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Marcelo Koga

An Ocean of Faces

Madison Hughes

A quietcity does notexist

The speech of its inhabitants like seagullsin the streets

Steps bound overcracks like waves



Feetcrashingonthe ground

To what end?

Whendo the streets subdue?

The people contentatlast?

Noise turned fulfilment

And what if the noise becomestoo much?

The waves become a riptide and

You are cast intosea

Strugglinginthe salted feeling of hopelessness
How doyou returnto the sand?

How doyou find peace beside the rushing cars?
Nexttothe menand women and children
Who wish forthe same thing?

The only optionamongthe people

Is to keep moving

Andto driftwhere

The waves wish foryou to go



Donovan Thompson

Calmer Waters
Madi Harpel
The way the sun hits her
Pronouncingthe blue and green
Givinglightto everything below the surface
All of her secrets, exposed
Suddenlyinaspotlight
Allthe creaturesrun
In darkness, her creaturesreturn
Sailors become afraid and stay away
Fearing herstrength during storms,
Duringthe gray days, when tearsfall
But every time astorm comes,
She overcomesit

Andreturnsto calm waters



Kelly Downs






Erika Forsstrom

Theviolets bloomin patches of summertime

Theirpetals hold close to a core of pollination

But picked off one by one, theirstems dangle into aspace of nothing
They’re nothing more than just a display.

What happenstothose petalsthatare ripped fromthe center?

Do theyfall tothe floorand slowly shrivel?

Are they sweptaway and hiddenforno purpose?

With little meaning afterbeingaflowerinto beinga petal of nothing.
But those petals don’t have to be picked forthe sole meaning of being picked
Theirvibrance and beauty can be shared to the world
Avioletcanjustbe a violet

Avioletcanlive on afterit’sbeenrooted fromit’s simple place.
Heldinthe hands of someone who appreciatesit’s value

And giventoanotherof similargentle ways

A flowerisadmired by all

But a flowerisnotadmired by all.

Stomped and stepped and treated like aweed

It's no differentthan any otherflower

Givingkindness and defying the uprootersis how a violet can stay strong

From a core of pollination, avioletstillspreads no matter what.






Marcelo Koga
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Just a Man on the Sidewalk
Max Kronstadt

The streets, he lives

But the music, hishome

Family, he hasn’tgot

Money, he need not

His fingers curve to the notes of the song
Onlyinthe tune, his body belongs

He smiles with joy

He’s been playing the guitareversince he was a boy



He weepsinsadness

His artisticdreams were labelled madness
While his eyes are closed, just now he sees
When all had left

Justone remained

Her skin was brown

Her body was curved

Happiness, she knew he deserved
Shessitsin hisarms for one last night

His lingering sickness, he knows he cannotfight
As he goesto sleep

He says his goodbyesto his beautiful wife

Andthanks her forthe gift of life.



Madeline Fordham

Trapped
Miriam Sall
I’'m stuck,

In a world open, wild and free, I’'m stuck.



Inside of myself,

| am surrounded by people,

But I am stuck.

| choke

On my own thoughts, which | can’t evengetout.
Alone with my thoughts,

Though surrounded by my friends.

| can’t speak.

Drowning,

| can’t reach the surface, only my fingertips break.
Breathingfaster, yet

| take no air, only my thoughts.

My head spins.

Reaching,

| brush the airabove me, searchingforhelp.

| grasp, but slipout,

My friends gape, baffled as I sink.

Trapped.



Grace Bauder
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Ebreez Elbashir

Lily slowly pulled open the glass door. The aroma of burnt coffee and cigarettes wafted through
the air. It stung hernostrils, and she coughed.

It was the firsttime ina decade she’dseen himand he invited herhere...of all places? It figured -
probably the nicest place he knows...and cheap enough forhimto pick up the tab.

The only other peopleinthe dinerwere an elderly couple quietly enjoying their breakfastata
booth and a middle-aged waitress wiping down the counter. Lily sighed at the desperate sight. The diner
was around before she’d left town, and it somehow managed to get worse overthe years. The few
boothsinthe place were more exposed foam than upholstery; Lily guessed they hadn’t replaced those
benchessince they gotthem. The electricblue walls screamed fora paint job, and none of the seats at
the counterfeltstable enoughtositon.

Feels like home.

The waitress’ bright voice snapped Lily out of hersorrow. “Good mornin’, hun. Grab a seat
anywhere youlike, I'll be right withya.”

Lily gave her a smile and a slight nod, andthensat in the least disgusting booth she could find. She
was goingtowait to orderanything until he arrived but, of course, she was here before him, and she
would probably be waiting forawhile. She took adeep breath and stared out the large window beside
her. The dawn casted an orange light through the window as the sun painted the skyin hues of gold and
pink. The sunrise was the only thing better here.

Shereachedinher purse forher phone. Did he message? Did he cancel? She knew that this was
importantforboth of them, but thistown was bad for her, and he was a significant part of the reason
why. She glanced down at the screen. 7:06 a.m.. No messages. Lily sankinto the uneven seat. The
waitress came around, and she ordered a single cup of black coffee. She returned quickly with a
yellowing mug, filled with black sludge, and a gas-like rainbow slick swirlingin the middle. She tooka
longsip. It feltlike acid burningdown herthroat, but she knew she was goingto neediit.

7:30 rolled around, and the glass dooropened for the second time within the hour: there he was.
He barely fit through the doorway with his towering frame; he had always been largerthan life. Lily was
surprised athow put-togetherhe looked. He wore blue jeans and a plaid shirt with minimal stains. His
formerly chestnut hair was now almost entirely white, as was his scratchy beard. His bright blue eyes
had become gray and watery and they sank into the bags beneath them.

“Hi, Dad.” Lily stood to greet him. He mustered aweak smile and sauntered overto her. He threw
hisarms around her. She wasn’t sure how to react. “Nice to see youtoo,” she laughed uncomfortably.
Her fatherstepped backtolook at her face and grabbed hershoulders tight.

“God, it'sbeensolong, Lily. You’re finally back home. .. where youbelong.”

Lily grimaced at those words. She knew that seeing him would bring back memories, but his
presence was like arearview mirror. All that he reminded her of was where she’d been and where she



neverwantedto be everagain. Whenshe lefttown, he cursed herfor thinkingthat she’s betterthan her
own folk, butshe knew that she wouldn’t getanywhere stayingin that broken house. She thought about
herparents every day and night. She always thought that the problem was him not letting her go, but
she started to realize that maybe she was the one holding on.

Lily’s father ploppedintothe booth seat. “Sorry I’'m late,” he said breathlessly. “l was drivin’ late
last nightand | passed outas soon as | got home withoutsettin’noalarmor nothin’. | was nevergood
withtime,” he chuckled. “Your mamawas alwaysthe one who...” he trailed off and looked up at her.

Lily was silent, hereyebrows furrowed. She’d neverseen herfatherlike this before. He seemed
helpless; she almostfelt bad for him. She handed him what was left of her now-cold coffee. He smiled
gratefully and took a sip. He made a face, and they both laughed understandingly.

“You’re probably wondering why | asked you to meet me,” he blurted out after a moment. “I mean,
we both know that it’sbeen a yearsince, well, you know.” He struggled to get the words out.

Lily nodded and looked down at the scratched-up wooden table. The anniversary had just passed a
day ago. She missed hermom more than anything, and she could tell that her fatherfeltthe same,
which surprised her, considering how he treated her. Lily had never even known her mom was sick until
two weeks before she’d died. Herabsence in her mother’s time of need was heronly regret about
leaving.

Her father cleared his throat. “Look, Lily. | don’t know much, and | won’t pretend that | do. But | do
know that | have beenanidiot. | was neverthere foryour motheruntil it was too late. |-l made her not
love me anymore,” he choked. “And then she was gone. | was drivin’ trucks and chasin’ dreams that
were longdead, even though | had two live dreamsrightin front of my face. Lily, honey, you’re all  have
left.” At this point, he was full-on crying, noteven tryingto wipe his tears.

