rachelle realized she could’ve changed the daily 
story routine just for today. She froze, not knowing what to say, as all the little glimmering eyes, so sweet, so curious, so terrify-

ing, started to whisper. The loud ringing of  the school bell made her jump, and all was forgotten by the little ones as they sprung 
happily from their seats and ran onto the playground for recess. Only one remained, Sandra, sitting quietly, Rachelle could see 
a strange look in her young eyes, like a shadow over her childhood innocence, or maybe like a veil had been lifted from her eyes. 
“Do you need something, Sandra?” she smiled. The girl didn’t reply, she just shook her head. “Why don’t you go out and play 
with your friends?”

Her blonde wavy strands fell sweetly onto her shoulders, partly restained by two tiny pink ponytails. She finally, casually asked 
what had been bothering her.

Ignorance is Bliss
Emilie Doull

Short Story

95



“Are there any fairies in heaven?”

Rachelle’s heart dropped, like a great cold stone, and cut her breath. She never thought words could be so hard to say, they were 
resisting fiercely and she gathered all her strength to answer: “Of  course, sweetie.” The little girl drew a quick, relieved smile and 
ran outside to play, as if  all her doubts had now been resolved and she could live on peacefully.

Our teacher ran to the bathroom and cried. Seeing the child so calm and sweet had shattered her heart. Only she truly under-

stood the fate of  the girl, only she carried the burden in the sea of  those innocent faces. She wished for a moment they all knew, 
that they all could see; but she immediately regretted it. Ignorance is bliss, she thought. 

I remember clearly the day we were all sitting in class, chatting about with our friends. Drawing strange balls of  scribble and 
adding legs and eyes onto them, calling them names. Playing as children should. The class quieted down as the teacher came up 
to the front of  the board. No one wondered about the blue-eyed girl who had been missing for several months. No one spoke a 
word of  her, as we got used to seeing her empty chair day after day. 

But that day was not just another day. As the teacher approached quietly, sadly, open eyed to the front of  the class, I could sense 
with every step that something was wrong. Yet the news still struck me, or rather didn’t strike me, immediately. 

“Sandra is not coming back to class.”

And that was all she said, as all the eyes looked from her to the empty chair, to the floor. Yet no one cried, I am not sure if  they 
understood, I only understood much later, where she had truly gone. Ignorance was bliss, I think. 
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Haze
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I Saw Your Face In The 
Sky

Hayley White
Free Verse

I saw your face in the Sky—

the stars showed me

the road to you paved 

with Lies from others;

they Warned me not to look down the path,

to block myself  from the Gaze of  your eyes.

I can’t Unlatch —

free myself  from the chains Binding me to our past.

For when my heart breaks 

and my Memories walk the lane—

leaving me feeling Barren

Your face still lives in the Sky…
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A Dream in California
Amelie Clark

Free Verse

I saw us-- bandaged together 

with an assortment of  tie-dye and denim bought at the thrift 
store

riding in our beaten up faded teal volkswagen van

held together by the seams

carrying us towards where the ocean breaks with the sand

The ocean

dotted with surf  boards carving through barrels 

and the sand 

sprinkled with vibrant rainbows of  umbrellas

The famous billboard letters nestled in the side of  a hill

Palm trees lining symmetrical parallel streets

We are lured there, like others, chasing rapid wealth or fame.

Bags packed

Light enough to sling onto one shoulder

Not much

But we don’t need much

Instead we bring our dreams and hopes of  a new tomorrow.

Stopping on the side where a shack that leans 

has a hand painted sign above advertising shrimp tacos

I Expect California Dreamin to be played on the jukebox, 

but instead it is a melody 

sung by the souls of  those bearing broken dreams.

Further into the city’s heart 

I catch glimpses of  those who call the streets their home

Not simply begging for change lying at the bottom of  stock-bro-

kers’ pockets

But begging to walk the asphodel meadows.

Nearing the beach

The air and water not only polluted with the waste of  factories, 
but also 

With the corrupt lies of  those who we trusted to lead us.

The grey clouds roll in

Engulfing the sun

The sea no longer shimmers and glitters in clear turquoise, 

but instead 

crashes with glooming furiosity.
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Die Frau Salzarulo
Jena Vandenberg

Essay

My Oma, Frau Salzarulo, would introduce herself  and the doctors would say, “Wie bitte? Salzarulo, des ist aber nicht mal 
Deutsch.”1 Forced into a cold rattling train in the middle of  the night, my grandma traveled alone to Germany as a refugee. She 
pushed a cart with cleaning supplies around as her child slept and the dirty restrooms at her child’s school were the only welcom-

ing objects towards a Sphaghettifresser2. A woman who never asked much of  this world, just that she had her family, her health, 
and her cat. Someone who only left her house to get cleaned up at the hair salon and would go on to roam the isles of  a grocery 
store searching for her next meal. Church bells dinged as she was swept off  her feet by Toni, a New Yorker from little Italy, who 
was serving his beloved country in Germany. A baby was born by the name of  Mary, to two young people who truly loved each 
other. 

In German primary school, she was the mischling3, the one with the American father. In American school, she was a Nazi 
because of  her German mother. A German born, who was obviously no longer accepted in Germany, but not accepted in America. 
As my mother spoke, her unrein4 German hit the ears of  other Germans like an F# being played out of  tune. The first nurse or 
doctor who heard her speak would dismiss her as if  she were an untermensch5. A frown formed and tears dripped from her face as 
she felt my grandmother, and all control she had, slip away. 

