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D ear  reader s, our  hope is that  you read to lear n  other s' stor ies and that th is p lat for m  
helps you to ach ieve that. I  was glad  to be a par t  of  th is m agazine and hope you en joy. 

-  Gr ace

I  hope that you en joy the m agazine and al l  of  the incred ible subm issions. I 'm  so happy 
to have been  a par t  of  th is p roject  and I  can 't  wai t  to be a par t  of  i t  next  year  as wel l . 

T hank you to our  sen ior s and I  hope we'l l  m ake you p roud next year . 

-D ar ia

W el l , th is has been  a w i ld  r ide. From  f reshm an  to sen ior , I  have been  par t  of  IN K, 
and a par t  of  the Fr iends' Cen tr al  com m un i ty  for  qu i te a wh i le longer  than  that. I  
r em em ber  seeing cop ies of  IN K in  the L ower  School , laid  out on  the en tr y  table by the 
adm issions desk, and m ar vel ing at  ever y th ing that had been  created by peop le who 
seem ed im possibly  older  than  m e, and now here I  am . Another  m agazine done, 
another  year  com plete, and i t  i s m y t im e to leave. Al l  I  can  say is that  I  t r u ly  hope to 
receive cop ies of  al l  the rend i t ions of  IN K that are to com e in  the m ai l  as I  pur sue m y 
l i fe outside of  the FCS com m un i ty. T hank you al l  for  being here, and for  suppor t ing 
th is t iny school  m agazine, wh ich  I  hope w i l l  con t inue to foster  the creat ive sp i r i t  in  
studen ts of  all ages for  year s to com e. 

-  Adele

Som ehow L ucidpress d idn 't  cr ash  wh i le I  was slapp ing th is together . A great big 
thank you to Adele for  tak ing the reins, so to speak, and tur n ing m y hodge-podge of  
wor k in to a com prehensive m agazine. I  can 't  qu i te com prehend how I 'm  a sen ior  now 
and I 'm  not com ing back, y 'know? T h is i s i t . I  am  so glad  and gr atefu l  to have been  a 
m em ber  and co- leader  of  th is club, along w i th  being a con tr ibutor . Farewel l  and best of  
luck to the next gener at ions of  ar t i sts and wr i ter s. I  am  so gr atefu l  for  al l  of  you. Send 
m e and Adele a copy ever y now and then , al r igh t?

-Fot in i   
St ick Peop le by 

Jordan  Am enRa

Vice-Assistan t Beem us by 
Em m et Sun
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T i cket  stu b  i n  a B i b le

            Z oë  Al ter

I  found a t i cket stub in  the 
Pr iest 's Bible, si t t ing r igh t  in  
L ev i t i cus, end fur led  f rom  h is 
big w ide f inger s, color s 
sm udging the let ter s of  the 
H oly  text . I  d idn?t know what 
to do other  than  stare at  i t , 
stare at  i t  for  so long that i t  
leached i ts br igh t  patter n  in to 
m y br ain , t i l l  I  cou ld  
rem em ber  word  for  word  the 
scr ibbled  num ber  on  the back. 

I ?m  a m an  of  God, noth ing 
m ore or  less, old  school  
junk ie- tur ned blue-col lar , 
i r oned t ies, and wr ink led  
slacks. I  wash  m y hands tw ice 
w i th  soap , wash  m y feet too, com b m y hai r  back and go to Church , do m y con fessions, 
say m y H ai l  M ar ys for  m y Pr iest . H e l i stens to m e long and hard , m e talk ing about m y 
sins, h im  gr an t ing m e a blessing of  f r eedom , a sin less m an  is he, a f r esh  slate of  hum an  
ex istence. I  th ink he is par t  of  God, an  extension  of  h im , though  I ?d  never  say i t . 

