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 For at least twenty years there has been, without fail, a High School Lit-
erary Magazine and this has always been student-led endeavour. This year has 
been no exception and it serves as a true testimonial to our students’ ‘triumph 
in the face of adversity’ that they have maintained the drive, determination and 
organization to see this year’s publication through until the very end. 

 Well done and thank you to all of the contributors and the editorial team!

Message from the Advisors

Fauvist Landscape
Kaspar Pits
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Dear readers: 

 Through literature, an individual can portray a completely unique personal per-
spective of the world around them, reinventing the past, present, and future to entertain, 
theorize and or warn. In this year’s Literary Magazine, themed “A Future”, each story, 
poem, and artwork embodies an AAS student’s take on the time to come: some lightheart-
ed, some dystopian, some philosophical, and some a little eerie, yet all vivid and enchant-
ing in their own way. We hope that in reading these works our readers are left with lasting 
impressions, new perspectives, and perhaps even inspiration.

 Due to the sudden worldwide breakout of Covid-19 and the resulting campus shut-
down, the physical distribution of the magazine became impossible. We couldn’t, however, 
let all the hard work our writers and artists put into their works go to waste so please enjoy 
this digital format that our designers beautifully put together. Just download and enjoy it 
from home!

 We would like to thank all our writers, artists, and designers for their hard work 
and dedication to the community. We are extremely grateful to Ms. Schenk and Mr. Will-
sea for all their advice throughout the editing process. And a final big thanks to Mr. Vitali 
for advising us regarding advertisement and distribution. It is the kind, caring, and re-
sponsible community here at AAS that made this year’s edition possible.

Lit Mag Editorial Team
April 24th, 2020

Editor’s Note
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The Cliff
Sofiya Shiyan
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 The tapered edge of  the needle sinks into 
the tip of  my tongue, as the azure, liquid serum 
makes its way into the lining of  my mouth, and 
stings with the flavorful extract of  blueberries and 
avocados. I push in the plunger of  the syringe 
until the entire vial of  liquid has been injected, 
and proceed to withdraw the AEsti, short for ar-
tificial comestible, from my mouth-capping the 
needle and sliding it back into its slot, right next 
to the rest of  the vials. The far left reads “Veg 
Dose : Carrot/Celery/Pumpkin” and is followed 
by a full description of  its health benefits; beta 
carotene, fiber, vitamin K1, potassium, antioxi-
dants, and more. It is made sure that every ingre-
dient be included, since they say that this is how 
we can be reassured our food is natural, though 
it is commonly known that none of  these compo-
nents are real, but instead a mere code for some-
thing else, likely made in a lab or other complete-
ly unnatural setting. There is no way around it, 
the High Dominion has made that clear. There 
are six vials in total, one for each food group, 
except for fruits and vegetables, which are split 
into two seperate liquids. These tubes are what 
keep mankind alive, a substitution for what hu-
mans once ate. Once, in the Before Time. Once, 
when our winsome planet still stood firm on its 
axis, proudly bearing the glorious, lush green-
ery, oceans shimmering brightly, swaying wildly, 
content, gleaming. Once, when the clouds of  the 
heavens above waltzed in the sky, and when light 
would bend its curious colors into radiant arch-
ways.
 “Divylea!” A sharp holler sounds from 
the bedroom, a term we use to call a blocked off
area of  our cramped studio loft. The entire 
apartment is not much bigger than a school class-
room, a consequence which comes with living in 
a crowded city, where overpopulation is being 
treated with teeming buildings- more accurately 
described as monstrosities- such as the one my 

family and I live in. I bend down to fit through 
the makeshift doorway that my mom set
up for me when we moved in, a pathetic attempt 
at simulating privacy; a concept very foreign to
the world we live in, a word linguists have been 
studying since the start of  the Bettering. Every
breath, every thought, does not truly belong to us. 
We are more devices than people, metal implants 
and hardware- resembling a software more than 
an organism, a constantly monitored
set of  mechanics instead of  flesh and bone.
 “Yes, Mami?” I find my mother perched 
on the carpeted floors, stale and clean. She looks 
out the window, which takes up the entire wall, at 
the other constructions blocking the view. They 
don’t scrape at the sky, they claw at it, pull down 
the muck from the atmosphere, the gases we 
wear masks for. Mother cranes her neck around, 
a wise owl, and her cosmetically enhanced face 
glows with youth even at her age. Fully natural 
complexions are mostly unheard of, though in-
frequent stories of  women with wrinkles at 60 do 
appear in the news from time to time. I shiver at 
the thought. Full skin replacement seems to be 
the more pleasant alternative.
 “Divy, we will be late. We need to hur-
ry down to the Square. The High Dominion is 
waiting,” and she must notice the blankness in 
my face, because she stands and takes two steps 
towards me, “didn’t you hear, they announced it 
on the Holo, a public briefing, the first to have 
ever been held!”
 Since the end of  the Before Time, also 
known as the Resource and Population War,
endless conspiracies concerning the High Do-
minion have filled the dense air, since very little
information has ever been leaked about the 
events happening behind the scenes. It is the 
most secretive, covert organization the world 
has seen in years, and citizens rely on meager 
rumors to entertain themselves. 

The Alliance of Hope
Gabrielle Yurin
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All information is received from the Holos, 
screen displays provided for every family, where 
the same messages circulate repeatedly. Never in 
the history of  the High Dominion’s existence has 
a whole city been called to a physical location 
for an announcement. Such contact between the 
people and the government is usually forbidden. 
They avoid showing themselves at all costs, for 
the purposes of  keeping all protocols and codes 
under control. The suspense of  what is to come 
unhinges me, my mind quivering thinking about 
the possible circumstances which would lead the 
government to go to such heights to relay a mes-
sage. It is not to be missed.
 I buckle my ankle boots- the ones cov-
ered in silver hardware and zippers, the ones I 
made by myself. Nowadays, people look for the 
strangest ways to self-identify, since almost every 
method has been tried. I like to make my own 
clothing, implement bits of  technology and  met-
als in my designs. I throw on a coat, this one a 
thick faux leather, since it is banned to wear real 
animal materials. It is almost the same as being 
charged for murder. Mom follows behind
me in plain jeans and outerwear, the perfect 
strategy if  you are looking to stand out. Taking 
into account the number of  problems our plan-
et faces, it seems rather peculiar that even fash-
ion trends are still alive, but just a peek into the 
streets of  the city, and you see all the colors of  the 
spectrum bustling about like a pack of  butterflies. 
It is funny the little things people resort to to find 
happiness. Though all things considered, I am no 
different from the rest, a soul actively searching 
for contentment in the most shallow of  places.
 We lock the door behind us, and makes 
our way down using the elevator, a glass box with 
plastic seats inside, inspired by old-fashioned 
Subway train interiors. The gloom envelopes me 
the moment we make it outside, and I am just 