As the heat from the summer arrived, the health issues with my grandma began to pile as high as the magical Playmobil 
towers I would build as a small child. The potent smell of  disinfectant mockingly ushered me into the dark lifeless halls. With 
every rise of  the sun, my mother and I were continuously greeted by cold strangers, in white coats, who were unaware of  the cul-
tural baggage we carried with us. Many of  their faces would cringe in disgust after hearing my mother’s German, and they would 
speak to her in English. Sie zahlen aber schon am ende oder,6 became the question of  2019. The words spoken by my mother evapo-

rated into the cold air inside the dark, endless hallways, and were only swallowed up by my ears. Even when my grandma looked 
like a corpse, and the life was fading away from her eyes, the Oberartzt7 would say, “Schau die mal ahn, die hatt doch keine ahnung, 
mein gott die ist ja nicht mal deutsche.”8 

1 “What? Salzarulo, isn’t even a German name.”
2  A derogatory term used by Germans to describe Italian immigrants in Germany. Direct translation: “Someone who eats spaghetti.” 
3  A derogatory term used by Germans to describe Germans who aren’t purely German, direct translation would be “mixed”.
4  Un-pure.
5  A word used to reference people who are sub-human.
6  “You are going to pay your hospital bills at the end of  your stay or....?”
7   The head doctor.
8  “Look at her, she has no idea, my god, she can’t even speak German correctly.”

101



As Christmas time rolls in and the smell of  Gluhwein9 and Gebek10 begin to fill every German home, my grandmother still 
sits waiting for her Kristkind11 to come. While many Germans will flock to church on the 24th to “come together” to celebrate the 
miracle of  God’s child being born, and sing words of  unison while they rejoice, my grandmother will be left out in the cold. The 
faces that sit in the pews once called my grandmother their friend, but their eyes never experienced what mine did. Their false 
words of  condolence ring as emptily as the church bells will on that Holy Night. 

The only true miracle will be the breath that my grandmother still draws. 

9  Warmed, spiced wine served at most Christmas markets in Germany.
10  Baked goods.
11  In German culture, the Kristkind is an angel who visits children with presents on Christmas Eve.
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Under the Lake
Yixia Luo
Prose Poem

It was a random midday. The birds made silvery chirps, gossiping among themselves. The sun, suspended upon the cobalt 
sky, shone on every vigorous creature below it. There was no breeze, the stilled lake looked like an emerald mirror, reflecting the 
glamorous mansions and fondant trees. The scene looked like a surrealist painting - alluring and deceptive.

She sat on a bench, staring aimlessly at the lake, sobbing. The landscape didn’t help her to feel less intolerable, she could only 
sense the unbearable heat. She had a secret, a hidden secret that raped all the happiness she used to feel. Her mind was wrapped 
by tangled chords, she could feel them tighten each second. She felt like a mummy, rotten inside. Her eyes were filled with horror 
and despair, they were endlessly screaming for help.

If  I search for redemption, I may save myself  from this unfortunate abyss. Why do I have to trap myself  by this dreadful secret?

A fresh breeze puffed across the lake. It acted like a hope in the vapid midsummer.

What about my beloved family? Am I cruel enough to make my four year old daughter lose her mother, or torture my devoted hus-
band with more miserable obstacles?

The reputation she gained through years would be destroyed by the decision she was devoted to right now.

But this is the only preferable choice! They threatened me not to share this fatal secret with anyone. My existence will only put the 
innocent people I love in danger!

She covered her face with her hands, pressing her nails into her scalp. The breeze abruptly stopped, the oppressive heat took 
over again. The birds paused in their chirping. The world was submerged in silence. She felt all alone.

I can hear them approaching! I may lose my chance at any time!

At last, She decided to lock her heart with an iron chain and let the secret exterminate within her. She came to the realiza-

tion that her death would forever be an obscure mystery.

The lake was now filled with specular shadows, but under the surface it seemed like a stygian enigma far beyond reach.

The sunlight reflected in the lake dazzled her, her eyes lost focus.

She walked toward the lake.
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En Pointe
Barakatullah Kasule

Prose Poem

She breeds frustration, at an existence engineered, of  a perfect image to envy, and yet, stagnant. It 
gnaws at her like the rats who chew through the foundation of  her house. She used to be part of  that founda-

tion. She has no idea how it is still standing.

She has children. She has a husband. She doesn’t remember choosing them. It is almost as if  they 
appeared out of  oblivion. Blank sheets of  paper she can’t read. Soulless, unknown entities, who worship her 
without reason. There is no entertainment in surrounding oneself  with the intellectually deceased. 

Still, it is unfair that they ---the rats who chew at her house, the children she must have borne whilst coma-

tose, the husband she will not touch – have the freedom of  movement whilst she, a young woman full of  vigor, 
is confined to her chair. Her mind leaps with ambition, and yet her bound feet cannot reciprocate. So, she sits 
in forced complacency. Dreaming of  things that could have been. Crippled as much by solitude as she is by the 
silk that broke her bones.

Reminiscing on all my life’s misfortunes is a monumental waste of  time.