T hat t i cket  stub won?t leave m y m ind, no m atter  how hard  I  t r y  to for get i t , si t t in? down  
in  the d iner  w i th  the cof fee, m ed ium  roast, not  cold  brew thank you, hot w i th  som e 
Stev ia in  i t . I  w ish  I ?d  got m ar r ied  to that  gi r l  down  in  Savannah , but she dr ank 
som eth ing bi t ter  and swam  down  the r iver , never  cam e up , they said  they found her  
rest ing on  the border  of  South  Carol ina, wonder  i f  she?d been  th ink in? of  crossing. I f  I ?d  
m ar r ied  her  at  least  I ?d  have a r ing to f idd le w i th , not  just  th is cup , th is napk in , th is for k , 
and kn i fe. 

I ?l l  d r ive down  to the address on  that stub, cal l  the num ber, hang up  the second i t  gets 
p icked up  for  lack of  words, con f i r m at ion  gr an ted but not wan ted. L ook ing at  the 
f lash ing l igh ts, neon  sign  labeled  D ah l ia, som e pret ty  no-nam ed f lower, I ?m  hear ing the 
loud m usic f r om  inside, I  see the wom an's si lhouette as a p rop  next to the nam e. I ?l l  si t  
in  m y car , hat  low over  m y face, obstr ucted  in  what I  hope are shadows, as m inutes tur n  
to hour s, and even in? to m idn igh t. 

H is car  pu l ls up , I  wai t  for  the door  to open , wonder in? i f  I ?l l  do any th ing, say any th ing, 
approach  h im  or  just  keep  si t t in?. H e opens that door  and stands, no m ore black and 
wh i te, instead of  a wr ink led  grey sh i r t  w i th  som e ol ive slacks. H e doesn 't  look r igh t  to 
m e, al l  m an  and no God r igh t  there, al l  hum an  no angel . H e walks to the other  side of  
the car , opens the passenger  side door, helps out the wom an  si t t in? there. 

I ?l l  w ish  she was som e cowl ike creature, al l  ugly  and m ar red, the D evi l  tak ing hum an  
for m  and tr yna take down  God w i th  h im . L uci fer  em bod ied as a wom an , long black 
nai ls, latex su i t , hand gr ipp ing the Pr iest 's neck l i ke a Sad ist . T hat?s what I ?l l  w ish  she 
looks l i ke, but  she won?t look l i ke that . She?l l  look elegan t, slender, dar k ci r cles under  
eyes f rom  wh i te l ines, l ipst ick m essy f rom  her  joy - r ide w i th  h im . She got a str iped scar f , 
w r apped round her  ar m , I  know what she?s h id ing. She?l l  stagger  on  h is ar m , she?s 
in tox icated , too m uch  so to walk , he?s pu l l ing her  w i th  h im  to the club, d r agging her , she 
beats at  h is ar m  once, tw ice, then  goes l im p, lets h im  pu l l  her  away.

I  shou ld  get out of  m y car  r igh t  now, go seize her , take her  away f rom  h im . I  shou ld  
m ake h is eyes as dar kened as her s, slam m ing a f i st  in to f ace, beat ing sin  down  the way 
he d id  for  m e. I nstead, I ?l l  d r ive to that  al ley, scuf f l ing in  m y coat and pan ts for  a bi l l . I ?l l  
go hom e, l i t t le p last ic baggie in  hand, pu l l  out  som e cut ler y  for  a food less m eal . I ?l l  th ink 
of  her  in  the r iver , f loat in? down  l i ke a l i t t le f i sh , wash in? up  on  a shore al l  n ibbled  to bi ts 
by bugs and roden ts and god-knows-what-else.