about to strap on the oxygen mask when Mother 
taps me aggressively on the shoulder, finger up in 
the air, stern and unwavering.
 “Divylea! Get your mask on right now! 
What do you think you’re doing, waking bravely 
into this gas tank of  a world, nose exposed and 
ready to catch disease!” Through the clear plastic 
of  her mask, I see her jaw clenching, her shaved 
down bone structure reminding me of  Malefice, 
the ferocious villain from that children’s story 
about the girl artificially induced into a century 
long coma because of  a hacked Spindle account. 
In the fairytale, Malefie uses the
online game to find the girl’s Vortex Code, and 
puts a virus in her brain. The story ends with her 
being awakened in a laboratory by a scientist re-
searching Human Code Malfunctions. Probably 
one of  the happier endings of  current fairytales. 
I turn coldly from my mom, not really in the 
mood for engaging in argument. Especially not 
before an urgent occasion such as this.
 We turn the corner to the Main Square, 
a block buzzing with nervous chatter and hushed 
voices of  those either intimidated or intrigued 
by authority. A round stage has been set up in 
the center of  the open space, a podium crowded 
with figures in suited uniforms. Men and women, 
faces pinched and skin pulled back, cheek bones 
raised, the symmetry and perfection of  their 
complexions almost startling. They all bear the 
same expression, a rigid discipline that couldn’t 
possibly encompass their lives more perfectly. 
These humans, if  you can call them that, breath 
law and protocol instead of  oxygen; I imagine 
they reek of  power and control. Everybody seems 
to be talking, yet the crowd does not exceed stan-
dard volume level. A thrashing sense of  dread
eats up the last bits of  clean air around us, and 
specific details seem to click into focus before
my eyes. 
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The bright apparel, which should ideally act as 
a distraction against anguish, does not seem to 
work. You can almost smell defeat in the air, a 
feeling adopted by our society many decades ago. 
Defeat, loss, eradication. Our planet is a load of  
debris, bruising in the form of  garbage patches 
all along the outer shell of  the atmosphere. Nat-
ural food is no more, and we depend on artificial 
vitamins to keep us alive. The High Dominion 
says they are doing all in their power to preserve 
us, our world, yet it feels as though we are at a 
point of  no return. Nothing can bring back the 
opulent riches our home once provided us. We 
humans are abusers, takers, destroyers. We break 
anything that offers us love, and we feast on ev-
erything that gives us pleasure. Children are 
born with guilt sewn into their veins. Our own 
lungs seem to be afraid of  us. We feel blamed 
and hated by default, and no religion is necessary 
to let us know we have sinned, this is in our na-
ture. Worst of  all, we are alone in this. Nobody 
truly has the answer to saving us. We will one day 
be annihilated. 
 Tears seem to gather on my lashes, dew 
forming and sparkling before my eyes. I need
to hear this message and go home. Back to my 
little loft, to the soft pillows I treasure with
everything in me, the last remains of  softness in 
this rock solid world. I will go home, and never
leave. I will never graze these concrete streets 
again. It is too tragic for the soul, I cannot handle
it.
 “There shall be silence in the Square. 
The High Dominion is ready for its announce-
ment.” A dark man, his hair slicked back, speaks. 
His words are not evil, or even sharp. He re-
mains calm and collected, he does not scream. 
He doesn’t need to. We are trained dogs; on our 
best behavior for the owner.
 A screen display slowly rises from the 
foundation of  the stage, a round 360 panel that
allows the public to view the show from any side 
of  the Square. They are making the announce-
ment in the form of  a video, a film? Questions 
are everything I am left with, and I wait for some-
thing to happen, a commercial for a new flavor 
of  AEsti, a change in tax percentage, anything. 
Sound starts to project from every direction, and 
an image of  two figures fades into vision. It is a 
man and a woman, both dressed in cosmo suits, 

both floating in the air in a cylindrical metal 
space. The crowd gasps audibly. Space travel has 
been put on hold until we have fixed our own 
planet, so why are people currently out there? I 
squint my eyes, savoring the details of  the image 
like sugar. It is very rare that you can find sug-
ar. And so I observe; their faces are familiar, not 
in the way that I know them, but in a way that 
they do not look much different from ordinary 
people. As they face away from the camera, it is 
hard to tell much about them, except for the fact 
that they are working on something, tweaking an 
element of  their spacecraft.
 The two Astronauts turn around. Shock 
numbs my limbs, my bottom lip slacks. This is
impossible. Against the light, I didn’t notice their 
skin color. The woman is a pale light pink, the
man a caramel brown. I look down at my own 
blue tinted skin, who are these people? Aliens?
Martians? Is this even real? The man grabs a 
handle located close to the camera and pulls 
himself  up towards it, so he now fills up most of  
the screen. 
 The noise that comes out of  his mouth is 
full gibberish, it is meaningless blabber, and my
ears react the same way they would to another 
language- except here I do not even recognise 
the sounds. Once the video is over, and the man 
has talked for maybe eight minutes, the sleek 
man speaks again:
 “We received this message earlier this 
week. Our linguist specialists had decoded the
language, given some help from the senders. We 
will now translate the contents of  the video.”
 The same film clicks back on, and there 
they are, turned away from the lens. The man
pulls himself  back up the railing, and opens his 
mouth to speak. This time, a familiar voice
comes out of  him, a voiceover done in our own 
language.
 “Hello, friends. This is Earth. We are 
here to tell you about our planet, and what we 
have done with it. We are here to uncover the 
brutality we are guilty of, and the crimes we have
committed against our own home.” His words 
send chills through my entire blue being, they
remind me of  everything I have just thought 
about concerning my own planet, Imia. Various
visuals flash across the screen. 
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Creatures strangled by plastic wrapping, moun-
tains of  litter, forests of  bare tree stumps. It is 
horrifying, yet not unfamiliar. Imia is just the 
same. The man tells us stories of  extinct species, 
of  icebergs melting and leaving animals without 
homes. Money comes up in the monologue too, 
the abundance of  it, the lack of  it. War. Trash. 
He speaks through pain and emotion, his voice 
melancholy but stable. As the minutes go by, I
notice the people around me tearing up, nodding 
along. We have found an ally in a stranger.
 The video ends with him asking for help, 
for shelter, for aid in solving Earth’s problems. 
He asks about our planet, what state it is in. He 
gives one final, amiable nod, and the screen turns 
black. The sound of  weeping echoes from differ-
ent ends of  the crowd. Empathy hums a mourn-
ful tune.
 “Having received this message from the 
Earthians, we can announce our Alliance. We 
will be cooperating on finding a solution for both 

planets, the next stage of  the Bettering. Please 
stay attentive, the High Dominion is working 
on informational content, coming to your very 
own Holos soon. Thank you for coming.” People 
hang on the endings of  his words, not letting go. 
He dismisses us, thanks us for showing. But we 
linger. With news like this you cannot possibly 
expect us to just walk away.
 On my way back home, I think about 
talking to girls from another planet. Bonding 
over how similar we are, how our minds are filled 
with the same problems, our hearts with the same 
trauma. I imagine mending our plants’ wounds 
one at a time, restoring them back to their orig-
inal, wonderful state. All of  a sudden, none of  
these ideas seem out of  reach. It is all right here, 
in front of  me. Opportunities splayed out, ready 
for the taking. We are not alone. Others are go-
ing through the same. And together, we can do 
anything.

Dissembling Into the Future 
Sofiya Shiyan
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Data Fragments
Mackenzie Sullivan

 “I have an interview with Mr. Davis? 
10:30?”
 I checked the small digital watch on my 
wrist. “Yes, please take a seat.” The reception-
ist warmly smiled, but her eyes looked grey and 
hazy, kind of  like the weather outside. A row of  
chairs were lined up against a white wall across 
the room. I took a seat on one of  the end chairs, 
setting my briefcase down onto the floor between 
my feet. A large painting of  a beach with a palm 
tree was hanging above the receptionist’s desk, 
and it was the only decorative thing in the room, 
aside from the small birch tree that was obviously 
fake. It’s funny, not many trees can be found in 
the city these days.
 I sat quietly, glancing at my watch and 
waiting for the time to tick by. The chatter of  oth-
er workers walking past from beyond the waiting 
room echoed off the walls. “Mr. Adams?” My 
head instantly perked up. The receptionist stood 
up from her desk, still smiling, and gestured for 
me to walk through the now open doorway. “Lev-
el 3, room 106.” She grinned as I walked past her, 
thanking her for the instruction. I walked into a 
hallway with blank, white-coloured walls and a 

series of  elevators were placed at the end of  the 
hallway. A single ding sound chimed and a pair of  
doors pulled apart from each other, revealing an 
empty carousel. I stepped into it and clicked the 
tiny black button that read 3. Anxiously, I began 
rocking back and forth on my heels during the 
ride upwards, stopping my anxious rocking once 
the doors opened. My nerves became ablaze as I 
took a hesitant step onto the carpet flooring.
 Two other workers walked past me, not 
even giving me a glance as they talked amongst 
themselves. I couldn’t help but overhear their 
conversation as I walked behind them, careful 
not to make a sound. “I heard it lost control. Got 
a mind of  its own one day and couldn’t be put 
down,” one of  the workers whispered. “They ran 
more tests, made something different. Probably 
just had some loose wiring on the first attempt,” 
the other worker reassured. I almost walked past 
Mr. Davis’s office, forgetting for a split second 
what I was even here for, too entranced in the 
topic of  conversation I’d been overhearing be-
tween the two workers. I placed a hand on the 
doorknob, slowly turning it to the side.