Lily weptsilently, too. She was too shocked by herfather’s emotion to make any kind of noise. The
dinerwas quietbesidesthe country man’s catharsis. The waitress had disappeared into the kitchen, and
the elderly couple had finished their breakfast. It seemed like Lily and her fatherexisted alone in the
diner, the south, the country, the universe. He broke the silence.

“I don’teven know whatl’'mdoin’ here. | guess| just wanted to say that, for whatit matters, lam
so, so sorry. For everythin’. | love you, Lily Rose, and | always have, and | always will.” He smiled, “You're
stuck with me fora dad, so | guess | betterstartactin’ like one.”

Lily chuckled through hertears and handed herdad a napkin. “l love you too, dad.” She couldn’t
manage to say anything more; she feared sayingtoo much. She knew that they could neverstart fresh,
but they would just be whatthey were, all they could be. He was all she had left, too. She’dtried to
grow away, but she was rooted in what was left of her family.

They sat, chattinglightly about Lily’slifeinthe city. Then herfatherhad toleave forworkat 9.
They hugged good-bye and Lily stepped outinto the morninglight. There were no clouds in the sky; the
sunshone brightly. It was a perfect day. Thesunshine feels better here, too.



Roenick Goldman

Untitled

Zachary Plunkett

You must live yourlife

You may have ventured through jungles of thoughts
Choppinganddicingthrough everyvine that getsin your way
Spotting and sighting out possibilities and options
Possibly thinking of the future

Learning from the past

And using knowledgefordaysto come

You must know what you want to achieve

It could be a teacher

It could be a preacher

It could be with the military

Orin the medicalfield

But whateveritis

You must choose swiftly

Because options may fade inthe air like dust

In the end, choose, you must



Marie Lynskey

War
Myles Winegrad
Millions Dead, billionsin debt

All forwhat? Nothing has changed



Young men eager, wise men know

Once theyjoin, they wish they hadn’t
Invading beaches, naval battles

What does it matter? There is nothingto gain
Only death and destruction for mourning families
Many peopleintoo much pain

Childrenlook upinwonder

What do theysee? It doesn’t matter

The parentssee it, run inside and shriek

Two cities destroyed, inunderaweek

None of it really matters

What do you gain?

Only death, destruction, and pain

In the end we all still walk

On the same divided ball of rock



Andy Schureman

Stopwatch

Sarah McArdle

That mercury tongue got

Three years out of me.

Called me “Princess”
Anddressed me up

| was yours.

(Notmine

Nevermine)
Everythingaboutyouscreamed “free”
And | was looking foran escape.

| asked fora crown and you gave me a collar;



Told me to sit up straightand smile.
(Prettyprettypretty, you always said

Mine, you always said)

I’d given you more of myself than I had left,
More than I’d ever had.

Your hands feltso nice

| could almostignore the blood onthem
(Mine

Always mine)

Ava Schwartz

The Fear of Fear
Aidan Hecker

the fearof fear

acycle

my life’s motif



expectationis my deprecation
thoughts become harshreality
habits shatter my chance of normalcy
but the feelings are notreal

i fabricate them

plagued by

deranged by

the fearof fear

acycle

my life’s motif

Giana Sellecchia




Sofiya Lysenko

They stayedina bunker. It was all his eyes could remember. They couldn’tleave, she said, becausethen
if they came back they would not know if they were taken or had escaped. If they had escaped, where
had they gone?

If they could come home, thatis. But of course they would, he thought. They would. He read
aboutitinhis books, inthe soft books he carried quickly and over his head as he peeredinto the dark
rustle of trees, his footsteps markingempty mud. There were otherwars, the books said, and those had
ended. People had died before those wereover, butthey were over. Wars can notgo on forever. They
must be coming back. And once they did come back, he could point out what he learned about the sky -
the stars he could sometimes glimpse if they needed to leave, rightin between the loud blasts that kept
theminthe bunker. One nicked his eye as he glanced by - his book said that might be Jupiter. He stared
intently at the bright spot - maybe he could distinguishits rings. Blast - crumbles of dirtand splotches of
mud smacked himin his face from some shell dropped from afar.

* %k

Before resolvingtosleep, he turned hisface to the mirrorto conduct his usual inspection of hisface. As
the school years passed, he noticed more distinctly how much his classmates cared about their
appearance. He’dimagined them spending hoursin the morningtryingto escape the linear

design. That night, however, he saw asmudge on one of hischeeks. He wipeditwith hishand. Must’ve
been a splotch of mud from the rainstorm he’d run through on his way home from school. He hadn’t
givenitmuchthought...there were other matters that demanded his thoughts--the homework, ...... He
simply wipeditaway with amoistenedtissue. He turned prone and gazed at the book’s spine by the
side of hisbed, contemplating finishing another chapter, butdecided he’d doitin the morning. He slept
soundlyinhisquiettop floorapartment.

)k %k

“Danylo - close the door!” his grandmotheryelped asthe mud dirtied the bunkerwalls.

He smacked the door closed and twisted the latch as much as he could, just as anothershell was heard
inthe distance. They didn’tusually bomb at night, and almost neverin Donetsk, a city he saw with his
own eyes, when he could, ascompletely decimated - whatuse wasit to reduce rubble torubble? They
were forgotten. He climbed down from his stead, wordlesslyentered his bed, and fell asleep to the
ricochet of bombs outside of hishome.

His motherwas a tactician - his grandmother had described to him only ayear ago, as they satat their
chessboard ontheirsingle circulartable, what that meant.

Click. With a surge of giddy pride he smacked his knight on the white square forking herking and
queen.

“Good tactic.”



With a quick glance up he had seen her mouth squirmto the side with surprise as hereyes had
widenedslightly with angeratherlapsein acuity. Now justtrade. Eliminating counterplay, I’ll win.

She had moved herkingaside, and he had taken the queen.

“You know, your motherdevises these kind of tactics in the battle - the small bouts of energy that keep
them abay. It’s why we can stay here now - they call it a security zone. By Minsk Il no one can enter.”

She had taken the knight back with herrook.

“What does my dad do?”

“He leads aregimen -they follow those tactics to determine how they are going to keep us safe.”
She had taken the open c-file - should he contestit? He had slid hisrook overto c1.

“Why did they leave us?”

“Because theylove theircountry. lasked themrightas you were born and they left. We still lived
outside. That’s what they told me.”

* %k %k

As hisfingersreleased the pawn just as his eyesflicked tothe unprotected square he had leftin his
position. He glanced at hisopponentand he only saw the clean length of his his hairdro oping forward as
he stared over the board, chin propped on his arm. Would he see?

His opponentglanced overthe unfortunatesquare. He lost his queen within afew moves, and
within afew more he only had his kingagainst hisopponent’s two queens. On the fourth or fifth shuffle
of hisking, his opponent gleefully constricted his king once more, preparing acheckmate within one
move. Considering his options, he realized he had none - Stalemate! His opponent groaned as his own

glee exacerbated his pain-a winslipped from hisfingers and an eternal battle left to be uncontested on
the board.

* %k %k

The days trailed as they always did - his grandmother called them “ceasefire violations”; he couldn’t
distinguish them from the rain. He read and reread his books - the ones on astronomy reminded him of
the otheronesthat described schools. Kids would go to school and they would make friends and learn.
Theyseemedto be justlike him. He couldn’t wait for his parents to return so he could go to school. Why
didn’tthey want himto go to school? On many days, lyingamongst his books, he thought of running.
Theywere starvingasit was, and he longed foran astronomy teacherand some friends. These thoughts
had usually dimmed quickly, especiallywhen he had voiced them once.

“Look at yourself, boy,” his grandmother had exclaimed, “look inside yourself asin a rear-view mirror.”

What was a rear-view mirror? He hadn’t and still didn’t know; he didn’t even know how to look at
himself. Whatdid he look like anyway?