There will be no greater disservice to my intellect than accepting this unsatisfactory existence I’ve come to lead. 
There is no point in pondering the consequences of  my actions anymore.

Today, I choose to be free.

For the first time in years, I attempt to stand on my mangled feet.

There is no meaning to it, and the pain is excruciating, yet I’ve never felt so in control.

Using the windowsill as a crutch, I stand with the remnants of  my feet parallel to the ground and fulfill a chain of  
walking turns. With each step I feel old fractures begin to splinter open once more. The more viciously I spin, the 
more I feel myself  breaking away from my earthly constraints. After a time, I realize that my toes have turned a 
disgusting hue of  black and blue. The fragile bird like-bones protrude through my skin like glass through paper.

And yet I press on.

I put all my weight onto one foot whilst I lift the other in the air—

And stand en pointe.
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I gotta tell ya I was glad to see someone come into the shop- it was getting kind of  lonely and I’m not too fond of  isola-

tion. The shop was nice, I guess. There was something I really adored about it when I bought it- the peach tree that stood near 
the front door. Peaches dangled from the tree in the sweet heat of  summer like honeyed ornaments. I thought peaches were sorta 
funny because it had this stone in the center of  the fruit where a heart should have been. And the juicy flesh of  the peach was the 
sweet exterior which gave it so much protection. I wish humans were designed like that. It’d be a whole lot more peaceful. I never 
ate the fruit though- they’re sickeningly sweet. I always let the neighborhood girls that came around on their bicycles eat them. 
The girls that came around were effervescent and their voices were always sugary, but never cloying. When I offered them the 
peaches they got excited. One of  them would climb the tree and start chucking some down to the other girl. Their arms would 
be overflowing with them as they began to gingerly place them in their bicycle baskets as if  they were handling nuggets of  gold. 
I watched them ride around the block with those peaches as their treasures. Kids are kinda funny that way. Well, the peach tree 
looked too sacred for Brooklyn, if  that makes sense. Man, I was enamored with it.

Anyway, this guy came stumbling in all sweaty and out of  breath. The man had wrinkles interwoven through his face even 
though he was quite young. The smell of  alcohol stuck to his clothes and he shuddered as if  engulfed in perpetual cold. He had 
on this threadbare coat but my eyes lingered toward his own. The man’s eyes were round and glazed over giving him a milky and 
weak appearance. Yet, also dark and empty-looking reminding me of  the vastness of  space. The man really looked to be on the 
brink of  poverty. He really did.

He was clutching onto this dazzling hair clip. I peered at the clip and could just make out the shape of  a butterfly between 
his shaking palm and fingers encased around it. His hold on the butterfly reminded me of  an oyster reluctant to reveal its pearl. 
He finally released his grip a little more and I could make out the intricate details of  the barrette. Citrine gemstones adorned the 
wings of  the butterfly and the rest of  the body was curled to shape in gold. The antennas were fashioned to make glossy spiral 
loops at the top, too. It was enchanting. There was something about it that looked like it was from another realm of  existence. 

“This is a relic of  my grandmother’s,” he stammered. “I – I – I’m thinking about selling.”

“Alright, do ya know its value? Its worth?” I asked him, peering at the barrette. 

“Well it has great…. sentimental value- to my family,” he replied, his eyes glued to the clip.

 I never much understood sentimentality. I had heard the word so many times in the store that this man’s words were just 
echoes of  others. More than half  the trinkets in the store had sentimental value. Big deal. The value is nonexistent to others- the 
only one buyers would care about is monetary value. Don’t be mistaken, I still felt sympathetic towards the man- he looked con-

flicted. 

“I don’t exactly know how much it cost although my Nana said it was expensive,” he continued. “Could ya tell me how much it’s 
worth, sir?”

The Pawnbroker
Myra Kamal

Short Story 
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I extended my hand across the counter towards him. He looked taken aback at my outstretched hand and his fingers gripped the 
butterfly more tightly. The butterfly must’ve been numb with pain, I thought. He handed it over shakily and began biting his 
fingernails. His eyes followed my movements as I observed the barrette’s yellow gems under a looking glass. 

“Some shop ya got here,” he told me looking wildly around from object to object.

 Yes, the shop was interesting. The windows were so chalky and dusty that only slivers of  sunlight shone into the room. It 
was a cornucopia of  antiquities and paraphernalia jumbled together in odd clusters all around the room. If  you asked me what 
was in the shop, I wouldn’t be able to answer you. I really wouldn’t. I didn’t even know half  of  what was in here. The neighbor-

hood girls that came around probably knew more about it than me. I’d let’em in sometimes to peruse the winding paths of  the 
shop. One thing that really bewitched them was this wind-up ballerina at the back table. It stood on this dome and twirled ro-

botically every time you wound it up. It was sorta simple with no embellishment of  any kind. It may have played music at one 
point, but I guess it had faded over time. Those girls just liked watching it spin round and round. Its porcelain dress was a soft 
pink and it was worth a lot because of  its age. The ballerina antiquity must have been a collector’s item fifty years ago. But the 
girls loved it to pieces. Kids are funny.

 But honestly it was a little haunting to be alone in the shop. I told you I’m not too fond of  isolation. All the trinkets and 
heirlooms that had accumulated over the years felt like ghosts. It felt like standing in a graveyard and all the objects had souls. I 
couldn’t tell if  it reminded me more of  heaven or hell. I really couldn’t. 