I  won?t go to con fession  no m ore.
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Unti t led

L indsay M cCam m on

I  was better  than  her . I  knew i t , she knew i t , ever ybody knew i t . I n  al l  aspects too, 
singing, dance, del iver y of  m y l ines, stage p resence, p ret ty  m uch  ever y th ing. So, when  
she got the lead and I  got  the under study, not on ly  was I  in  shock, but I  was p issed. 
Ever ybody knew that I  deser ved the lead. Af ter  I  heard  the news that I  d id  not get the 
lead in  the p lay I  have been  dream ing of  act ing in  for  the past th ree year s, I  
im m ediately  star ted  going th rough  the f ive stages of  gr ief . T he f i r st  one, den ial . M aybe 
there was a typo, a big, big typo on  the cast l i st , or  m aybe they just  got  con fused 
between  m e and her , I  m ean  we both  are gi r ls w i th  brown  hai r  and we both  have an  E in  
our  nam e. I  m ean  som eth ing has to be wrong, th is just  can?t be tr ue, there's no way she 
would  get th is role over  m e. T he second one, anger. You know what, screw th is gi r l . 
She?s ugly  and can?t sing, she has no r hy thm  whatsoever. And you know what, i f  the 
cast ing d i rector  th inks that she m ade a good decision , m aybe she should  just  change her  
f ield  of  wor k because she clear ly  knows noth ing about what i t  m eans to be a good 
actress. T he th i r d  one, bar gain ing. I  decided to go have a l i t t le talk w i th  the cast ing 
d i rector . I  exp lained the m istake that she m ade and told  her  about m y extensive 
resum e. I  also decided to sing the song that I  d id  for  the aud i t ion  again  because m aybe 
the cast ing d i rector  d idn 't  hear  m e wel l  when  I  or iginal ly  aud i t ioned. T hen , she told  m e 
there was noth ing she cou ld  do for  m e. I  to ld  her  I  under stood and lef t , but  I  d id  not 
under stand. T he next day I  was back, th is t im e w i th  a Tupper ware f u l l  of  brown ies. I  
to ld  her  about m y uncle, m y poor, poor  uncle, so sick and depressed. I  to ld  her  that  he 
on ly  has a few m on ths lef t  and h is dy ing w ish , h is on ly  dy ing w ish , was to see m e in  th is 
p lay. I  don?t have an  uncle, both  m y paren ts are actual ly  on ly  ch i ld ren , but she bel ieved 
m e, of  cour se, I  m ean  I  am  an  am azing actress and told  m e that I  cou ld  be the 
under study. T he four th , depression . I  d idn 't  go to m y vocal  lessons or  tap  dance class 
af ter  I  heard  the news that I  wasn 't  cast , what 's the poin t  i f  I  cou ldn 't  even  get m y dream  
role. And, i t 's em bar r assing, but I  cr ied  a lot , l i ke the am oun t where m y paren ts got 
wor r ied . And the f i f th  stage of  gr ief , r evenge. Af ter  the cast ing d i rector  m ade an  
excep t ion  for  m e to be the under study, I  star ted  p lot t ing. I  decided to m ake a l i t t le 
lunch  date w i th  th is gi r l , you know, to get to know her  better . O n  our  lunch  date she 
revealed  to m e that she was al ler gic to nuts, in terest ing, I  though t. W el l , before open ing 
n igh t, I  decided to be a good f r iend and baked her  som e brown ies. T he on ly  i ssue is 
that , I  swear, the store was al l  out  of  wheat f lour  and on ly  had alm ond f lour . T he gi r l  ate 
them , and ended up  in  the hosp i tal , poor  th ing. W el l , because she was in  the hosp i tal , I  
got  to p lay the role I  was always dest ined for , and tr ust  m e, I  d id  am azing.

Ar twor k by 

Adele Goldader
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W alk i n g For w ar d  Bu t  L ook i n g Back w ar ds 