“Do yousee yourselfifashell hitsyou? Whatifitis a sniperor a bullet? Ourtime toflee has passed. We
are forgotten, just as your motherand fatherare. The only way we can stay is by diggingour heelsin
and waiting.”

And so he waited. And starved. He was almost certain he could wait no longer. That night, the TV
sputtered another ceasefire violation - this one his grandmothersaid would be more stringent. What
use was a proclamation of peace if nobody listened anyway? Every night he listened as she cursed the
President, the separatists, the judgesin the courts, the other President who supplied the humanitarian
aid he heard distantly popping...

Theironly source of food were granaries abandoned from the camps of regiments. He could almost feel
the pain of deference - aknife slowly digginginto his belly, sharperthanthe one left by hunger.

One morning, as he opened the latch onthe dark night, he was relieved by anote lightly attached to the
end of theirbunkerdoor. He saw the wisps atthe ends torn - paper pre-cutfor a purpose. Scratches
obliteratedthe paperinink, buthe had neverseensuch curly and fancy writing. As a boy of 5, learning
from books set in printed writing, he had no way of evaluating this unbroken script. His grandmother
rose from bed and almost blindly reached forthe paperin hishand; he wasn’t sure if she could really see
it. As hereyes darted amongthe page, she letout a short cry, threw the letter on theirsmall central
table, and barked at him,

“Gather your clothes. We are leavingtomorrow.”

He was sure this meantthey were comingback - why else could they leave. He almost breathed
euphoria. His mind had a path to take. From his closet, to his satchel, to his books his hands went. He
sprawled onto the floor of his room, listening to faint cries - he was not sure - and rigorously reviewed a
book on space-time he had read several times. He felt no hunger - the deeper pain had lefthim, and he
feltalmostalive. They would leave. He did not know how, but he knew that place would certainly have
betterviews of those planets he wanted to see more closely. That night, beforelightly letting the door
fall and diving to his bed, he had looked a bit longer.

In the morning, it cost him his ears. He awoke from wetness on his pillows as a deafening sound
reverberatedin his head. He touched his earsand lifted himselffrom his bed. He viewed a small space
ship whistle slowly through the air, greenjust likethe littlegreen men that he had glimpsed for five full
yearsrunning amongthe woods hundreds of miles away. Had he appeared on Jupiter? Pumpinghis legs
across the floorto openthe doorto his grandmother, he pried at the lock until somethingloosened his
grasp.

)k %k

He awoke on his usual cotton bed, discomfort creepinginto his spine. Probably from the way he
sometimesslept on his stomach, he thought. He swept himselfoff his crumpled sheets, then reached
blindly forthe quantum physics book half opened and teetering on the edge of the mattress. He must
have fallenasleep and droppedit. Gingerly holding the spine, he left the pages unruffled as he glanced
overthe page he had stopped at. A sentence atthe bottom of the right page caught hiseye and he
carefullyread,

We create ourown reality, and we are responsible for the reality that we create.



He dropped the book back onto sunlitsheets, gathered his briefcase, and as he shuffled his lesson plans
for this morning’s lecture, he concentrated. The physics he lectured was what we perceived and

confirmed everyday as reality - could there really be anything but? It must be on... He grabbed the collar
of hissuit. Forthe life of him, he did not know.

Giana Capriotti




Molly Melissen

Hidden Beauty

Claire Van Buren

| would say | had a pretty average childhood. I neverreally gotinany trouble the only time | got lectured
was when adultswould tellme and every child the same three things: “Don’tjudge others.”,
“Remembertoalways be kind”, “Neverevergo a day without taking your medication.” | would be lying
if | saidthat | neverwondered whatwould happenif | stopped taking my meds, butwho hasn’tright?



The adults would always tell us stories about faraway lands where you could “see” bright colors and
beautiful things. | wasthe only one that took it seriously. | would talk to my friends about it, but they
wouldtell me thatitwas only a story and to stop thinking that farintoit. Not Matt though he always day
dreamed with me. We would say how it seemed too real though. How could someone make something
like that up with so much detail? We stopped thinkingaboutitfora couple years after constantly
hearingeveryone shutus down. Thiscommunity is pretty small. It’s all | know though. Generations of

families have lived here for hundreds of years. Mattand | would always talk aboutthe adventures we
would take to the land of colors.

Today | wasin class sitting next to Matt. | always can’t pay attention when I sit with him, because he’s
always talking to me making stupid jokes. I’ll admititthough he is quite funny. After class Matt and |
always go fora walk. This time we take route B; we usually take A because we like the sound of the tiles
better. We walk with our canesin front of us because we don’t know this path as well. ’'ve been down
this path before, but somethingis off. The tiles should be makingan A note, but itsoundslikeanF. |

brushit off until Matt says something aboutit. We pause and notice that nobody else is walking on this
path. | tug Matt’s arm and say, “We should head back.”

“Head back? I’'m sure we are fine; we have been down every path here there’s nothing to worry about,”
He assures me.

We keep walking and talk about useless things. It’s obvious he’s not as worried as | am. He is right
though, | shouldn'tbe worried we’ve been here before. The only thing that set me offisthe fact that the
F routeis across the otherside of town. Matt is still talkingand doesn’t even notice I’'m barely listening. |
stop walking.

“What now Finn?” This time Matt sounds a little irritated.

“The tiles stopped making sounds.” I lean down and feel the ground. It’s not tiled like the rest of the
community. It'srough and crumby. “Matt we need to go back. Feel the ground.” | say sternly

“Finnnnwill you sto-” Matt pauses, “Yeah let’s go.” He says quickly. We started to speed walk back.
Where were we? Why haven’twe beenthere yet? An F notes starts to play inrhythm of our feet until
we find ourselves back at B.

“Finn, whatjustha

ppened?” Matt asks me.

“Why haven’twe been there before?” Isound scaredso | clear my throat.
“Beatsme.”

One of the head adults comes upto us. They tend to have a strong presence.|’mnotsure how to
explainit, butyoucan justtell thatthey are there.

“What are you boys doing?” she says with a plain voice.

“Uh- um nothing Ma’am.” Matt stutters. | can tell he’s thinking the same thinglam. How did she know
thatitwas us? It could have beengirls. The adults are somethingelse | swear.

“It was an accident we got lost.” | say



“Mhm. Justdon’t letithappen again.” She says as she continuesto walk on.

“Um. Ma’am if you don’t mind me asking, what’s back there?” Matt says. He sounds like he’s 12 again.
“Don’t worry aboutit boys. Justforgetit happened. Okay?”

“Yes Ma’am” we say in unison.

For the rest of the walkhome we both don’t say a word, but my headisloud with so many questions.
The main one being, what just happened? We reach our houses and justaboutas I’'m aboutto walkin
for the night, Matt says something.

“Um. Ma’am if you don’t mind me asking, what’s back there?” Matt says. He sounds like he’s 12 again.
“Don’t worry about it boys. Justforgetit happened. Okay?”
“Yes Ma’am” we say inunison.

For the rest of the walkhome we both don’t say a word, but my headisloud with so many questions.
The main one being, what just happened? We reach our houses and justaboutas |’'maboutto walkin
for the night, Matt says something.

“Hey Finn, Doyou trust me?”

“Of course Matt, why do you ask?”

“I think we should skip our medsfora couple days. See whatthey are hiding. You know?”
“Matt... We can’t do that.”

“Just fora day and if you don’tfeel good you can go back.”

| think of all those years that | had always thought about skipping my meds and all the stories about the
colors. “Okay.”

The nextday| “take my meds”inthe showerwhere there are no cameras. | watch as the blue liquid
goesdown the drain. | get through half of my day feeling pretty average. Until around lunch time my
head was poundingand | started to get light headed. | rush to the bathroomand | hearsomeonein here
as well. “Hello?”