I was observing the barrette closely summing up its value when he snatched it out of  my hands.

“I can’t… I can’t… I can’t…” the man started muttering hysterically. “I- I can’t sell this!” 

 The man then dropped to his knees, and like stars crashing down to earth, began to bawl into his hands. He looked so old, so 
tortured. I didn’t know what to say for a second. There’ve been many characters who have come and gone from the shop, but none in so 
much pain before. 

I hurried over and cautiously knelt down next to the man.

“What’s your name, son?” I asked. 

The man continued to sob for another minute and then spluttered out, “Jim.”

“Okay, Jim boy, here’s what ya need to do,” I folded a couple dollars in his hands. “Go down over to Brown’s and get yourself  a steam-
ing cup of  coffee. It’ll make ya feel better.”

Jim stood up looking disoriented but nodded in appreciation. He staggered out the door and feebly turned the corner towards the coffee 

shop. But he left the butterfly behind.
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 And I swear I’m not crazy. I’m not. But I witnessed the strangest thing. The butterfly fluttered off  the counter Jim had left it on 
and began flying towards me. I leapt up with shock and stumbled away. But it kept fluttering after me. It was following me. God, I was 
terrified. I started to feel overwhelmed as I ran into clutter, trying to reach the door. I felt sick to my stomach, and I couldn’t get out fast 
enough. I was drowning. Drowning in this sea of  souls. And I burst out the door, passed the peach tree and ran, whispering prayers 
under my breath that I hadn’t said in years. God, I hope he took his butterfly back. I really do.

Kaleidoscope 
Lindsey Belgrad

Drawing
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Have You Forgotten?
Tara Bromfield

Free Verse

You ask why we want 

more control.

You ask how we dare to restrict

your rights.

You ask why we are scared.

We are scared

because our children our drowning in a sea of  blood

left by their classmates. 

We are scared 

because they are lost in a field of  red poppies 

with black crows slowly circling over them.

We are scared 

because the pile of  dead children is already two hundred and 
twenty-three bodies high and still growing. 

The seeds from Columbine spread through the wind,

and eighty-four more weeds have sprouted. They invaded our 
gardens,

and the fallen petals have slowly turned to soil.

How many more massacres

until the weeds are uprooted?

Was Parkland not enough?

Did you forget about Sandy Hook?

Or Virginia Tech?

Don’t you remember 

how the children were showered in

lead rain?

You honor their deaths by turning their names into a number.

You honor their deaths by allowing others to 

join them underground.

You honor their deaths with speeches, prayers, and moments of  
silence. 

You forget that 

gunshots 

are louder than 

silence.
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Like A Drum
Caroline Parry

Free Verse

The mallet crushes my heart like a drum- 

This heart’s been beating fourteen years going on fifteen 

It’s been tearing – tearing – up any Virtuous intellect inside. 

Like water flooding my throat- causing me

 

To exhale all my fury. Releasing my sound to the World 

As if  it were a soul from heaven. 

A Symphony – of  clashing words –  

Striking fiercely. Unleashing the soft sound of  my heart

The mallet beataing- taking a toll

On My drum. Asphyxiating the love from my heart.

Pounding like millions of  souls

At the gates of  heaven. Agony. 
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Kleos
Shalabh Kapoor

Short Story

Chapter 1: The Hero

 When I was little, my grandfather told me a story about a man who defended a whole village on his own. This man was 
a hero praised by many for fending off  invaders from a nearby kingdom long ago. I understand this now as glory, forever etched 
into the history of  man, such as the three hundred Spartan soldiers who died in the Battle of  Thermopylae. Glory is shared by 
all who served their country, like my grandfather who served in the Crimean War of  1853. He was a cavalry man in the Light 
Brigade. Although he had the honour of  serving, he was forgotten by his country. I promised myself  I wouldn’t be him. I strived 
to be the hero in the story one day. I must be etched into history. I looked up to him, and I told myself  that I will be the one who 
is called a hero in the eyes of  many for years to come.

Chapter 2: The Draft

 The wooden stock of  my Lee-Enfield rested on the ground as I took a break from training. I stared at the gleaming wood 
of  the rifle as my mind went into deep thought. My training went well and I was far ahead of  all the others in my unit, I could be 
the hero in the story one day. 12:15… it’s time for lunch then back to training. For months I went through the same routines over 
and over again just waiting for the day when I could save people and have them know my name. I was proud to be in the army. I 
will be able to live forever this way. 

Chapter 3: 1916

 It’s early in the year, I just turned nineteen years old which means I’m eligible to fight overseas. Our training is almost 
done, most of  the soldiers that enlisted alongside me think we’re unprepared and so does the high-command, according to ru-

mour. I think I’m ready, I can’t speak for the others though… I must admit I haven’t paid them much mind ever since I first 
joined the ranks. After the first few months of  the year pass by, we are ready to be deployed to France.