Human’s Nature
Sofiya Shiyan
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 “William! So glad to see you again!” Mr. 
Davis exclaimed as the door flew open. I shook 
Mr. Davis’s open hand, smiling in delight. He 
pushed the door closed as I walked into the room 
then wrapped a friendly arm around my shoul-
der. “It’s been what, four year since I’ve last seen 
you?” He pulled me over to his desk and I took 
a seat on a black cushioned chair sitting across 
from it. “Finally done with university and ready 
to start working ! I’m glad to see you’ve taken 
up my offer,” Mr. Davis grinned. I ran my hands 
over the armrests of  the chair, leaning back into 
it. “Of  course! You always said there would be a 
job for me here,” I said, recalling the many times 
Mr. Davis had expressed his eagerness for me to 
join the family company. “And a good memory I 
see you have my dear boy,” he chuckled.
 As I began to pull resumes out of  my 
briefcase, Mr. Davis cleared his throat. 
 “I should probably start off by saying 
that the particular position I’m putting in place 
for you is not at its highest peak at the moment. 
Now, I know you’ve always been a smart lad Wil-
liam, and that is why I trust that what you will be 
doing here is entirely confidential,” he insisted. 
I looked at him warily, slowly nodding my head 
in agreement. Mr. Davis smiled, his eyes trailing 
down to the papers in my hands. “Oh, you won’t 
be needing those, son, the job is already yours!”
 He walked towards his office door, pull-
ing it open and gesturing for me to follow. I 
quickly slid past the doorway walking beside Mr. 
Davis down the long corridor. “I want to show 
you what you’ll be working on,” he exclaimed as 
we walked. “It’s top secret. My own creation that 
I’ve been designing and programming these past 
few years.” Mr. Davis stopped in front of  a met-
al-framed door. He placed his thumb on a small 
scanner beside the lock which beeped. Auto-
matically, the door pushed itself  open squeaking 
on what sounded like rusted, aged hinges. The 
room inside was dark with a few lights blinking 
on and off repeatedly. Mr. Davis flicked on a light 
that instantly brightened the room, revealing a 
large blank computer screen covering most of  
the wall. A small desk sat before the wall with a 

keyboard and two large speakers placed on top 
of  it. Ready for use.
 “This,” Mr. Davis began, “is ISA.” He 
beamed. “Informational Storage Assistance.” 
The full purpose of  ISA was to create an artifi-
cial intelligence device, or an AI that could think 
and act like a person. ISA was an experiment for 
Mr. Davis to see if  the computer-operated sys-
tem could perceive human emotions, trying to 
mimic them and function just like a human. All 
the while trying to test if  the system could handle 
it.
 I walked towards the desk, looking up at 
the gigantic black screen wondering in the back 
of  my mind with some trepidation. Just what 
had Mr. Davis created? “What is it?” I asked 
cautiously. Mr. Davis walked around the side of  
the screen, typing in some sort of  passcode, and 
the screen suddenly lit up. It made a loud click-
ing sound like the system had just woken up af-
ter being turned off for a long time. And then it 
showed the same black screen as before. “Type 
something,” Mr. Davis pointed towards the key-
board on the desk. I looked at it confused, but 
began typing.
 “Hello ISA.” I typed.
 The black screen started to fade away 
while a faint blue light cascaded in from the 
center. A buzzing noise sounded from the large 
speakers beside the keyboard. White noise filled 
the entire room.
 “It’s like a robot that I’ve tried program-
ming with data that comes flooding in from 
anywhere in the world every second,” Mr. Da-
vis grinned. “Tried?” I questioned. His smile in-
stantly faded, and his voice became hushed. “It 
was so close to being perfect. A few weeks ago, 
a co-worker of  mine came in to test run it. The 
results were interesting.” A small paging device 
strapped onto the side of  his belt vibrated. “Bet-
ter see what’s going on. Have a play around with 
it. Let me know what you think of  it,” he prod-
ded before walking out of  the room. I sat down 
in front of  the desk, staring up at the screen.
 “Hello…William.” An almost robotic 
voice suddenly boomed from the speakers.
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 I stared up at the computer screen once 
again, feeling something like panic rising up 
from my stomach and into my throat. Nothing 
appeared on the screen, and it remained blank 
just like before. “How do you know my name?” 
Instead of  typing, I asked the question out loud, 
waiting to hear if  the computer would respond.
 “I was going to ask you the same thing,” 
the voice questiongly responded.
 There must have been some kind of  sys-
tem that gave information about every employ-
ee who worked in the building that the comput-
er was attached to. Except I wouldn’t even be in 
that system since I wasn’t even working here yet. 
Maybe Mr. Davis had already plugged me into 
the system since we had made a deal years ago 
that I would end up working here.
 “I know your name because that is what 
Mr. Davis programmed you as,” I answered 
with what must have sounded like “uncertain-
ty” lacing my voice. The room went silent for a 
moment, like the computer was trying to think 
of  an appropriate response to what I had just 
said to it.
 Then the computer said something 
that sent chills down my spine. “Actually, I pro-
grammed Mr. Davis to name me that. I know 
who you are, William, because I have pro-
grammed you too.” The voice from the speak-
ers exclaimed, expressionless. I looked up at the 
blank screen, staring at the beaming bluish grey 
light. My expression grew blank as my mind be-
gan to fill with questions.
 “What do you mean?” I asked, my voice 
now openly quivering in fear. 
“I’ve programmed your entire life from the be-

ginning. Remember when Mr. Davis first of-
fered you this job?” As the voice paused, I sud-
denly remembered the first time he had told me 
about his company. I was around seven or eight 
years old.
 “I programmed you to remember that 
exact moment, just now.”
 The door to the dark room opened and 
in walked Mr. Davis. He was still grinning from 
ear to ear, as always…like he had been pro-
grammed to do so.
 He placed a warm hand on my shoulder 
as a friendly gesture. “I presume you’ve been 
testing it out? What do you think?” Mr. Davis 
asked. I frantically got up from the desk, leading 
myself  and Mr. Davis out of  the room. I made 
sure to close the squeaky door firmly. The whole 
time Mr. Davis was looking at me like I had 
gone mad. “I thought ISA was programmed to 
think like a human, not think she actually was 
one.” I said, panicked.
 I now realized what the two workers 
had been talking about earlier. The computer 
did have a mind of  its own, or maybe we were 
the ones with the malfunction. Either way, I 
was beyond freaked out. “I-I don’t think that 
I’m the right person for this job,” I stuttered. 
Mr. Davis frowned. “I don’t understand? What 
happened?” he asked, puzzled. I shook my head 
and began to slowly walk backwards, down the 
hallway. “William!” Mr. Davis frantically shout-
ed as I now started running towards the eleva-
tors. As the elevators came closer into view up 
ahead, I came to a halt. Forgetting entirely why 
I was running.
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If  You Can Draw
Maria Gomes
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Glass Traps
Amit Perekalsky

 On Saturday, January 3rd, 1994, at 
10:48 am, the two bodies were reported miss-
ing. After the day Saint witnessed the crash, his 
small town was never the same again. I walked 
the valley and felt confusion and tension in the 
crisp cold air; each smile has seemed dull and 
fake ever since the incident. Saint Hansen was 
the sunshine and happiness of  the small vil-
lage in central Amsterdam in which he lived. 
Although he was only 17, his presence in the 
town was bigger and greater than anything. I 
remember the day it all happened. People were 
walking around the town, looking for the bodies, 

not understanding how a body could simply dis-
appear…vanish in the middle of  a crash. It all 
happened too fast; a drunk driver, who did not 
live in our town, reached over the speed limit 
and crashed into Saint. During the crash, both 
the bodies of  Saint and the driver vanished into 
the air. I was not there when it happened, for al-
though Saint went to my school, we were never 
friends. But everywhere you go now, you see the 
local newspaper on the floor reporting the story 
of  how the two bodies were never found as they 
simply disappeared into thin air. We have never 
seen or heard anything like it.