“Finn?Is that you?” Matt says quietly.
“Matt? Dude my head has never hurt more in my entire life.”
“Me too, justkeepittogethersonobody questionsus”

A couple days passed without the meds and the pain pretty much stopped. My head still feltalittle
woozy. | walkto Matt’s house whichisa couple tilesdown from mine. Things were getting weird. | felt
like | was dying, but| also thought | was starting to live. | could see. If you count little orbs as seeing.
Was this what the colors were? Somethinginterrupted the orbs. It got close to me and | started to back

up.

“Hello?” I say



“Finn. It’s Matt. Is that you?”

| saw an oddly shaped figure infront of me butthere was no color to him.
“What time isit?” | ask

“Almost 12pm.”

“Tomorrow let’s go back.”

“Done.”

By tomorrow my sightis better. | can see figures with colors, butlcan’t tell what they were unless they
were rightin front of me. Around 9pm | waited for Matt outside of the school. Matt said that his vision
was basically clear. We try to find our way back to the crumby floor, but| can’trememberwhere we
wentlasttime. | follow Matt because he seems to know where he is going. We walk fora while.ldon’t
rememberwalking this far, but soon enough we stop at a border. Matt fittles with some sort of lock for
a couple minutes. Once we getthrough we walk forabout2 minutesthen Matt says something.

“Do you see that?” he whispers so quietly | can barely hear.

Everythingisstill blurry. “No not really. Whatisit?”

“It’s-It’s a clif.”

“What?”

I squintandsuddenlyIseeit. Overthe edge is colorfor miles. It’samixture of different ones on top.
“It's just like the stories Finn.”

| stand there and take in the breeze that hits myface. It smells salty and fresh.

“There's more than justthis. We can leave.”



Piper Kull




Isabella Smith

See Me

Marcus Gonzalez

She watched from the stands as the fouryoung men vigorously swungtheirrackets to hitthe
tennis ball, passingit back and forth alongthe length of the sun-dried clay court. Her head oscillated
back and forth, following the speedy little green ball as if it were taking hereyes along for the ride, with
its perfectly round shape and seemingly-soft texture. After severalmore fierce exchanges, the
scrimmage ended, and the girl continued to watch as the players exchanged their congratulations. One
of the players, ayoung man, waved and smiled brightly in herdirection, and she gulpedin surprise. Did
he see her? Her concerns were quickly dismissed by the shouts and cheers of anothergirl several rows



behind heronthe bleachers, sitting with some friends. The girl swiftly walked away, disappointed that
nothing had changed.

The ear-piercing ring of the final bell reverberated through the empty hallways of the school. A
flood of teenagers soon flocked out of their classrooms and to the exits. The girl watched them from
beside the exitasthey strolled through the narrow hallway. She recognized some of the faces. Every day
of everyyear, the girl watched these faces as they passed herin the hallway, the only difference being
that they would grow olderasthe years went by. The olderones always left afterafew years, and new
oneswould come toreplace them. These new ones sometimes resembled the older ones, supporting
hernotion that this was a tightly-knit community she found herself apermanent resident of. Asmuch as
these faces changed, the girl’s reaction tothem did not. 8:00 AM to 3:00 PM every weekday, nothing
but kids following the same routine, going the same routes, sometimes even wearing the same clothes,
every day. The weekends gave hertime to herself, time to roam the dark hallways, but after so many
years, even thatbecomes more boringthanjustlyingstill. Some days, there would be snow and no
studentswould come to school. These days she would stand on the roof and watch as the flakesfell to
the ground, settlingsilently among theirfellow flakes to wait until the sun melted them with its warm
light, welcoming the students back to ruin herbrief moment of fun.

It was what she could do afterschool that brought her some feeling. She missed this duringthe
snow days. There were many clubs that didn’t surround general school subjects likethe debate club,
chessclub, and anime club. She surveyed these meetings often, noticing how these students were
capable of being more than just the mindless drones they were during their classes. The one activitythat
keptherfrom really goinginsane, though, was the after-schoolsports.

Every day, afterthe rest of the students leftthe school, she searched forthe sporty kids, knowing
exactly whatto look for: jerseys, tracksuits, duffel bags, etc. For some reason unknown to her, they were
much more appealingthanthe otherstudentsinthe school, and she found herselfwatchingthem much
more closely. They seemed more...lively and... attractive? Although not entirely sure, she concluded a
longtime ago that thisis why she seemed unable to resist the opportunity to watch them play.

It was raining today, so practices were canceled. Despite the weather, she decided to take a walk
around the building. Although she was already very familiar with what she’d find, she stillenjoyed the
feeling of the rainfallingon herhead. Aftera few hours, she found the doorthat was always unlocked
and walked intothe school, welcomed by the familiar shadow-stained walls of the dark hallways. They
asked herhow she was doing. She told them that she was fine as usual. She kepthereyesonthe flooras
she trekked briskly toward the stairs leading to the rooftop.

It was the smell of gasin the air that awoke herto see students crawling out of theirschool buses.
She rose from her makeshift bed of towels and felt erasers to stretch. Eeney-meeney-miney no choice,
she walked to the same homeroom she usually did. It was the only one with an uninhabited desk. She
snuck glances at students as she passed by themto claim herthrone. If onlyitlooked like athrone, but
at leastshe couldimagine thatitdid. The teachertook attendance as the girl stared out the window.
Aftera few familiar names, one caught herattention:anew one. ElliotKing? It piqued her curiosity just



briefly. She didn’thearavoice, so she surveyed the roomfora momentbutdidn’t notice ahand inthe
air. Elliot must be absent. The teacher was about to put away her attendance sheetwhenafemale
student burstthrough the door, trying to catch herbreath as if she ran the whole way here. The girl
presumed thatthis was Elliot King, and her presumption was confirmed when the teachersaid,

“Miss. King! You’re rather late.”

“I'm so sorry! I sleptthrough myalarm! | had to rush to make my lunchand then| had to take a
showerand | neverskip breakfastso thattook a while...” Elliot gasped. “And then | gotin my car but|
forgot my duffel bagin my house so-"

“It’s alright!” The teachersighed. “Just... go sit at that deskinthe back”. She documented Elliot’s
tardiness onthe attendance sheetand pointed toward the deskin which the girl sat. The girl rose from
herseat, mildly annoyed atthe fact that she lost heronly available seatthis hour. She’d now have tosit
on the flooror some...

“But... there’s someone sitting there already.”

Elliot proceededtostare inthe girl’sdirection, and the girl stared back, dumbfounded. Elliot
pointed atthe desk, glanced away from the girl to the teacher, then eventually at the students. They
were all eyeing her suspiciously. Elliot eventually seemed to notice this.

“Why are you all looking at me like that?”

The girl shook herheadin disbelief, but the cascade of emotions that overtook her, asickening
amalgamation of confusion and fear, refused to leave. This was unbelievable, how was Elliot able to see
her?! The teachertimidly piped up.

“Miss King, perhapsyou should go get some water...there’s no one sitting there.”

Her fingers slid along the surface of a beaten tennis ball she found underthe bleachers. It was not
as softas it looked. But she was unable to musterthe energy to be disappointed becauseshe couldn’t
stop thinking about Elliot. How did she see herinthat classroom? No one else could. It’'d beenafew
days, and she still couldn’t help but wonder. Eversince then, she watched Elliot from a distance. She
certainly made an odd firstimpression, but that was justin herhomeroom. She made friends rather
quickly overthose few days and sat with them during lunch, which was the only time otherthanin the
hallway that the girl feltit was safe to watch Elliot. She was not accustomed to hidingfrom people,
however, andso Elliot spotted herfrequently, based on how often the girl noticed herglancingin her
direction.

Her continuous spying eventually led herto the tennis courts. She followed Elliot who stumbled
hurriedly fromthe lockerroom, hopping on one foot to put hershoe on the other. The girl sat on the
bleachersforthe boys’ courtinstead of the girls’ court, for fear of catching Elliot’s eye and, now that no
one was around, having nowhere to hide.