Chapter 4: The Somme

 I was assigned to the 30th division just North of  the River Somme. The Northernmost parts of  the battle seemed to be a 
waste for the rest of  the British army but our division was making strides to meet our goal for our skirmish. The 30th division, 
along with the 18th, were tasked with freeing the village of  Montauban from the Germans and securing a defensive line along the 
River Ancre’s end. I was apart of  the frontal assault in the 90th brigade in the 16th Manchester regiment. Elsewhere the tunnel-
ers of  the 18th division set off  two mines in the far East near the 7th division. Roughly fifteen minutes after the mines exploded, 
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the lead units pressed forward and captured the territory they needed. Over 3000 casualties within the 18th division on that day. 
It’s our turn to begin our assault. The 90th brigade and the 21st brigade reached the first goal of  capturing Glatz Redoubt just 
within the first hour of  the assault at 8:35. This is when it happened.

Chapter 5: Montauban

 I wanted to be remembered for everything. For glory to be written in a stone that’s praised. I wanted to be a hero. The 
hero. We moved towards the village of  Montauban. On the trek to capture the Glatz Redoubt, we suffered many casualties due 
to the heavy machine gun fire from the Germans in Railway Alley. The morale was much lower than when we were first deployed. 
The sound of  the artillery firing, the gunshots ringing in my ear, the smoke stinging my eyes, small chunks of  dirt flying around 
me as bullets rain down beside me. What else was I supposed to feel except a rush of  dread and excitement? 

A splash of  blood. 

The man next to me, Horace Brown, fell motionless. I wiped the blood off  my cheek from the swift splatter and moved on. I had 
a mission. I couldn’t be held back by anyone.  
I told myself: “Run, run to Montauban and take the village from the Germans… No one can hold you back.” So I ran… I 
couldn’t feel anything as I ran into the damaged village. I took cover behind what once was the wall of  a shop. I was bleeding, my 
leg was cut by some  stray shrapnel. 

It’s nearly 9:00 AM, the others aren’t near me. I’m all alone in the little village of  Montauban. I’m alone… the only hero here 
who will truly live forever. I tell myself  this over and over as I frequently duck back into cover from firing at the Germans. I took 
a stand. This is my mission and I will complete it. 9:30 AM, the rest of  the British forces are moving closer. I get out of  cover and 
rush down the small unit of  Germans in the vicinity to make my mark. To be the one who freed the village of  Montauban from 
the Germans. To be the one who made the skirmish possible.

Chapter 6:

 They found me buried under rubble and burning wood. I didn’t wake up for a long time. The Capture of  Montauban was a 
success, my mission held true and I was etched in history forever. Or so I thought… My assault on the Germans did nothing more 
than throwing a bucket of  water in the ocean. All I did was make the ocean one pail fuller. By 10 AM, the village was taken by 
the rest of  the 30th division and the Germans were driven out. They found me alone with injuries so severe they couldn’t identify 
me. 

All they found was a half  dead man without a name..... and that is my legacy. 
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Genesis
Joshua Folz

Free Verse

We are bone of  bone, intertwined evermore; 

Blinded by creation, and its succulent fruit —

Blind because of  you, genesis of  I.

Creation of  knowledge, and lack thereof

Secludes us from divine purpose, 

for you and I lack all conviction. 

 

A Seraphic garden is what we discovered.

Forever astray, for Eden is vast,

Illusions of  knowledge is all that it bears.

Bearing a gift, a tree was uncovered; 

Serpent tongue seduced and deceived

for a bewildered heart

is what it desired. 

 

Beguiled by love we deceived the creation, 

for we are only flesh and blood,

and from the dust we were taken—

and to dust we will return. 

 

Yet, knowledge brings fear, 

And exile

We now know 

Bestowed more clarity 

than the fruits of  creation ever could.  
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 “Boy is it hot, I don’t know about you, but I’m gonna go swimming.” Bree’s eyes fell on Rover as he raced along the white 
glistening grains of  sand to catch up with his owner. “Come here boy. C’mon.” A smile cracked across Bree’s face as Rover’s ears 
flapped, like the wings of  a bird, while he ran. She glanced up at the pulled apart clouds, where her mind was placed. The air in 
Bree’s lungs flooded out as she exhaled and looked out into the vast, never ending blur of  blue. 

 Bree shimmied off  her clothes to reveal black bottoms of  a bikini and a pastel pink top, with the addition of  a black and 
purple splotch of  skin she had made sure to cover up  when she was around other people. She then skipped down to the shore line, 
just as a little girl would, and jumped into the shallows of  the ocean. Drops of  water clung to Bree’s body, holding on for dear life 
as she danced around in the waves. Her feet brought her in further, until the water hugged her waist. The cut, that was only now 
starting to heal, stung as it kissed the salty water. She glanced back at Rover and threw a playful splash. “You’re such a baby. 
What, are you scared of  the ocean?”

 Bree’s eyes were entranced by the water, the tips of  her fingers created ripples in the sea. She thought of  him. She thought 
of  how moments like these were the only times when she could escape him. Before she knew it, her toes were struggling to skim 
the sand lying on the bottom of  the ocean floor. She became a jellyfish and treaded the water underneath her. She bobbed up and 
down with the rhythm of  the waves. Now, only her head-- no body-- was sticking above water. Rover let out a bark, then a few 
seconds later, another one. “Alright alright. I’m coming in now. You’re so impatient.”

 Stretching out her arms, Bree made towards the shore. As she pushed the water around her in order to move forward, a 
wave was forming, pulling all of  the surrounding water, and everything in it, to form one large surge of  power. The wave kept 
building, Bree kept struggling, but she was stuck, frozen. Then, at almost the snap of  a finger, Bree was hurled forward at the 
speed of  a flying fish, thrown and then submerged under as the wave crashed and held her to the sandy floor, similar to the ways 
she would be kept under when she boogie boarded. The wave released her and, inhaling deeply, she made for the shore again.