 M elan ia D iah

As I  si t  on  the bench  at  O akview Par k , m y m ind l inger s. I  used to com e here w i th  m y 
m om  who would  br ing bread cr usts f r om  m y lunch  to th row at  the ducks. T hose th ings 
scared m e. W hen  I  wen t w i th  m y m om  back then  I  was just  tal ler  than  those m enacing 
bi rds. She?d say there's noth ing to wor r y  about and that they were m ore af r aid  of  m e 
than  I  was of  them . I  d idn 't  th ink that  was tr ue but to th is day I  have never  been  at tacked 
by one so m aybe she was r igh t . M aybe i f  I  had m ustered up  som e cour age to feed the 
ducks she would  have seen  her  strong ch i ld  had som e of  her  qual i t ies.  She was br ave for  
m e when  I  needed her  m ost and I  wasn 't . N ow I?m  th i r ty  w i th  no f am i ly, no f r iends, and 
nowhere to tur n . M om  was m y rock un t i l  ?i t? happened. Af ter  that , I  cou ldn 't  let  anyone 
in  to know m e. Because she was the on ly  one that cared before i t  al l  wen t to cr ap . I  si t  by 
m ysel f  on  th is bench  to rem ind m e of  the t im es I  had w i th  her . T he bench  bar s are 
r usty  and break of f  w i th  a sim p le touch  and the wood has sp l i t  in  the sp l i ts that  would  
give k ids sp l in ter s. T hat 's why no one com es to th is par k anym ore. And why would  
they? W hy would  they wan t an  old  par k when  they can  go to the new one around the 
cor ner . But for  m e, i t 's a rem inder  of  what I  used to have and a cur se always hav ing 
m em or ies of  us repeat ing in  m y head. But whatever  m akes m e rem em ber  her , I ?l l  take. I  
feel  l i ke when  I  leave th is par k beh ind  and I  am  old  and grey, I ?l l  suppress the m em or ies 
we once had. I  don 't  wan t that . I  can 't  leave her  ever  because she wouldn 't  do that to m e. 
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Katia Cam pos

H om e

W ith  the l igh ts out and m y eyes open  I  f ind  
m ysel f  feel ing for  som eth ing

For  what I  have no idea

I t?s a t ingly  sensat ion , leav ing m y m outh  
num b for  hour s

T he n igh t i s young and I ?ve found m ysel f  
t r avel ing again

I  pass the sounds of  car s and ci ty  l igh ts

T he f r at  par t ies blast ing m usic and 
v ibr at ions

I t  leaves m e tum bl ing around the ci ty  as the 
songs p lay on  repeat

I  f ind  m ysel f  on  the wrong side of  the ci ty, 
sever al  t im es gett ing m e lost

And noth ing else w i l l  m ake m e feel  bet ter

T hen  going the r igh t  way, and head ing 
hom e

Past west v i r gin ia and the har sh  p ieces of  
stone

T hrough  the rocky lush  m oun tains of  
sp r ing in  nor th  carol ina

I t?s beaut i f u l , seeing ar ies cross the sky

T he star s lead ing m e to where I  ough t to be

Passing the f ast  paced car s on  a voyage not 
m y own

I  give them  no m ind, i t?s not where I  need 
to be

Even tual ly  the sun  star ts to waive in , m y 
feet are bur n ing and I  can  feel  the blankets

But I ?m  alm ost there

I  pass the com m un i ty  gates

M y body needs water , but  I  have to double 
check

T he door  i s w ide open  to your  house and 
I ?m  anxious

I t?s st i l l  dar k , and your  dog is awake

I  have to m ake i t  up  those stai r s

I t?s no easy task w i th  quakey legs

I  knock on  your  bedroom  door, al though  
what am  I  expect ing

But walk ing in  feels so str ange

I  hold  m y breath  and jum p th rough

T here never  were any door s m y m ind 
cou ldn?t open

And there you are, asleep

You?re al r igh t , you?re safe

I  walk to the foot of  your  bed, the pain  in  
m y heels al l  gone

T he scr atches on  m y knees are no longer  
there

I  col lapse in  your  ar m s, I  can  sm el l  you

You st i l l  sm el l  l i ke p ine trees, even  though  
you?ve never  seen  a real  one before

I  feel  m ysel f  d r i f t ing away, sleep  f inal ly  
tak ing m e

I  am  safe when  I ?m  w i th  you

But then  m y phone r ings, and I  wake up  
alone

But to a text  that  says ?good m or n ing? al l  
lower  case

M y face qu iver s in to a sm i le

I  guess you?re not upset w i th  m e af ter  al l , I  
m issed you

Ph oto by  B lake Riesen f eld
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T h e Gr een h ou se 

        L indsay M cVai l

T hey say the greenhouse 
wh ispered at  n igh t, 

gr ass sh i f t ing l i ke t iny voices, 

the fog cloak ing the cr acked glass 
l i ke a vei l . 