But, aftera while, she grew more and more curious, and eventually gave in to her curiosity. Sitting
on the bleachers forthe girls’ court now, the girl focused all of her attention on Elliot. Afterafew serves,
she realized that Elliot was not the best player. Despite that, she noticed that even th ough she missed



many swings and hit the netfor many of herserves, she smiled and laughed every time, unfazed by her
mistakes. It was refreshingto see, and it made the girl feel...warm? It was difficult for herto describe.

At the end of practice, Elliot didn’t follow herteammates back into the school. Instead, she waved
goodbye tothem, slung her duffel bag overhershoulderand began walking straight toward the school
parkinglot, dirty clothes and all. The girl trailed behind her, making sure to keep agood distance
betweenthem. Elliot stopped once she reached hercar, with herhand clasped around the mildly

scratched, glossy handle of hercar door. She slowly turned her head to the left, then back toward her
car.

“You’re behind me, aren’tyou?”

The girl suddenly feltthe overwhelming urge torun, as if those five words were enough toreset
herbrain to the most primitive state of fight-or-flight. Her breathing became quick and shallow, and her
heartbeganto gallop as she pivoted on her heel in preparation to dash away.

“Wait! Please, stop!”

But, justas suddenly, the girl stopped, as if just three more words were enough to satiate her
desire torun. Her energy collapsed, and she felt exhausted.

“I knew | wasn’tcrazy... You’re real, right?”

The girl slowly turned toface Elliot, but she founditimpossibletolook at her directly. She settled
for the asphaltinstead. She managed to coax out of herself asmall nod, although she almostdidn’t
believeherown answer.

“I knew it! Those kids were looking at me like | was crazy! I’ve been seeingyou alot, | was starting
to think you were justin my imagination!”

The girl wished that she was.“I’m sorry, am | comingon too strong? Let’s start over. My name is
ElliotKing. What’s yours?”

The girl beganto fidget with hertennis ball. Hername? She didn’t know.
“Um... Oh!You like tennis, too?”

The girl nodded weakly, feeling extremelyuncomfortable, but she did not wantto leave. Atthat
moment, she heard voicesinthe distance. All of the tennis players finished changing and were walking

to the parkinglot. They waved to Elliotand she waved back. Once the group was close, one of the boys
asked, “El, why are you just standing here? We thoughtyou had left by now.”

The girl recognized the boy as one of the studentsin Elliot’s homeroom. It seemed that Elliot’s
weird firstimpression had a more positive impact than the girl had initially thought.

Elliotstammered alittle and was about to speak before a girl in the group said, “Well, | was going

to textyou but since you’re here, do you wanna hangout with us at my house tonight? You can follow
us there.”

“Of course!” Elliotreplied. She took out her phone from her duffel bag, “But| have to tell my mom
first. Text me your addressand I’ll catch up!”



They walked further, out of earshot, and with the phone up to her ear, Elliot asked,
“Can no one seeyou?!”

Anotherweaknod.

Elliot cupped herhand overher mouthinshock. Aftera moment, she looked back to see all of the
tennis playerslooking back at her. She openedthe door of hercar and asked the girl to getinas well so
she wouldn’tlook crazy. The girl obliged, herbrain seemingly on auto-pilot. Elliot questioned her more
fromthe driver’sseat. The girl didn’t speak nor make eye contact. Instead, she continued to nod, shrug,
or fidgetwith hertennisball.

She asked if the girl was a ghost, which was the first question she shook her head at. Despite no
one beingable tosee her, she still feltvery much alive. The only difference was her... tangibility.

“Are there otherslike you?”

She shook her head, but how could she be sure? If there were others like her, she probably
wouldn’t be able to see them, either. Her head started to hurt, and she grew even more exhausted. She
leaned onto the headrest of the back seat. The pounding pain slowly faded away along with hervisionas
she drifted asleep. She awoke to a bright light shining within the carand a duffel bagunderherhead.
Her vision adjusted and she saw Elliot, wearing glasses and reading a book. She then looked up and out
the window and noticed that the sky wasinky black, speckled with hundreds of bright white stars. She
scanned the area and saw the school building towering overthem. They were still in the parkinglot. The
girl rose and stretched, butforsome reason, she felt like she was missing somethingand begantolook
around.

Elliot showedthe girl hertennis ball, “Looking for this?” She tossed it back to her. “You know, my
old school used completely different tennis balls than here. Maybe that’s why I wasn’t doing so well
today!” She chuckled.

“It's only been afew days, but | love this place. My teammates didn’t even care that I made so
many mistakes. They’re so nice and encouraging. Reminds me of afriend I had at my old school. My only
friend, actually...” Elliot placed the arm of her glassesin between the pages and gently closed the book.
“She played tennis with me, she cared about me, she sat with me duringlunch...she let me stay at her
place when my parents fought...even let me copy herhomework on the bad days... ” Tears beganto
trickle down her cheeks. She gave the girl a small smile as she sniffed and wiped them away with her
arm.

“Her name was Pennelope. She was really pretty, justlikeyou, and a great listener...I missherso
much...”

The girl sat insilence, staringout the window. Pretty? She turned to peek atthe rearview mirror,
and she metthe reflection of Elliot’s eyes. They were astrikingly beautiful blue. She smiled as afamiliar
feeling of warmth hugged herback tosleep.
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Samantha Beil

A Home Inside Your Heart

Colleen Rath

All of my life I've beenlookingforhome

For a place that feels safe and warm

For somewhere that | can stop thinkingand just
Be.

Exist.

All of my life I've been looking forhome



But it turns out, homeisn'ta place

Home isn't a single locationthat| can find and neverleave
Home s a feeling

A person

Alove

A milliondifferent momentsintime
Home is holding hands

And hearingyousingin my car

It's saying things to make you laugh
Andkissing your cheek to make you smile
Home is inyour voice

The way your hair falls overyoureyes
Jeansand tanktops and flannels
Frecklesand combat boots

| feel safe whenlamhome

Home inside your heart

Colleen Rath

| am okay with leaving thisworld

Because | know that!'ll nevertruly be gone
| have an eternity in my humanity

In myart

In everylove I've everloved

Ever life I've evertouched

Everyword I've ever spoken

| am okay with leaving thisworld

Because | know how inthisworldI've been



| made myself sosmall

That | ceased to exist

And beganto expandintoaninfinity
| engulfedthe world

In orderto learnit

Thenletit engulf me

| am not okay with leaving thisworld

| will fighttostayin it

Because eternity could be so much bigger
Because | feelalove

Brighterthan the brightest star

Because my eternity borderson hers

| am not okay with leaving thisworld
Andthisworldisn't done with me yet
Foreverisso much more infinite
With two heartsinstead of one
Andit hidesinthe tiniest moments
In touching hands

Exchanginggrins

| am not okay with leaving this world
So longas sheisinit
Andwe'll spendthe eternity after

Fillingit with ourlove



Giana Capriotti

Of Mind and Foot

Yevhenii Shyshko

1 Youwalkamidstthese hollow halls,
You pondernotupontheircalls.
Above you, move |, a quietjudge,

4 Whose silentvoice speaks not
Of what thouis - a drudge.
For whattake | must,
If I've noughtto give?

8 But mindthatsteersthishorrid plot.
| speakthenforth,
For that | see yourwalk’st wrong.

| judge thyfootfalls



12 Andthy imfairstep,
Thy unspoken speech
Andgive the bestcommand| can,

For know notthe mind, thatfoot speaks same of ‘im.

16 Yetthoumustretaliate,

For how can mind speak

Of your job unset straight,

Asif itshad everbeensogreat.
20 Afool!youquoth,

You’d not be here,

Ifit"d not be for this peasant’s worth,

Yet none yourwords the lord must choose to hear.
24 Quothhe, notl,

A man of refined affair,

Why listen must | to thy likewisefoolish cry?

Where would thou have been, had itbeen not formy

28 Andsoitgoes,
From mindto foot,
From workerto his boss,

Andlordto hisgood peasant.