For the second time, the ocean, a vacuum to everything surrounding it, sucking everything it could, caught Bree before she could 
make it any further. Bree grabbed all of  the oxygen out of  the air that she could in order to last long enough to endure the time 
in the subaquatic world before she could catch her breath once again. The tormenting cycle repeated: Bree caught her breath long 
enough to be submerged again. She was nearing the surf  zone, where all of  the waves fall from feet above to break on the surface 
of  the ocean. With every breath Bree took, she would be given less time in the surroundings she knew, the waves would break on 
top of  her before she could breathe in fully.

This happened again, and continued to happen. She could only do this for so much longer. When she resurfaced once again, she 
peered out to the shore and saw Rover running around in circles. He would sprint towards the shore and the wicked waves would 
try to grab him and he would frantically run back to safety. He kept doing this, trying to save his owner but couldn’t, trapped in 
his helpless body. He let out a bark in frustration, the only thing he seemed to be able to do.

The waves punched her, hit her, threw her to the unforgiving ground. The same as when he would hold her down. Bree trans

Riptide
Amelie Clark

Short Story
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ported from the loud crashing of  the waves to the 
hypnotizing calm eerie silence underwater. Then, 
she was flung forward, causing whiplash. The waves 
caused Bree to somersault as they crashed around 
her. She continued tumbling through the waves. She 
couldn’t breathe. She thought back to the times 
when she would hold her breath with her brother 
in the pool, seeing who could hold their breath for 
the longest. Once she got to this point though, she 
would normally reach to break the surface. But this 
time she couldn’t. Her lungs burned, they were on 
fire. She felt as if  the last time her lips touched the 
air, near minutes ago, was her final time-- her last 
inhale was her final one. 

They say that right before your life is about to end, 
your entire life flashes before your eyes, yet all she 
could see was him. But then, she noticed that her 
knees were brushing the ground. The wave nudged 
her and she was placed on the shore of  the beach. 
She remained on all fours, barely out of  the grasp 
of  the water, so that she could catch her breath. 
Rover sporadically and frantically licked her salty 
face. 

Bree rolled over onto her back, the way Rover often 
would, and she glanced up at the ocean blue sky.

David
Andrew Camacho

Drawing
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Fractured Cobalt
Reese Miner

Photograph

Skies energize, 

sprawled above,

the blue shield energized

Darkens,

to fit the Midnight’s 

ever-changing glow 

To coerce the clouds into the 

white flakes,

Readying the stallions of  life 

charging the ground 

Blue is the swaying change of  the midnight’s

 everlasting mood.

Luminance
Ryan Christianson

Free Verse
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Cerulean Seas
Elena Kaufman

Villanelle

A sea of  thought storms my impulsive pain. 

Waves crash down onto bare rocks, now exposed 

As the final crest forms, I am to blame. 

I wonder when everything will drain 

And simply fade to a place dreams will fold.

A sea of  thought storms my impulsive pain. 

The bars of  the cage bediamonded with jade, 

I am trapped by the pursuer that scolds.

As the final crest forms, I am to blame. 

Do not be crushed by the endless forced strain

But emerge from the shallows, safe from cold-

A sea of  thought storms my impulsive pain.

Though turquoise blunders- reveal my disdain,

Now left to face the vast perils they’ve sold.

As the final crest forms, I am to blame. 

I’m left useless as the emerald domain

Which cotidal Poseidon had controlled.

As the final crest forms, I am to blame.

A sea of  thought storms my impulsive pain.
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Looking High from Below
Avni Jain

Villanelle

Their high luminous streaks overwhelm me

as their patches of  ivory vapor merge 

my eyes—from below—follow their melody.

Silver droplets fall, flowing like the sea

and as I look up lonely tears emerge. 

Their high luminous streaks overwhelm me.

Through their harmony: my damage I see

as their laughter grows to never diverge,

my eyes—from below—follow their melody.

I roar. But to them I’m a nobody—

Thundering giggles stir me. They converge.

Their high luminous streaks overwhelm me.

I try, I try to understand their glee 

but my cells, under the pressure, submerge.

 My eyes—from below—follow their melody. 

I want to be in their reality,

but my mind, from the pain, is on the verge.

Their high luminous streaks overwhelm me.

My eyes—from below—follow their melody.

121



L
eonine

Y
ixia Luo
P

a
in

t
in

g

122



Label Me
Lindsey Belgrad

Painting

Label Me
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Am I Enough, America?
Yuna Shprecher

Free Verse

If  I grow my nails long, paint them as red

As the blood you deem unworthy, 

Is that enough?

If  I grow six inches taller, stretch out the thighs

That brush together when I walk, 

Is that enough?

If  I color my eyes shades light enough

To be cherished– swirls of  blues 

And honeys I have never known– 

Is that enough? 

Am I enough for you, who has never

Cast eyes upon me without distaste,

Who opens their mouth not to coat me in

Sweet compliments, but to drown me

In words bittersweet and condescending? 

Am I enough for you, who sticks syringes

In fragile skin, starves bodies only to toss them aside,

Tears out the hair you declare too thick and dark–for you 

Prefer hair like you prefer people- thin, pale, unvaried.