Microworld
Sofiya Shiyan
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 My parents, my sister, my dog, and I 
moved to Amsterdam a few months ago from 
the States after receiving my dad’s job promo-
tion. We stayed at a hostel for a while because 
finding a house in Amsterdam near school was 
a struggle. Therefore, the day the Hansen fami-
ly moved out of  their townhouse after the crash, 
our family took our chances and moved in. It 
was a cozy, wooden, three-story house and our 
family never thought anything bad of  it, for 
we understood that the Hansen family simply 
moved out of  the house because it was too big 
for them now that they had lost their dear son. 
Settling in the house was taking a long time be-
cause my little four-year-old sister wasn’t a great 
help with moving around big boxes. When I fin-
ished unpacking my clothes and putting them 
into the closet, my mom asked me to leave the 
suitcase in the basement. I had never been 
down there before. I walked downstairs with 
my empty luggage and opened the basement 
door; a slimmer of  light shined through. As I 
entered, I shivered as if  ice replaced my spine. 
The deadly silence was piercing my ears. The 
still air in the creepy basement smelled and feet 
dusty like years of  forgetfulness. The door shut 
itself  behind me. Now, it was almost pitch black. 
A very uneasy feeling was running through my 
veins until I found the light switch. I left the 
suitcase under a shelf. On that shelf, I found 
a single glass ball. I picked up the dusty glass 
ball and noticed the name written across it with 
dark red ink: “Saint.” I read the name off of  the 
glass ball I was holding. BAM, the ball slipped 
from my hand. Glass shattered everywhere, but 
that’s not all…as the glass shattered, a person 
appeared.
 It was the real body of  Saint Hansen 
which appeared out of  the empty miniature 
glass ball. But, it was not the same boy I had seen 
in school. It was not the smiley, handsome Saint 
I was used to seeing around school. This boy 
had black eyes around his pupils and a stench 
of  urine and dampness around him. My jaw 
dropped, and my eyes widened. The soft palms 
of  his hands gently covered my mouth seconds 
before I was about to scream. My face became 
pale, and my head started to spin. My pulse 
beat faster and more rapidly like my breathing 
as my pupils enlarged. I took a deep breath and, 

although with hesitation, I found the courage to 
speak. “Saint Hansen?” I asked with disbelief. 
He explained to me that he was in purgatory. 
He had unfinished “business” to do on Earth, 
and therefore, he was still here before he could 
officially go back to the dead. “Well, what is it 
that you have to do?” I asked with confusion. 
Saint’s face started to get red; his eyes bulged, 
and his fists clenched. He looked mad…furi-
ous actually. He started moving things around 
in the messy basement. Shoving away books, 
moving aside lamps and CDs. He then finally 
found what he was looking for. Behind a stack 
of  record players, he grabbed another glass 
ball. Now with the name “Emerson” written on 
it. With growing rage and eyes watering, I heard 
him whisper the name under his breath. Saint’s 
breathing started growing faster and faster, 
and it continued like a runaway train. I took a 
few steps back knowing what he was going to 
do next, and I know I couldn’t stop him at this 
point. He smashed the glass ball on the floor, 
and it shattered into a million pieces. The body 
of  Emerson showed up.
 The man was tall with silk black hair. 
He looked around confused as to where he was. 
Clueless, he smelled like beer and car gas. “You 
killed me,” Saint said to Emerson as he grabbed 
his hand, “You did this to me. You drove faster 
than the speed limit simply because you could 
not control your liquor, and look at me now.” 
Emerson did not seem to understand what was 
happening. Not used to being sober, he was not 
able to process that he took away the life of  an 
innocent boy because of  his addiction. Saint, 
now more calmly, looked around the attic and 
remembered his house and his family. Emerson 
stopped blinking and moving. He became a still 
stick as his body slowly melted onto the ground. 
Starting his way up from his toes, his body melt-
ed like an ice cube of  black goo. He became 
one with the floor and in no time, the matte 
black liquid disappeared like his body once did. 
I looked up to see light shining within the base-
ment from the small window to our right. Rays 
of  golden sun with a mix of  pink and purple 
sunset light covered the room and pulled Emer-
son’s body away. In peace, he smiled at me and 
disappeared into the angels.
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Untitled
Yana Tucker

An   oil   pump   stands,   lonesome   
In   the   vast   expanse   of   the   desert   around   it,   
Moving   its   head   up,   and   down,   and   up,   and   down   
Like   a   drinking   bird.   Hungrily   
It   sips   from   the   source   below,   
The   black   gold   it   extracts     
An   elixir   of   life   for   the   few   
Who   run  our   society.   

And   the   resources   we   reap   
Now   fuel   the   anger   of   a   beast,   
Woken   long   ago   in   our   effort   
To   modernize,   commercialize,   industrialize,   
Who,   in   his   day-to-day   rampage,   
Takes,   and   takes,   and   takes,   
As   if   the   world   is   but   a   bowl   
Full   of   peppermint   candies. 

And   the   roar   of   the   beast   
Silences   screams   for   sustainability   
And   warnings   of   our   impending   doom,   
Leaving   behind   only   shouts   of   anger,   
And   material   gain.   His   growl   
Puts   down   the   educated,   
Favoring   only   the   rich   and   powerful   
Who   can   tame   the   animal.   
  
These   conquerors   have   now   left   the   Earth   
A   mere   shell   of   her   former   self,   a   carcass   
Picked   clean   by   a   ravenous   animal,   desperate   
To   find   even   the   smallest   morsel   of   food.   
And   the   former   beauty   of   the   world   -   
Now   a   distant   memory   fixed   in   our   minds,   
Like   a   still   life   painting   immortalizes   
A brief moment in history… 
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The first time we met – it was early May,
But I forever remembered your light green eyes (just like spring leaves), 

Your long fingers interlaced with mine, your dark wavy hair –
It is imprinted in my mind.

Years have passed since I last saw you, but it seems like yesterday.
I told you that the future is unpredictable,
You said we would stay together forever.

I could not promise you decades, 
When I didn’t know what would happen tomorrow.

What broke us apart, was not yesterday, it was tomorrow.
You know… life goes on,

But I still think of you. I do.
Even though, what’s left, is just a memory.

Just a Memory
Ksenia Panchenko

Familiar Voice
Kaspar Pits

Does the void call you?
Or perhaps, could it just be:

Your voice echoed back?
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Us
Seyoung Kim

 “The image I drew is a side portrait of  a digitalized individual in the 21st 
century. By digitalized, I mean that due to the presence of  technology, individuals, 
who are supposed to have their unique characteristics, just behave robotically. I tried 
to represent that “robotiqueness” with rigid lines inside the frame of  that person 
rather than using smooth, curvy lines that usually make me think of  a human brain, 
softness, delicateness, and color. The reason why the drawing is from a side view is 
to illustrate how people are so focused in what they have in front of  them (could be 
both positive/negative -> dreams, ambitions, goals, books, social media, money, etc), 
that they don’t care or know what is going on around them. Not to carry on this 
drawing too dark, I added a rabbit-shaped hair pin on his head. It symbolizes the 
remaining “pureness” each individual was all born with and carried on until child-
hood.
 The fact that the person is pulling his/her tongue out and seeming like 
laughing,  and the blue color outside him/her also add on to my intended “pure-
ness/childhood” effect along with the rabbit hair pin.”
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The End?
Barbora Pivonkova