32 Andsoitgoes,
Asit had went,
From one century
To thenanother.

36 Forboththeyknow

That one must be,



So prosper may the other.

Andso, in wrathful tension they dostill live.

Marcelo Koga
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Samantha Beil

Untitled

Xochitl Rojas Huertas
Lifeslightshinesintoyoureyesandyouawake

Anotherday of miserableworkand dealing with those you don'tlike
It's starting to feel like you’re suffocating

It feels like barbed wire getting tighter each day



It’s makingit harderto breathe

It makesitharder foryou to swallow the lies

You know you’re miserableyet continuetoaddto it everyday
You wantto enjoy life

Yet stop yourself because you’re afraid of what others will say
But that doesn’t stop yourinnerself from wanting more
You want that better part of life

Life wantsyouto see the better

The good life slowly slithered up from yourankle

It thenwraps around yourbody

You’'re finally letting go

Doing what you love most

Enjoy life and do what makes you happy
Don’twaituntilyoucan’t do it

You’ll never be happy if you stay where you are

You cut your hair

You went on that vacation

You got with that guy

You've finally accepted that life offers more

You'll nevergetanotherchance

So go explore life

Go liveitand be happy



Ansharaye Williams

Kind

Selena Marrero

Understand that you can’t treat people like jewelry

You can’t try them on and then change your mind

You mustrealize justhow meanyoucan be

You can’t purposely not putin quartersin people’s parking meters and watch it run out of time
Because you’ll feel sorry when you have to pay the ticket

Andyou’ll wish you had just put in some change

Andwhenvyouask for helpall you’ll hearis the loud chirping of crickets

Andyou will be the only one to blame



So listen carefully when I tell youto be nice

Don’tbe so quick to push others away

Because whenthe right people comeintoyourlife

The soft orange light they emit will cancel outyour grey

So make them a cup of coffee with the rightamount of sugarand cream
And gently kiss their pretty little head hello
Listentothemwhentheytell youabouttheirdreams

Do not react with whatyoufeel, but rather with what you know

Brielle Black




Sebastian Paredes

That rejuvenating attitude to try something new

To bury yourheadin the groundin hopes of finding some worms
Instead findingamole picking onyournose

You travel to the cold every weekend hopingit will bring you some hope
The freezing breeze stabs yourbrainandyoufeel reborn

Almostasif you couldrememberhow itfelttoleave your mother’s womb
“Thereisno pointin hibernating”, you exclaim

The bears and wolves would disagree with that statement, | say

You do not care for what| say, and thatis okay

Your creativity is ratherilluminating

But that illumination will never light the way

| would love to gerrymanderyourbrain

Separate yourideasto make you more like myself,

Make you more like everyone else.

But you would notappreciate your new brain

You would feel trapped and lonely,

As you ask yourself, why?

Why am | actinglike this?

The world rejects your current disposition

Theywould be much happierifyouacted like the rest of us

If you just participatedin what you were made for, and would not complain
If when confronted with the question of life intention

You would justsay “Marry a hot girl, and live in the plains”

But you will never change yourways

Andthat is okay



Malayna Diplacido

Later

Mykhailo Zaporozhets

The light of the sun will make you blind
But your heart won’tcare

It will be full

Full of happinessand joy

You will find the meaning of this

But later



Nottomorrow, notina month, notina year
Later..

For now justkeepyoureyesopen

How would yousee it otherwise?

The clouds will be there, too

But keeplooking

Andin the desert of nothing you will find water
Justkeepgoing

Like a hungry eagle in the sky

Look

Like a mussel

Hold your pearl

Like a wolf

Wait forthe prey

Neverlook back

Andyou will find it

Later

Notin ayear, notina decade

Later...



Kathryn Mulvihil

Untitled

Mya Rollerson

Gray skies.

Crying clouds.

You have seen bettertimes than this.

The sign of the time comingthrough these hard times.



My adviceistonot lookinto the future but focus onyourself.
Standingalone can be a safer, be loneliness can be hard to handle.
Are you really sure, you are ready for the pressures of life?

You have to be prepared for what isto come, but notsure if you are ready.
Beenwalkingalone foryears.

Nota friend orfamilyseeninalongtime.

Have they gone?

Will they ever come back?

Will you ever come back ?

Finally, the sunreturns.

The tears dry.

Flowers blooming, spring finally begins.

My problems are gone with the times.

The emotions changes with the sky

You'll be in a better place, and feeling now.

Free at last.

Free from Anger

Hope

A Depression.

Are you ready to pay the price forliving?

It's goingto be a bigcost that you not turn down or getrid of.
“Thisis the cost of beingfree?”

"You’ll have to stay to staya little longer”

If you’ll refuse. You will return to earth and take the pain of that world.
Do you want that cause an/or effect?

“Fine”

| have returned tothe earth

You have awaken with Anger

Hopelessness



A Depression.

Maybe this was the price for happiness.
Havingto feel real emotional righttolive.
You are stuck thisway forever

A Time Warp

Foreverthe pain

Suffering

Andthe people that hurt.

Painand Sufferingisreal,andit’s nevergoingaway again.



Roenick Goldman

Everyone

Alyson MacDougall

You are allowed to be happy

You are allowed to matter

Everyone deserves to matterand be happy

No one deservesto be sad or think they’re worthless
That’s why you are here

You are here to make everyone feellikethey matter



You are here to make those who are invisible be seen
You are here tofind those who are friendless
And be theirfriend and make them matter

Be the hidden pearl they find

Aftersearching through hundreds of mussels.
Find someone whositsalone

Sitwith them, youdon’t have to talk

But just be there, don’tletthem be alone
Everyone, evenyou, deserves to have afriend
Someone to stand up forthem

Someone totalk to, to share experiences with
You can make someone’s life better

Just by talkingto them

Or sittingwith them.

You can be the sunin someone’slife

You can make other people feel special,

Make them happy, make themfeel loved

You don’t know what happens to them at home
They could have a great life

A loving family.

They could be abused and unloved

Forced to hide intheirroom

You don’tknow

Treat everyone like amovie star

Make them feel special

Everyone deservesto be treated like ahuman being
No one deservestobe treated like dirt

Or like trash littering the streets.

You have the powerto change a life



You can make someone’s life better just by being theirfriend
Notice everyone, don’tleave others out

Make friends, change lives,

Be the friend thateveryone needs.

You can be poorand dressedinrags

You can be richand dressedin the finestclothes
You can be a normal person

You can be weird orunique

You can be an outcast

Aloner, quiet, shy, abused,

You have the powerto make someone’s life better.
You’ll be the lightin someone’s dark world
You'll be the one star they have in their night sky
You'll be the herointheirstory.

Everyone deserves kindness

As doyou,

If you treat everyone with kindness,

Kindness will come right back at you.

If you are troubled

Don’tbe afraid to talk to someone,

They can help you with your problems

Andyou can be happy again

Once again,

Spreadingthe kindness

To everyone.



Aryanna Antuna

The Carousel of Death

Aiden Wolf

Time is ever marching

Leadingyouto an inevitable death

Like a horse would be lead to water

But inthat fact, you can’t force the horse to drink

From the waters that represent everythingthatis

Everythingthatis, exists within time

Andtimeiswhat gives yourlife meaning

The horse may look upon the watersand only see nothing
But you may look upon the waters and see balance

You may see Peace and serenity

And while you gaze upon the water



You may see hatred and malice...
Imbeddedintothe death and destruction
Fuelingall the painandsuffering

Negatingall the peace and serenity

But you take a deeperlookintothe murky depths below
And behind all of the untamed danger of the water

You see life and beauty, and contentedness

Hidden and overshadowed by the goliath thatis death

Happinessand balance, unseen and unheard, unless searched for

And as you know, ourtime is limited
Timeisour enemy, yetitisour friend
Stokingthe fire thatis fearand death
granting you with a gift you cannot repay

Make it worth the while.