And so I wonder, do I want to be -enough- for you? 
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 Maurine stood on the half-dead lawn of  the neighbors she’d spoken to only twice since they’d moved in. After all, they’d 
only come into their wealth after winning the Powerball, a measly $2 million. The other people who lived in the Arcadia neigh-

borhood had been there for generations: people raised their families here and they did not leave willingly. Arcadia was the epito-

me of  social status in this Midwestern suburb, and moving anywhere else would be a considerable step down. 

Well there goes another one, she thought as she made eye contact with the bold red FORECLOSURE sign. Her cheeks were 
flushed from the forceful sun despite her elegant gardening hat. Over the course of  the past three months, in this summer of  
2008, the entire block had been plucked and discarded like ticks, one by one. Yet, this one was different. It had a mocking SOLD 
sticker pasted across it. As Maurine got lost in these four letters, the cicadas wept their solemn summer ballad.

From inside the house, a petite Mexican woman rushed down the steps of  the home. “Pleased to meet you! My name is 
Esperanza, and you are?” the woman said heavily, rolling her r’s. 

The socialite looked at the stairs as if  she were waiting for somebody else to descend at any moment. Making sure she 
enunciated and spoke clearly, Maurine smiled and said, “Why I am Mrs. Maurine DuPonte. Hallo there, sugah.” she said, her 
voice going up an octave, emphasizing her Midwestern accent and beauty queen smile. “Please tale the fine owner of  the house-

hold that I, Mrs. Maurine DuPonte, would very much like to invite them over for some of  my sweet iced tea once they’ve set-

tled.” She then tipped her gardening hat and turned around, making her way back to her home. 

Before she could make it two steps, the woman interrupted. 

“Actually, I am the owner. Paid off  y todo, got a really good price from the family before me,”she said proudly, not too keen 
to the judgmental eyes staring back at her. 

“Isn’t that adorable? Your husband then?” she said with her veneers cutting the air like daggers with every inquiry. “I’d 
love to meet him, too!”

“No, solo mio and my lonesome self.” 

“Well, don’t let me keep you long,” she said passive aggressively, trying to flee as quickly as possible upon realizing this was 
an unwed woman in her late forties. She tried not to socialize with those kinds of  women. But yet again Esperanza stopped her.

“Why don’t you come in for that iced tea, I made some this morning.”

 As she basked in the midday sun, the rays stung like fire ants crawling on every inch of  her pale, freckled skin. While Mau-

rine attempted to come up with an excuse, Esperanza grabbed her hand, took her through the wrought iron gate, and brought 
her up the fiery red staircase; a new renovation to the place Esperanza had made. 

Foreclosure
Isabella Rose

Free Verse
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Before even taking her first step in, Maurine took note of  the sound of  the local news station radiating throughout the 
home, giving insights about the latest gossip within the town. 

“What an eclahctic home you have here!” 

“Why thank you, I’ve spent mucho of  my time travelling and moving so I happen to pick up an array of  knick knacks 
and...” Esperanza looked up trying to figure out what to say next. “But enough about me, tell me about the neighborhood.” 

Ah, Maurine’s favorite subject, if  there was one thing that would get this woman in trouble, it was her mouth. 

“Well, at first it was the Montagues that moved out, then the Mayweathers, and then the Harrises! Embarrassing really, 
each family left one after the other after the other. It was really a series of  poor choices; all the husbands were in strong, up-and-
coming firms, and all of  a sudden --” Maurine snapped her fingers aggressively in Esperanza’s face.  

“Like that. The market. It crashes and they lost e-v-e-r-ything! A real tragedy if  I say so myself, not that I like to talk 
about these sorts of  things. The world keeps turning with or without you, and they simply didn’t have the means to stay.”

Esperanza gasped, “Why that’s a bit hars–” but again was cut off. 

“To be honest, I don’t know very many of  the newer neighbors. Many of  them are from more ‘urban’ areas. When I came 
over here today I was hoping to meet someone...” she trailed off. But what she meant to say was, someone of  her social class to 
gossip with about all the newer, less dignified neighbors swarming the neighborhood. She wondered, Gone are the days of  prestige 
in my Arcadia.

Not sensing the dignified tone, Esperanza reacted, “Oh my, the poor families!”

Yet, Maurine, again, was quick to boast, saying “Yes, we’re actually the only original family left in the neighborhood. My 
husband would never be caught in a predicament like that; he’s very responsible with money. That would never happen to me or 
to my family. Ever.” she said smugly. 

Esperanza took two glasses from the oakwood cabinet and began to pour the iced tea. “Let me offer you–” Just then, the 
radio broadcast cut off  Esperanza with a screech, indicating a new development in the town’s dwindling economy. 

Good afternoon everybody; we interrupt you today with a report on DuPonte Industries. 

“That’s my husband’s company! He’s actually the CEO and extremely intelligent.” Before Esperanza could respond, Mau-

rine pressed her finger to her lips indicating that she wanted to listen. 

This afternoon, it has been discovered that the CEO of  the company, Greogory DuPonte, has been involved in embezzlement, tax 
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fraud, and fifteen other counts of  corporate malpractice. 

Maurine’s glass dropped to the floor, shattering. Esperanza began to say consoling words, but Maurine became apathetic to 
the conversation. The man on the radio didn’t stop there. 