 “Attention local citizens! Everyone proceed to the lowest point in your house! For safety reasons 
all citizens shall move…” BOOM! The sirens went off. There is a long narrow gray shape flying in the 
sky, it lands onto the radio station, a giant atomic mushroom appears in New York City. I switch the 
channel, 
 “A nuclear war has started between America….” I switch it again, 
 “The nuclear mushroom…..’ I switch it again, but the whole tv is packed with news about the 
war. Tears roll down my eyes, and fear paralyzes me. I’m gasping for air. Is this how it ends? Then 
something in me clicks. Wiping my eyes, I run down the basement stairs. The floor creaks underneath 
me, as I grab the rifle my father has left me. I sprint back up into the living room, grabbing the car keys, 
I glance outside. There is black fuzz snowing onto the fields and a big gray shape is falling from the sky. 
 I wake up, gasping and completely sweaty. Metal sensors connecting to my head. A doctor walks 
beside me and nods. 
 “ And this is?”
 “Aubrey Johnson, sir” his assistant exclaims. The room is completely white, the walls are smooth. 
There are machines, everywhere. The metal sensors detach from my head. I don’t want to move. 
 “Come on, it’s just a flashback,” there is a taunting smirk on his face.
 “You- You weren’t there you wouldn’t understand,” I look away and slowly sit up. There is a 
huge glass window, there are professors and scientists, staring at me. A shiver creeps up my spine. My 
mouth is open, but there is silence.
 “Well Ms. Johnson,” The doctor blocks my view.
 “We’ve got news for you, I understand this might be a bit scary, we’ll move into a private room.” 
I nod, my mouth is dry. We leave the white room and walk through a white corridor. On the floor, is a 
newly clean blood-red carpet. I finally am aware, of  the blue-ish piece of  cloth, that is on me. It is made 
of  the softest silk I’ve ever felt. There are two men following me, both in a black clothing, holding ob-
jects, that seem like guns. They lead me into a another completely white room. It’s all is white, with the 
exception of  two blue chairs. There is no other furniture, just those two chairs. The walls are smooth. 
They feel like the most polished marble, but are completely milky white. The room has a square shape. 
I sit down on one of  the blue chairs.. The doctor sits in front of  me, and the two men following us leave 
the room. I shudder.
 “ So Ms. Johnson..”
 “Call me Aubrey,” I mumble.
 “Ok, Aubrey, you are nineteen is that right?”
 “Yes, doctor” I can’t meet his eyes. The doctor is around my age with hazel eyes and brown hair.
 “Call me Noah,” I take a moment to observe him, he is a bit nervous.
 “Aubrey, there is no easier way to say this… you’ve been in a coma for the past 2 years, before I 
let that sink in, I’m sure, you were aware of  the nuclear war.” He looked worried.
 “Wh-What?”
 “The earth is now radioactive, for the next 100 years, you and as well as another 500,000 peo-
ple have survived…. You were found, next to an explosion a year later, somehow you survived, and we 
believe that you can help us communicate to the outside world.”
 “It’s radioactivity, I’m going to die if  I step outside.”
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 “That’s the thing, when we got you back here, everyone who touched you, including doctors, is now 
suffering from radiation poisoning, or sadly have passed away, they all had extra equipment, so it wasn’t the 
air. “ There is pain and anger coming out of  his voice.
 “I’m so sorry,” my chest is heavy, guilt is weighing me down, and I can’t breathe. 
 “Well that’s not going to bring them back is it,” he hisses. My eyes start watering, uncontrollably. 
 “I’m sorry, it has been a rough year, wait here I’ll be right back.” He leaves, and a tear rolls down 
my face. I wipe it away aggressively, and sit there in silence. 
 It’s been 15 minutes, he has still not returned. A man in black enters the room, he takes out a gray 
object. A sharp pain hits me in the head. I groan, my head is throbbing. I fall to the floor, and my vision 
goes blurry. He slowly closes in on me. I try to stand up. My head feels like a bubble about to burst. I go 
for the white door, and run through the corridor. The corridors go red, and sirens start blaring. The man 
slowly following me. My head screeching and calling. There are black iron doors, the closer to them, the 
stronger my head throbs in despair. I become aware that I’m not controlling my body, it’s like my body is 
running for me, it knows where I need to be. The doors are within reach now, but I halt. Slowly I turn, he is 
coming closer, and closer. I scream, a wave a sound breaks through the walls and echoes, glass is bursting in 
5 different rooms. The man falls his ears bleeding. I crash into the metal door. Nothing. Everyone is running 
towards me, I’m sitting next to the door, clutching my knees to my chest.
 “What happened?” Everyone is staring at me. All terrified. 
 “There was a man he followed me, he-he had this metal thingy, and my head”
 “Ok, calm down, everything is ok,” Noah helped me stand up. We walked down the corridor again, 
eyes were burning my back. Noah leads me into a room, it has a bed, a bathroom and a mini fridge. Every-
thing inside is white, except for the blood-red carpet. There is a king-size bed, a little wooden desk, it also 
contains a little bathroom, with all the essentials. The bed has the softest bed sheets, they brush my skin like 
feathers. For some reason, all the furniture is no other color than white. 
 “This is going to be your room,” 
 “Wow, It’s like a five star hotel,” I laugh and sit on the bed.  
 “Can I ask you to do something for me?” 
 “Of  course what,” I smile, but Noah looks worried. 
 “I need you to not speak of  what you saw, ok?”
 “Why?” 
 “The people don’t know.” There is intense eye contact happening.
 “Know what?”
 “There are people living on the outside, bad people, you can’t trust anyone, ok?”
 “Ok,“ I put my head down. Someone knocks on the door. 
 “Sir, it’s time,” it’s a man in a black suit, his voice is serious. He stares at Noah, desperately waiting 
for an answer. Noah sighs, there is a worried look on his face.
 “Now, we have an experiment to do, we are trying to connect you to the outside” he pulls me out of  
the room. I don’t argue. We walk another white room, it has a big window where people without lab coats 
are standing. They look just like me, but in real clothes.
 “That is our government, came here to watch you, here, put this on,” he pulls a breathing mask 
over his head, and hands me a plain white suit. Noah is wearing a bunch of  suits, just like the one he hand-
ed me. I’m of  everyone watching me, I walk into the corner in the room and quickly put it on. It’s made 
from the smoothest material but is very tight. I let my brown hair free from the trap, called the hair tie. 
 “There is changing room right there, but that is also ok,” he smirks. I blush. He informs me, where 
I should stand, and what to do.    
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 “Stand right there, on the gray pressure plate, now, when the door opens, take a deep breath, if  
your head spins, run back or scream,”
 “I’ll die if  it doesn’t work won’t I?” I have butterflies in my stomach, He doesn’t answer. But I 
know this is for the people, maybe if  they get me outside, other people could see the beauty too. I step 
on the gray pressure plate. The doors start opening, I take a deep breath. 
 I walk out, and breathe. It’s like euphoria. I laugh, run around. I touch the grass, run through 
a stream, and roll on the ground. The grass is healthy, the trees are the sweetest green. I sit in front of  
the door. Noah laughs. The politicians stand there in shock, and slowly starts clapping. Then I realize 
how pretty the world looks without any people. It looks happy, free, unharmed. 
 As I sit and look at the hidden world inside the mountain, a shadow appears above me. I look 
at Noah, he immediately stops. The men inside the window, have hands over their mouths. 
 I slowly turn around. There is deer sniffing me, it licks my face. I slowly move my hand on it’s 
hand, and slowly pet it. I laugh. We had deer in Colorado too, they never came this close to anyone.
 “Don’t worry, it’s just a deer, back in Colorado we had a bunch of  them.”
 “Aubrey that is no ordinary deer,”
 I look down and realize, it has lion paws, is two headed. The other head is on  its back waiting, 
starving, calling for food.  I slowly back away. The first head hisses at me. I start backing away more 
and more. I’m so overwhelmed by fear. I trip . The creature comes closer, The second head shows off its 
shiny crocodile teeth. It stands right in front of  me. I shudder. Boom! A blue light damages the creature. 
It screeches and flies off into the sky. I quickly climb inside. Noah helps me up.
 “Are you ok?”
 “Yea, just didn’t ever see a deer do that”
 “Well, congratulations, the more you know,” he smiles. “There is something I need to show 
you,”
 There is celebration happening, it’s inside a giant lime green dome. The inside is futuristic. 
There are normal plants growing around, some mini waterfalls and so many people. It includes a giant 
buffet with the weirdest foods. I turn around and realize, that Noah has disappeared. People come, 
greet me and thank me. After 2 hours of  being congratulated, Noah is not back yet. I start walking to 
my room. Light is coming from the metal doors. I peek into the room.
 “Sir, we can’t”
 “We sacrifice one for the happiness of  500,000”
 “You can’t do that she is a human too,” Noah argues in pain. 
 “Oh, sergeant don’t tell me you caught feelings again,” Noah looks down on the floor. “Don’t 
make me choose between you and the population,” there is one of  the men, that watched me go out-
side. I place my hand on my mouth. 
 “I’ll try my best,” Noah mumbles under his breath. My eyes are stinging, i’m silently standing 
there, in the dark. I’m shaking. Heart-broken I bust the metal door, there is the same metal pressure 
plate. The room goes red, sirens go off. I grab a gun off the wall and step on the pressure plate. The 
door opens, the cold slaps me in the face, the wind almost pushes me to the ground. I take a deep 
breath, tears roll down my eyes. The government, security and scientist, crash into the room. I look 
back and see Noah’s face, blank. Everyone has breathing masks. I sprint for the forest. Everyone starts 
shooting. I make it into the forest. A sharp pain paralyzes me, my leg goes numb. I fall panting. I know 
I need to run further. My leg is sticky from blood and I can hear footsteps coming towards me. I close 
my eyes. This is it. My vision starts blurring and my head is light. 
 There is screaming and shooting, but this has been such a long day. I can’t open my eyes. I can’t 
zone out either. I hear everything. After awhile, I finally zone out. 
 I wake up. I’m in a white room, again. My leg is in a cast, I’m in a hospital. Tears roll down my 
eyes. Panic paralyses my body. I hear mumbling from outside the room.
 “Ms, your daughter has been diagnosed with doomsday phobia, she also has hallucinations, we 
can help her treat it,” my doctor, Noah, writes down medication for my mother. I sit in the room, there 
is absolute silence. What if  the world ends?
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Our World
Cristina Patti