Donovan Thompson
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Bright Eyes
Lauryn Jones

A streaklingered upinthe sky. Planeslimagine. There’s always somethingleft behind. Up inthe
drifting clouds, downinthe turningearth. Itdoesn’t matter when orhow or evenwhy peoplecome into
your life, ashortride in case you hadn’t noticed. Just know that most people are passerbys, not
passengers. Sothey come and go and you better make sure you hold onto every smile and every other
word. That’s my advice anyway.

| say this because | knew someone once, afriend of sorts. Seventeen summers ago waswhen we first
met. | was workingina musty little store. A cashregisterand calculatorwiththe 1 and 7 keys missing
decorated my cardboard box of a workspace. And how could | forget my pen? | had this pen, blue or
redink, one color or another. Alllrememberisthatfeeling of satisfaction whenwritingwithit. The
pointwas so smooth as it dancedin betweenthe lines and creases of torn out paper. | gave out my first
phone numberwith that pen. (602) 526-1948. He never called back, | mightadd. Oh well.

Early one morninglate inthe summer, the bell towards the front of the store keptringing. Usually it
was oneringinand one going out. But the bell must’ve knocked back and forth at leastfourtimes. At
firstthere wasno one inthe doorway. Standingon mytoesto get a betterlook, | saw the faint outline
of awoman. | walked out from my desk, taking slow, meticulous strides the way a child does wheniit
thinksithearsa noise offinthe distance. Once | reached the woman | cleared my throat. For some
reason my voice had slipped away. | stomped my footonce to get her attention.



“Killerkicks.” she whispered before settlinghereyes upon me.

In that moment | could find neitherthe energy northe reasontoreact. | simplystoodthere like awet
dog in my own pool of silence. The phrase “killer kicks” ran a few laps around my head before falling into
the dusty ruins of confusion.

“Where did you get them, those boots?” she began again. “I’'ve beenlookingfora pairlike thatfor a
while now. Noluck, where I’'mfrom at least.”

| wondered whatthey did have where she was from, and more importantly wherethat was. Perhaps
nowhere?

| figured the woman was cold-blooded or caught off guard because she seemed unfazed by the heat,
and aack then | was practically livinginthe desert. The sun would play hide and seek onthe horizon at
dawn, fiddlingitsfingersinthe slits of blindsand holes of fences. The child's playdidn’tend there,
however. By noonthe sun would shake and rattle anything or anyone it could getits blossoming hands
on. Only afterthe mooncalleditinfor bed wouldthe sunletup and lie down.

Underneathitall she was probably slicked with sweat. A dresswhite and delicateas chalk fell to her
ankleswithoutacare. She had white wedge boots thatlooked as thoughthey’d seen some rough nights
and rainy days. Zippersran upthe sides, resembling clenched silver caps. Her shoulders were lined with
rows of sparklesthat spread to the edge of the sleeves. Crescents hungfrom both of herears, casting
rainbow streaks when catchingthe light justright.

| hadn’tseenanyone dressed that nice since my mother’s second wedding.

The woman started to walk around the shop, touchinga lamp here and some tapestry there. | wanted
to ask if she needed any assistance, but she seemed to know what she was doing. Seesawingonthe
thought of whether Ifeltrelieved oruseless pulled me back to my work. Every so often my eyeswould
sneak a quick peek at the woman. She looked trustworthy enough, butstill astrange feeling poked at
me mercilessly. Forhoursthe woman walked everywhere, never really going anywhere all the same.

It was a Sunday, and Sundays were the best days. Church keptthe congregation away, gruelling nine-to-
fivessix daysaweekkeptthe workers at home, while sitcoms and soaps took care of everyone else.

“Excuse me,” | shouted across the store, “It’s almost closing time. Sunday, you see, the day thatthe
Lord made and the one my boss cut short.”

She obliged with asmile and waved goodbye. | hastily straightened out my deskand grabbed the keys

to lock up. The lights were off, the blinds were closed, and the rustyfan stood still. As | stepped outside,
a small piece of somethingrolledinacrevice of mysole. | kicked mylegupbehind me and used my
pinky to brush the small somethingfree. Withouttroubleacrescentfell tothe floor— the earring, the
one that the woman had on. Maybe | could catch her.

| quickly locked the front door of the store behind me and barrelled down the cracked and uneven
pavement. Angels started to spitandthe wind begantotumble aboutthe street. That town had been
no strangerto dust storms and droughts, but rain? Rain wasthat one giftunderthe tree that you
waited and waited for.



Suddenly the sky went from gray to black and the rain picked up. Aheadinthe distance, | saw a figure
standing beneath the ad-plastered canopy of the bus stop. My feetbeganto move witha purpose,
going from one-two-three-four, to one-two-one-two, toone, one, one...

My arms moved like cheap pinwheels, spinning and spinning against all odds. |swiped atthe fogand
thenthe figure had a face. The woman.

“Thisis yours, | think,” I said, extending my open hand with the crescent flat on the palm.
| didn’tthink, | knew.
She took the earring off of my hand, dimples spirallinginto her cheeks as she did so.

Nudged by an awkward quiet and lack of any place to be, | stepped closertothe woman. | rubbed my
handstogetherandblewintothem. I couldfeel the temperature drop while cold pinsand needles
prodded and pricked at the sides of my body.

“Headed anywhere in particular?” | asked.
She turnedto me, hersmile droppingto the ground.

“You know,” she said, “I neverthoughtyou’d ask. Neverexpected anyoneto, intruth. Here is actually
where lam headed. Well, | was, until | found what | was lookingfor. Ananswer. | wasborn here inthis
town, and | left several years back. Isuppose | wasn’tsatisfied, | wanted, no needed, to breakfree. I've
been floatingaround the Southwest eversince...”

Andthoughthisis what she told me, | couldn’t help but notice that her face said freedom with a little

fear. A boltof lightningshortly made a mess of the sky before scatteringinto afar away treeline and the
woman continued talking.

“But you never can really outrun yourdisappointment, letalongaway fromit. At a certain pointit all
comes down to you. Whateveryouwant, goodness | guess, you just have to grab at itwhenit's
there. Goodness strikes maybe once, maybe twice then..”

BOOM

A second boltjumped outintothe evening. | couldtell at that pointthe woman justspillingwords. She
did not seemto notice that | still stood by herside. Thena busstrolled up to the curb and sighed.

“Thisis me,” the woman said, inching closertothe bus doors.
“And who isthat?” | squeaked likeawhiny mouse.
“Just a friend,” she replied, strutting up the steps of the bus like a cat.

As the bus pulled off, | caught her fiery eyes gazinglongingly at nothingness. | held one hand up as the
busand my friend faded into one of the millions of specks on the borderline of sight.

To thisday, inthe memories and starry nights, | still see her bright eyes.



Maya Townsend

A Very Bad Day

Isabella Lucente



| had woken up that morningto the voice of my mom yelling, “SOPHIAGET UP YOUR GONNA BE
LATE FOR SCHOOL!” my eyes slowly fluttered open and shut as my motheropened up my blinds. The
bright sun gleamed onto my bed as my hands and feetreached each corner of the mattress. My body
clenched and stretched. I reached overto my nightstand and grabbed onto my phone. The time read
eight o’clock. I had slept through all of my alarms. Today was not the day to sleepin, my class
presentation would startany minute. | had no time to getready for school so | grabbed my shoesand
car keysandrushed outthe door. As| placedthe keysinignitionand letthe enginestartup| pulled
down the car mirror. | knew | had no control overit by this point. | knew | was going to be embarrassed
but | couldn’t miss this presentation especially for this class. Moments later|slammed the mirrorup
and began my commute to school.

The rest of that morning was a bluruntil | found myselfin my first period class. | sat towards the
back of the room with multiple windows facing my back. As the class presentations began my head felt
heavierand heavier. My arm propped up my head as | sat hunched overin my very uncomfortable desk.
It took all my will to keep my eyes open, every second my eyelids would be heavierthan before. The
voices of my classmates became more and more muffled until my ears had concealed all noise. My hand
had become weak as my body slowly shutdown until | had startled myself with aloud bang. As | gained
consciousness, silence filled the room, everyone had turned around. Their eyes beatingdown on me,
theyfocused on everyinch of me. | felt my face gettingred as my body began to sweat. They stared for
whatfeltlike hours, | was completely frozen.