Just in, it has been discovered that Gregory DuPonte has fled the country, leaving behind his wife and four young children. 

Maurine looked to have aged nearly twenty years within the past two minutes. The fine lines that had been hidden within 
the cracks of  her smile uncovered a soulless scowl, only previously known to the mirror of  her vanity. Her chest began to rise and 
fall, her heart becoming the bass to remind her when to breathe. 

I have to get out of  this incandescently lit hell, she thought. Every time she blinked the lights seemed to grow brighter, desen-

sitizing her in every manner. It was as if  she were breathing in ash, her chest burning with each breath out.

Without excusing herself, Maurine descended the steps, and found herself  back in front of  the menacing FORECLOSURE 
sign. Only, it was now placed in front of  her pearl-white picket fence.  Whether from the harsh embers or anger, Maurine began to 
turn crimson. The wind began to whisper hostile nothings, blowing her gardening hat with it, as the cicadas melody turned con-

tentious. Maurine’s mental fatigue began to consume her body. 

“What has become of  my Arcadia, my home, my life. I don’t under...”, and with that Maurine fell to the luscious over-

grown grass, never to get up again. Her body was later discovered by the savage auditors who came to claim the last of  her fam-

ily’s lost fortune. First, they stepped over her body in the front yard, and, upon finishing their assessment, they called to inform 
the proper authorities. 

The world keeps turning with or without you–then, it loots you. 
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Epiphany
Arianna Walker

Drawing
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Apple Candies
Myra Kamal

Vignette

 My mother and I are different. She and my sister have curls in their hair like wildflowers that spring up and grow in any 
field. Her voice commands attention and her warmth awakes the silence in the desert’s winter nights. My mother, the peace mak-

er. My mother, the center of  my solar system. 

 Our childhoods were different. Her childhood was continents away in a city most Americans would not know. Lahore. She 
tells me stories of  her past often. Piece by piece she paints a picture of  her life years ago. Pieces here. Pieces there. Her family 
and friends now spread all over the world. Families and generations are just stories. Stories that never stop being written. My 
mother and I are just two brief  continuations of  our family’s story. She carried our ancestors’ story here. Maybe she is the turn-

ing point of  the story by moving it to America. 

 Her desert was different than the one she lives in now. The grains of  sand and cacti flowers are different and unfamiliar to 
home. But the smell of  rain is still the same. The smell of  Earth, in her hair, in her clothes, in her memories. It greets her like an 
old friend on cloudy days. My mother feels sorry for my sister and I often. We never had the chance to have a childhood like hers, 
with Pakistan surrounding us. Isn’t it sad that they only know their relatives through the phone? No, it’s normal for us. 

What she believes is our sadness, is her own. Pakistan to me is apple candy. Apple candy could only be found in Pakistan. When it 
fizzled in my mouth, it felt like stars exploding, red sugar on my hands like dust, the taste being savored in my mouth to last me 
until we return to Arizona. Every summer, family and apple candies. That’s what it meant. Apple candies, red like a velvet sky 
sinking into the dunes of  the desert. Milk the flavor and let the warm candy sap soothe my throat from the time it sat in the car 
a day in the desert sun, hide the sticky candies in my pocket when given from grandmother’s purse, save the rupees relatives give 
me to buy them, because rupees given to a child is just candy money. Lazy summers just melting away as I sucked on those ruby 
gems. 

My mother doesn’t remember the glory of  apple candies as much as me. Never did I realize how little she had a taste for them 
and how much I did. I ask her, don’t you remember? Isn’t this your craving for home? I hear the crinkle of  those candy wrappers 
and I am transported with the pull of  my heart strings, but she remains. 
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Cycles
Ryan Christianson

Free Verse

Tomatoes and seeds, red and round, bring life

Flourish, then draw 

back The yellow heat drips into eventual snow

Eternal wandering between sun and stars,

Decay resting, crimson fades life into a spirling elsewhere

Guiding the traveler, to a warmer 

Home, the forest, strips her colors

Fearful, she draws away

From the tender brown trunks

engulfed in the eventual night.

Continuing the cycles, life must start, end, and eventually start 

again.

Yellow rays shoot across the sky, slowly churning into black 

void, 

Morphing into white specks.

When a man dies he’s buried

Deep under the roots of  her majesty, but his soul

Wanders to heaven. 

The moon smears the setting star

The caterpillar cocoons, 

The bear prepares for slumber,

Once at the break of  dusk.
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Song For Golden Carpets, Undying
Yuna Shprecher

Free Verse

There are at least eight seasons here, I think–

Two springs, two falls, summers that fall in between

And driving down open freeways, it seems we’re in that second 
spring

Which breathes life into scorched earth, weaves carpets

Of  yellow that sprawl to the ends of  the world. 

I sometimes imagine tumbling out the car door

And running to the golden earth, making angels in

The fields of  interlocked flowers, as plentiful

As the snow that is never given–

I’d like to live there, if  I could.

Yet there is always a weight in my stomach

When the second spring begins–

For I know my carpet of  gold, a singular blur

Outside windows of  cars driving too fast,

Will curl up at its corners, turn brittle like burnt toast, 

Fade away into the unforgiving heat–

Of  which summer, I cannot count, 

For there are too many to count. 
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Incendiary
Yixia Luo

Painting
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