I walk down the street only to see grey.
The sky is asking for mercy,
the river is overflowed by trash,
But for them, humans are less than cash.

As I kick the can in front of me
I remember me climbing a high tree
and even if it’s utopist,
I try to be optimistic. 

Will the sky be less grey?
Will life not fade away? 
or is it too much? 
Hoping that in 50 years
A flower will be worthy of a touch. 

Our Society
Sofiya Shiyan
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The Unpredictable 
(inspired by 1984) 
Kamilya Kamilova

Painting Diptych
Andrei Korsakov
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Impatience
Katherine Freeman

 The black window glittered with dark-
ness; its thin rim shook slightly with the rum of  
the motor and clattered against the edge of  the 
white plastic walls. The noise was only drowned 
out by the impatient tapping of  a finger against 
the acrylic surface, though the girl’s hand soon re-
treated back to her lap: the window was cold.
 “What time is it ?” she wondered silently.  
“Will it happen soon?”  It must. 
 How long had they waited? How many 
days, or months? In her state, she could no longer 
remember. “Why can’t I see it...where could it be? 
Please, let us get there soon.” Her impatient eyes 
still searched and still, they saw nothing. 
Her haze of  thought was interrupted by the fa-
miliar creak of  wheels nearing from the far end 
of  the room. “Hello, dear. What are you doing?” 
 The girl turned in surprise. “I’m trying to 
see it. We must be getting close by now!”
 “Oh, don’t be silly. We haven’t been trav-
eling for long. There is much time to go.”
 “But nana, I want to be there now. I don’t 
want to wait.”
 The wheelchair moved closer to the win-
dow. The girl felt a gentle squeeze on her shoulder 
and saw the wrinkled hand of  her grandmother 
resting there. “You know, my child...I have wait-
ed my entire life for this moment.” Her voice was 
quiet and hoarse, and the girl knew in the back of  
her mind that she should treasure its sound while 
she could. “To be traveling toward the New World 
on a ship I could finally afford...that has been my 
dream for as long as I can remember. I know we 
can both wait a little longer; we have already wait-
ed so long.”
 “You are a lot longer than me. I just wish 
grandpa were here to see it, nana.”
 “Don’t you worry. He’ll be right there with 
us when we get there. I know it.”
 “Really?”
 “Yes, really.”
 For a while, the two figures sat, both con-
tent with the rum of  the motor as the only sound 
between them. The window yielded no new im-
ages but the small shimmering specks of  sunlight 
that penetrated the oblivion, and their glimmer 

was the only movement. 
 “Nana.”
 “Nana?” 
 “Yes, dear.”
 “Do you think it will be better?”
 “What will?”
 “Where we’re going.”
 “Yes, of  course.”
 “But what if  it’s the same? Or worse? 
What if  we don’t get there?”
 “Calm down, child. It will be....” the old 
cripple paused.
 “What? What will it be?”
 “It will be the most beautiful world you 
could possibly imagine.”
 “Even more beautiful than back home?”
 “Yes...more beautiful than back home. 
But different. Now let me take a rest.”
A certain comfort came consistently. The girl had 
become accustomed to the motor, and the black-
ness, and the steady ins and outs of  breath that 
came from two mouths on a lonely ship. But her 
keen ears noticed a change in the constance of  
the rhythm.
 “Are you okay, nana?”
 “What? Yes, dear.”
 “Okay.” I hope we get there soon. I really 
do. Please.
 The woman paused again and looked 
down with sadness at the last fragment of  her 
family whose vicarious fate neither of  them could 
foresee. “I can tell you’re still worried. Everything 
will be alright. I didn’t think I’d be in this state so 
soon after leaving, but we’ll both be fine.”
 “And what if  we’re not? And I...have no 
one?”
 “That won’t happen. We’ll be there soon.”
 ‘But I thought –”
 “Hush We’ll both get there safe and 
sound.”
 But the timeless void waits for no one, and 
they both knew it. An old sound punctured the 
stillness, and the tap-tap of  an impatient finger 
against glass resumed. The window was cold, but 
the sound continued.
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I Woke Up
Ksenia Panchenko

 I woke up earlier than usual, that morn-
ing. I ate breakfast, brushed my teeth, took a show-
er, and braided my hair, back then I always wore 
braids to school. When I got to the bus stop, of  the 
364 bus (that  I usually used to get to my school), 
there was this strange lady - she had brownish-red 
hair, just like mine, though her haircut was way 
shorter and she wouldn’t stop staring at me. From 
one point of  view, it seemed kind of  funny, but 
from another, I was getting really uncomfortable. 
When the bus came, she came into the bus with 
me and took the seat right next to me. 
 “Hi”, she uttered.
 “Do we know each other?” I asked, slightly 
concerned.
 “Not exactly,” she said, “I see you are go-
ing to school,” she noticed, looking over me, once 
more.
 Her voice was melodic and sweet, like hon-
ey. I did like her voice, though the situation was a 
bit awkward and it was bothering me.
 “Yes, I am,” I replied. 
 “And I am going to work,” she told me with 
a laugh, “You like school?”
 “Nah, not really,” I said with a cringe, “But 
lunch…, lunch is what makes it bearable, I get to 
talk and hang out with Sophie and Victoria, it is 
just so much fun.”
 “So Sophie and Victoria, they are your 
friends, right?”
 “Best friends,” I corrected her.
 The bus pulled over, she went out of  the 
bus and so did I, because it was the stop, from 
which I walked to school.
 “I think the place where I am heading and 
your school are in the same direction, so… do you 
have a boyfriend, or like anyone?”
 “No, I am single,” I said, feeling a little em-
barrassed.
 “Ok, you know being single can be good. 
You have time to focus on yourself ”, she started 
answering. It honestly reminded me of  those cli-
chéd Instagram posts.
 “I guess…”
 “You don’t sound really convinced”, she 
said with a bit of  a laugh.
 “But I do like this one guy,” I started to 
say in my defense “his name is Josh and he is re-

ally hot. There is a rumor around the school, that 
he really likes blondes, and you know what I am 
thinking…” I was honestly starting to get carried 
away “If  if  I dye my hair blonde, then… You get 
it ?” I exclaimed with excitement and immediately 
blushed.
 “You shouldn’t dye your her, in order for-”
 “What do you mean, I shouldn’t?! It’s none 
of  your bloody business, madame! Just because I 
shared some of  my personal information with you, 
doesn’t mean poking your nose into my affairs!”, 
the moment the words were out of  my mouth, I 
regretted them. I knew she didn’t mean to hurt me. 
Her face turned tomato-shade red.
 “Well, you know what? If  you want to dye 
your hair blonde, and get a tattoo and wear high 
heels and ditch your real friends, for popular ones, 
like Mary Jules and Elizabeth Wood and Patricia 
Williams, simply for Josh to like you, go ahead! I 
am not stopping you, but you know what?” her 
voice suddenly got very quiet, barely a whisper, 
“At the end, it won’t be worth it, because it’s not 
what YOU truly want. Samatha, you will regret it 
and it will be too late. It’s only worth it if  people 
like you for who you really are, the funny, caring 
Samantha, the one with brownish red hair, the one 
Sophie and Victoria love so much.”
 And then I realized something was very, 
very off, “How on earth do you know my name? 
And so much stuff about me, which I never really 
told anyone? Who are you?”
 She smiled, “I am glad you asked. I am Sa-
mantha. I am you”
 “What?”
 “I am you from the future, right now I have 
some important business I have to sort out here in 
your time and I just decided to come by and say hi, 
give you some advice,” she explained to me, “Now 
go to school, Samantha, good luck, and see you 
later on, goodbye”, and with those words, she left 
me standing in front of  the school gate.
 It has now been ten years since the inci-
dent, I never saw her (or I should rather say me) 
again. Recently me, Sophie and Victoria, got 
matching short haircuts, and even though as the 
years passed, I started to doubt more and more, 
that the incident actually occurred. Until I looked 
into the mirror today, and I saw her.
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Snowflake
Kaspar Pits