“Ahh well good morningto youtoo Sophia, would you like to share your presentation with the
class?”

Theireyesfollowed as| made my way up to the front of the room. As | looked around everyone
had beendressedintheirbestsuitandtie. Each girl had their hair perfectly combed through with classy
skirts and dresses. My face beganto fill with red, my mind drew a blank. All the information I had
intensely studied and prepared the night before disappeared.

“We’re waiting,” one of my classmates said.

| don't really remember much of what | said during my presentation. | tried my best to finish as fast
as possible, | couldn’t bearanother minuteup there. As | finished not one of my classmates clapped,
theireyesonce again followed me to my seat until the bell eventually rang. Each student flowed
throughout the doorway into the hall. | was making my way to the door until something was brought to
my attention.

“Uh excuse me, Sophiacan| talkto you.”

Inch by inch she came closerto me until I needed to move my head up to look her directlyinthe
eye. “lam very disappointed inyour performancetoday. First you come to class late, nextyoufall asleep
inmy class. Your attire went against requirements and your material was completely rushed through.”

“Uh.. 1 am really sorry Mrs. Green, everything this morningjust seemsto be goingwrong, it’s like
the universe is against me or something. | stayed up very late to perfect my work, | putin so much effort,
isthere any way | can presentagain or complete extracreditwork.”



“I’'m sure we can work something out Sophia. Don’t getdown on yourself, |am sure your
classmates can agree that we all make mistakes on assignments. Messingup onceina whileisfine but
do notmake it a routine, understand?”

“Uh yes..lwon’tdo iteveragain, thankyou.” | was so surprised that she was so understanding. |
started to gain hope, maybe today won’t be bad afterall. | rushed throughthe hallsand tried to blendin
with the others, concealing my bedhead and pajamas from last night. | picked up speed everyinch,
trying my bestto make itto my nextclass on time. As | turned around a corner my head turned away
from me, distracted by a noise in the distance. My head soon spun back to my frontview as a huge crash
had emerged. Cups and cups of coffee spilled onto the ground. Ice covered the floor. Large Brown
puddles converged on the ground.

“l'am so sorry..| completely didn’tsee you.” limmediately grabbed tissues from my bagand
started to clean up the mess. She stood there hovering overtop of me, coffee stains on herclothes. Her
hair drenched with the smell of acaramel latte.

“Watch where you're going!” You ruined my clothes and my hair, you can clean this mess up
yourself.” she then proceeded with arude stare and continued her way down the hallway. | pulled out

more tissues from my bag as | kneeled down. I sat there cleaning the mess for what had feltlike hours
since tissues aren’tvery absorbent.

After my attemptto cleanthe floor, | aimlesslyroamed the halls, contemplatingif | should goto
classor not. | feltasthoughas much as | tried to make the most of my mistakes nothing good could

come out of it. Every minute this day got increasingly worse, and to think that for one moment | truly
believed today could be agood day.



Grace Bauder




Bennett Vradelis




Leslie Lim

That's My Story

Aileen Ruch

My fatherhad always beenthe light of the family. He would make us laugh, to the pointwhere we
were onthe floorcrying. That was until he went off to war. He had been away forabout a year, and that

was far too long without him. But today marked his homecoming. He would walk through the door, and
everything would go back to normal. We would be a family again.

My motherand| sat on the wood stairs and waited on his arrival. We could hear the grandfather
clock tick fasteras the minutes wentby. I neverreally had the best relationship with my mom. We had



beenfightingalotthis pastyear, and a week ago was especially bad. Long story short, she told me she
didn’tenjoy having me as a daughter.I’m not gonnasit here and tell stories about my mom, this was
about my dad. This was his day.

The memory of the fightbetween my momand | had left my mind after| heard a car pull upin
front of the driveway. | felt my heart stop as | knew this wasthe moment| had rehearsed overand over
againin my head forweeks. He lugged his bags up the stairs, still dressed in uniform. As the front door
slowly opened, and embraced him. | stepped back so he could hug my mom. When the excitement had
settled down, | tried talking to him.

“Dad, | missed yousomuch, and I’'m so glad you’re here.”
He smiled as| said this, butit seemed forced.

As we sat downinthe livingroom, my motherand | began asking him questions about what his
time had beenlike. He didn’t say much, for that matter he didn’t say anything at all. His eyes gazed
around the room like he had just entered a parallel universe.

“Honey, are youfeeling ok? You seemalittle off,” my mom said thisina more patientand caring
tone than she had evertalked tome.

“I don’twanna talk. ’'mglad I’'m home but | just... | don’twannatalk.”

| knew something was wrongas he stormed away into his bedroom. My mom and | looked at each
otheras if we didn’t know the man who we had just talked to. He usedto be so bright and happy, but
now dullnessfilled him.

“Maybe we shouldjustlet himbe for a bit. He probably needs time since he hasn’tbeen hereina
year.”

I nodded my head in agreement, thinking it was the best option. My footsteps were heavy as|
walked upstairs. | thought the arrival of my dad would make this family whole again, but | guess|was
wrong.

A week had gone by, and my momand I still hadn’t heard much from my father. The only
conversation that we had at the dinnertable was small talk, and then dad would flee to his room after
munching down hisfood. Was it something| had done wrong? Why was he feeling this way? Thoughts
like these were what kept me up at night. | knew something was wrong, and being the curious teenage
girl | was, | needed to getto the bottom of it.

That morning, my mom had leftina hurry, goingon her normal Saturday grocery shopping trip. |
knew this was the perfecttime. My dad and | had always had a special bond, so | had to ask himhow he
was doing.

“Good morningdad, | was justgonna make eggs. Did you wantanything?”

His response was a mumble thatsounded like a “no”, but | couldn’tlive like this anymore, him

acting like a total stranger. My head was pounding with all the thoughts that kept me up at night, sol
asked him.



“Dad, what’sreally goingon here? It’sbeenaweek, and the only twowords I’ve heard from you
was “I’'mfine.” You usedto be such a happy soul, and | just wanna know what | can doto bring that
back.”

“Look kid, war’s hard. It takes a toll on you mentally and psychically. | wasn’t gonnatell you and
your motherthis, but| can’t have you thinking me beingsadisyourfault.”

“Whatisitdad?” | asked this with hesitance because | knew what he was gonnatell me wasn’t
goingto be easy for him.

“While | was away, | met this guy. His name was Charlie. Charlie treated me like a brother, and |
loved him. I had to watch him die on the battlefield. The feelingis just soindescribable, and | was numb
for days. That’s why | had to stop fighting. The violence was too much for me. Innocent people getting
killed dayin and day out. The world needs torealize that something needs to change, butl can’t do
anything. Sol justsithere, thinking about Charlie.”

| hovered overthe edge of his bed, hisarms intertwined with mine. | didn’t know how to make him
happy again.

My mom and | tried our bestto make him feel athome. Constantly surrounding him with loveand
joy, but itneverreally seemedto “fix him.” That’s what's so sad about humans. We don’trealize what
this hate that we bringto the earth doesto people until we experience it first hand. My father has never
and will nevergo back to his normal, fully-happy ways. But, something has to change, and knowing what
my father wentthrough, | was goingto make the change.



Aryanna Antuna

Something New

Elianna Perez

Layingface down on the floor
Salty tears slidingdown my cheeks
Dripping from my nose

Hitting the wood

Erodingit slowly

Not quickly chipping away

But pushingdown

Little bits of pressure

Onedrop at atime



That all togetherbreakitdown
Misshape it

Mold itinto somethingelse
Somethingitwasn’t meantto be

But nonetheless,

Something new.

Lee Levandoski

1-"Swamp Clog"