Dismal Cloud
Kaspar Pits

In springs, wondrous, I wandered,
The sky above, a bluest blue;
Then in a day my heart had faltered,
Revealing something truly true.

The sun—now moon—stood tall.
The stars beyond far, flaked.
Among them, outshining all,
Fell a helpless snowflake.

My hands reached, my legs leapt,
Towards the snowflake that wept.
My hand stretched towards its light
As the snowflake disappeared from sight.

Over the mingy dismal cloud, 
  Perhaps there you will find it,
  Where you’ll dance free and sing aloud,
   And not fall down into a pit.
 Over the mingy dismal cloud,
  That cries a river of sadness,
  Where you’ve done all you could and feel so proud:
   Perhaps there resides your gladness.
 Over the tiny frail old cloud
  That never caught your eye, 
  Perhaps there you would have found
   The strength to conquer the sky.
 Above and over that lonely cloud
  There flew a gracious dove,
  Perhaps behind that misty shroud
   Forsooth soared your love.
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Fauvist Landscape

Alexandra Itoudi Doehyun Lee
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Xenomorph
Veriko Davitashvili

 The heroin bubbles atop my metal 
spoon. The lighter’s flames licking the bottom 
of  the red-hot silver and the leaking along the 
sides, eating whatever they come in contact 
with. Only half  the dose so far but the jitters are 
already there, the gentle trembling of  my hand 
making the cooking process harder than usual. 
I glance at my watch and the display beeps to 
life, showing me a smiley face and a “7:30”. It’s 
too early to pour the liquid in but I know I don’t 
have a choice. I uncap the injection point, fin-
gers growing unsteady with the rush of  excite-
ment. In a few seconds, the liquid succumbed to 
the push of  the needle. My eyes go wide. Breaths 
turn rapid as the ice returns. The syrup crawls 
just under the cover of  my flesh, which aches 
as if  it’s ripping apart. I feel the place where 
my teeth are connected to my gums, where the 
bone and nerve of  them goes within, how it fits 
into the shape of  my skull. Though my mind 
is aflame my body continues to function, lungs 
expanding and contracting with every breath I 
take, heart pulsing on the left side of  my chest. 
My arms are aflame but at the same time so cold 
that I’m unsure if  they’re still connected to me 
or not. It itches, it itches, it itches, it itches. 
 All of  it’s gone in minutes. My clock 
beeps to life for a second time and asks me to 
rate my experience. I give it a reluctant three 
stars. It sends me a smiley face anyway. Medisi-
ca’s logo comes on again.
 I swear Martin’s name as I click on my 

shoes and hurry off to work.
---

 A slim lady makes her way into the shop.
 “Welcome to Medisica Mart! How can I 
help you today?” 
 “Stop making fun of  me ya’ brat!” 
 “Alright ma’am, thank you for listening.”
 A short, young gal walks in not much lat-
er.
 “Welcome to Medisica Mart! How can I 
help you today?”
 I see her flip me off with a mumbled 
swear.
 “Alright mam, thank you for listening.” 
My voice is a little husky. I’ve been talking since 
8 AM.
 The gas station is empty as always, plum 
light of  evening sun shining through the cracked 
store window accompanied by the faint whoosh-
ing of  hover-cars. I’m used to spending days in-
side the Mart at this point, shifts that start at 
eight and end twelve hours later is nearly man-
datory if  you want to survive in the Slum. The 
shop’s fluorescents waiver for a moment as the 
train atop the Mart passes by, leaving them to 
fizzle in bright sparks of  gold that leave black 
marks on the floor. A gasp gets my head to turn 
to the “plug-in room” with unsettling endless 
rows of  chairs. I get up to make sure the two 
new “guests” have settled in and that the tubes 
beneath their flesh aren’t causing them any dis-
comfort. 
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 Dadum, dadum, dadum, dadum. The 
hover-train continues its ruckus. The whole store 
rattles. Nicotine gum does just about nothing 
for most these days, but the feeling of  my teeth 
grinding against something distracts me from the 
thought that the store may crumble to pieces. In 
the plug-in room, a few swears litter the tense air 
as more grumbling comes about. I see someone 
stand up. A bundle of  curse words rings out. A 
bead of  sweat runs down my brow before I slowly 
reach down beneath the desk grabbing the- my 
whole body shakes, though I hold onto the top 
of  the table, white-knuckling myself  into stability. 
The “guests” argument ends just as abruptly. I 
see the standing man fall down before he scram-
bles back into his chair, embarrassed. I quietly 
sit back down. The last few rays of  sun finally 
disappear behind the skyline. 

---
 The bedsheets tangle my feet in the night.
 I wake in a feverish state, like I always do. 
Drips of  ice-cold sweat pinching me awake as 
they run down my face and crawl down my back. 
The humming of  the Slums never lets you fully 
rest. As I open my blinds for a breath of  fresh 
air, I get overtaken by the violets, blues, oranges, 
pinks and auburns of  the night. A cigarette mate-
rializes between my fingers, lighter always at the 
ready. Dark grey swirls of  smoke dance out of  my 
window, eaten alive by the rough whips of  wind 
that live on my twenty-third-floor apartment. I 
try not to let them but my nails keep returning 
to the injection point, but my fingers are simply 
stuck on the itchy mangle I put into my flesh so 
many years ago.
 The word Xenomorph still bites my 
tongue even though it’s lost meaning to most. 
Such a strangely beautiful slur for such a disgust-
ing desire and an even more vile procedure. It 
hurts you because of  how kind it sounds, how al-
luring it seems at first, but over the years you learn 
the intentions of  that sharp x and the meaning of  
the word as a whole. Strange, bizarre, out of  the 

ordinary, not meant to fit, not meant to be, xeno. 
Form, expression, the shell that we all live inside 
and the shell we use as a means to show people 
what we’re about, morph. Yet Xenomorph, a 
strange form, one that you chose yet still one that 
was never meant to fit, an outcast by choice, dead 
by consequence.
 My eyes get lost in the shining kaleido-
scope of  city lights, stuck once more on the mul-
ticolor hues, the fast-moving advertisements and 
the grey swirls that trickle from my lips. The still-
ness of  the streets calms me. As I watch the city 
flow, something in the frontmost alley catches my 
eyes.
 Nobody goes out in the Slums unless they 
want to get killed. So the silhouette of  a stocky, 
red-bearded, tall man stands out right away. Usu-
ally, those who remain outside are the ones sim-
ply too injured or distraught to sprint, walk or 
crawl back into whatever hole they came from. 
My elevator beeps open and I’m on the first floor 
in ten seconds flat. The man continues to pace, 
now right outside the door.
 I let him in, and he trembles with joy.

---
 My break is supposed to start at six on the 
dot, but the sound I’m looking for hasn’t come 
yet. The commercial grin that barely holds itself  
atop my lips wavers as another customer walks 
in and one more “Welcome to Medisica Mart” 
exchange begins and abruptly ends. 
 I fiddle with my thumbs and touch the 
spoon that sits in the pocket of  my jeans. One 
day the substance became my air, my water, my 
source to life and my reason for living it, and I 
don’t quite know what day that was. A pang of  
pain overtakes me. I trace the outline of  my stick 
and poke tattoo.
 The smiley face on my collarbone stings. 
I remember who put it there and how it all be-
gan. Marvin sat on my bed, knees crossed and 
bumping gently against mine as we talked about 
reaching the stars, holding them in our midst.
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 “Let me give you a stick and poke” he said 
as a boom of  laughter rumbled from his stom-
ach, “let me leave a trace of  the day that made us 
rich, made us famous, made us stars!” His smile 
was infectious as always, ideas like black tar her-
oin, filling the brain with a fuzz of  excited frenzy. 
I was already ready to get a tattoo, I just needed 
to know what it was going to be. 
 He knew the question just from looking 
into my eyes. “A smiley face,” he uttered, as if  a 
light bulb had gone off in his head “a big old smi-
ley face” he continued with even more chagrin, 
hands already holding onto a needle and finding 
a free patch of  skin on my collarbone. I didn’t say 
a word. My skin hummed with hurt as Marvin 
pierced it, but the excitement numbed my flesh 
enough to ignore the ache and focus on the part 
that came next.
 After all, Marvin was about to get a tattoo 
himself.
 The watch my wrist goes off with a beep. 
A familiar design etched next to the 6:27. I hurry 
off to finally take my break.

---
 “Oh my goodness you wouldn’t know 
how thankful I am for you letting me in.”
 “It’s no problem man, we all have our 
bad days in the Slums”
 “Yeah, you’re completely right, but I still 
want you to know how thankful I am. I really owe 
you one, and I promise that means a lot.”
 “Alright, whatever you say.”
 The conversation with “Red Beard” is 
awkward, stilted, tight and uneasy. I have some-
thing he never will, and it’s so hard to hide that 
away. As the elevator makes its way up the count-
less floors of  my apartment complex, all I can 
do is hold my breath, to hide the smirk that itch-
es at the corners of  my mouth, to not be suspi-
cious——the feather-light touch of  a hand lands 
on my shoulder. 
 “You need a dose don’t you pal?” His 
smile is genuine, infectious, my skin burns with 
rage but I keep up appearances and just shake 
my head no instead. He looks confused. 
 It makes me want to grin even more.

---
 “What’s so wrong with Marvin?” I over-
hear the druggies discussion from a mile away 
and sigh despite myself  at the stupidity of  the 
question.

 “Oh nothing Suzane, just got the whole 
world addicted to hard drugs, nothing much at 
all.” The snarkiness of  the remark makes me 
hum in approval and though I hoped it would 
shut “Suzane” up. I hear her interject only a sec-
ond later. I begin to walk over to crank down the 
doses. 
 “But this isn’t so bad, I’m happier than 
ever and yes I’m poor but this is fun Lucy-”
 “You like being a Xenomorph?”
 The stillness that follows is acrid to the 
tongue. I turn on my heels and make my way 
back to the desk, deciding that whatever repri-
mand I get for letting the two ladies overdose is 
better than the terse silence of  the plug-in room’s 
air. Lucy seems determined to continue through.
 “You like working fifteen hour shifts only 
to be able to afford your next dose? You like get-
ting high for twenty, thirty minutes only to feel 
low for the rest of  the day? You like knowing that 
there is someone who started all this, and that a 
smiley face no one but the brainless to grin? You 
like all that?!”
 I clutch the gun that’s taped to the bot-
tom of  the desk by the end of  the speech, I hold it 
tight but keep it concealed as I watch Lucy grow 
taller, loom over her now frightened friend with a 
look of  murder in her eyes. She unplugs herself  
in one swift motion and I watch the still function-
ing tube that now lays on the floor build a puddle 
of  black ooze around itself, shiny and sticky, vis-
cerally wrong to the eye. 
 “Answer Suzane,” Lucy rumbles, a dog 
on leash “Is this what you want from your life?” 
 A tear runs down Suzane’s cheek and I 
watch the other woman raise her hand to strike. 
A shot rings out. Blood rushes down Suzane’s 
throat. Lucy falls to the floor, skull cracked before 
it hits the charred plastic of  the Medisica Mart 
floor, hair now sticky with blood and black, shiny 
sludge. Everyone else runs out in screams. I stare 
at Suzane and she looks back just as hard.
 I know she spotted my smiley face tattoo.

---
 “We’re here,” I say as we step out of  the 
elevator.
 “Nice place.” he retorts.
 “No need to lie.” I shoot him down.
 The keys in my hand jangle as I unlock 
the apartment door, fiddling with the lights just 
to make them work.
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 “So why would a gentleman such as 
yourself  invite someone like me inside,” Red 
beard talks like the Propers do back in the City 
and it irks me so much my teeth itch but I bite 
my tongue and I put on a smile before giving 
him a halfhearted shrug and a “Just seemed 
right”.
 It seems to satisfy him for now and as 
I walk to my room I hear him cautiously ap-
proach a few steps behind me, as if  he has better 
chances of  escape if  he’s two feet behind me 
instead of  one. I stop abruptly and ask if  he 
wants some tea. Surprisingly he agrees without 
a doubt. The kettle boils as we sit in our chairs, 
smalltalk filling the humid air of  my kitchen.

---
 They investigate the murder for an hour 
and a half. I sit in the back of  a cop car for two 
minutes before I am once again offered my gun 
and my seat behind the counter as well as a mop 
to clean up the mess of  blood and tar in aisle 
four.
 Suzane doesn’t seem as pleased with her 
outcome. “It isn’t right” she screams raw voiced, 

as a duo of  men hold this woman back with ten 
percent of  their strength. “He killed her and for 
what? This all isn’t fair-” she continues her yell-
ing as her body is forced within the back of  the 
second vehicle, a few meters from me. The pang 
of  anxiety that lived within me only moments 
ago is finally gone, just like Suzane and the story 
of  my smiley-face tattoo. I watch the car drive 
off and return to work.
 Blood really is quite hard to mop off. 
Persuading someone you’re sane though, is even 
harder.

---
 I see a curving line of  ink along his 
achilles as he takes off his shoes. Marvin sips on 
his tea and makes smalltalk about the weather. 
I laugh when I must and nod and sigh when 
his eyes ask me to, playing along even though 
this whole thing makes me want to laugh. Deep 
down, I’m sure he knows it’s me, certain that 
a primal gut feeling in his body is trying to tell 
him that this is the end but it’s quite clear he 
doesn’t want to listen, just like he never did.

Now
Sofiya Shiyan
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 The tremble in his voice makes me want 
to keep this going forever, the awkward smiles 
when I don’t fall for his social cues get me high-
er than any drug ever will. The way Marvin 
scrambles to fill the too long pauses makes ma-
niacal cackles fire off in my brain like pirate ship 
cannons. It’s only when he stands up, hand still 
wrapped around his tea-cup that I fully realized 
the gravity of  this moment, and let a sigh slip 
from my lips and fill the empty air between us. 
Marvin opens his mouth once more.
 “Like I said before you can’t even imag-
ine how thankful I am for all this,” he stammers, 
trying to fit into this fake redhead role he’s made 
up for himself  but failing miserably to hide the 
politician within. “I’ve got friends in high places 
y’know, so if  you ever need something please do 
give me a call.”
 “Noted, I’ll keep that in mind-”
 “Oh well great! Alright then I’ll head off 
to bed, wherever that may be for me tonight-”

 “Marvin”
 His fingers lose grip of  the handle as 
quickly as a name slips from my lips. Though 
I know it’s the glass that got shattered, his eyes 
make me think that the sound of  cracked china 
is produced somewhere within him, not along 
the smooth surface of  my hallway floor. The ta-
ble leg fits neatly in my arms.
 “Joe” he whispers, as if  finally putting 
together a puzzle, a mystery he wanted to solve 
long ago.
 “Marvin” I respond as the wood leg fi-
nally collides with his head. 
 He doesn’t even let out a scream. 
 The splinters stay lodged in his skull. 
My arms start to hurt from the twenty-first hit. 
The smiley face is all the remains of  him, it’s all 
I leave to remain.
 The ad for the broken City metro sys-
tem remains unread. I throw my watch out of  
the window and calmly follow suit.

Fauvist Landscape Anna Benno
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