T he greenhouse had been  laid  to 
rest  

in  a nest of  thor ns and m oss, 

deep in  a forest  that  had 

reclaim ed the ground. 

T he wal ls of  the greenhouse 

bur st ing w i th  v ines, 

creep ing th rough  the cr acks and 

sm other ing the sw i r l ing colum ns. 

L eaves and f lower s p ressed 
against  the cr acked 

and m isty  w indows, 

the ivy cr aw l ing f rom  inside 

the door  hung 

askew on  i ts h inges. 

T he thor ns enci r cled  the 
greenhouse, 

h id ing under  the gr ass 

and swal low ing the cei l ing. 

T he trees had grown  to shel ter  the 
greenhouse, 

and in  the passing year s 

thei r  hugging br anches 

had f inal ly  br aced against  the 
wor ld  

outside the clear ing. 

T he greenhouse was for gotten  
then , 

just  a spr awl ing m ess of  m etal  and 
glass, 

stolen  back by what i t  once 

con tained. Ph oto by  

Kon r ad  Sm i th
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Ban d i t

L eigh  N ewm an

 O ne m or n ing I  was gett ing ready to go to school  and I  wan ted to wear  m y p ink hood ie 
that  has al l  these cute red  hear ts on  i t . W hen  I  searched for  i t  in  m y closet I  cou ldn?t f ind  
i t  so I  had to set t le for  som eth ing m ore subpar. T he next day m y other  p lanned outf i t  
had gone m issing. I  walked out of  m y room  again  in  what I  had not w ished to wear  and 
saw m y younger  sister  stand ing in  the hal lway. O ut of  her  bag, I  saw a p ink sleeve and 
r ipped i t  out .

  ?W hat i s th is?? I  shouted.

  ?I  bor rowed your  hood ie, I ?m  sor r y, you can  have i t  back,? she rep l ied .

  ?You m ean  you stole.?

  ?You never  not ice when  I  bor row your  stu f f  I  was just  put t ing i t  back now.?

  ?I  would  def in i tely  not ice.?

  ?You wouldn?t. You d idn?t. M ost peop le lose stu f f  and i t  pops back up  and they don?t 
quest ion  i t .?

  ?W el l  I  not iced.?

 ?O n ly cause I  d id  i t  two days in  a row.?

I  had to p rove her  wrong. So I  set  out  on  a m ission  to test  her  theor y and d id  the sam e 
to her , tak ing her  stu f f  ever y other  day. She d idn?t not ice. T hen  I  m oved on  to other  
peop le. She was r igh t . Peop le are not deter m ined to search  for  thei r  belongings because 
of  thei r  assum ption  that they m isp laced them  due to thei r  own  incom petence. N ow in  
the dep ths of  the n igh t, I  lu r k . I  am  under  your  bed. I  am  in  your  closet. I  am  in  your  
at t i c. I  am  in  your  laundr y baskets. I  am  in  your  wash ing m ach ine. I  am  in  your  d r yer . 
Bor row ing your  clothes.

7
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T r an sf or m at i on  T h r ou gh  O r deal

 Sam  Ya

W henever  I  see a p lane f ly ing th rough  the sky, leav ing f ain t , wh i te t r ai ls beh ind , I  
wonder  i f  the p lane com es f rom  Ch ina. I  wonder  i f  there are Ch inese studen ts in  the 
p lane who are about to em bar k on  thei r  academ ic career s in  the U.S. As a Ch inese 
studen t who im m igr ated  to the Un i ted  States, I  of ten  have such  m usings. I  im m igr ated  
to the U.S. and en rol led  in  Fr iends' Cen tr al  School  when  I  was in  six th  gr ade. As an  
in ter nat ional  studen t who spen t the f i r st  twelve year s of  m y l i fe in  Ch inese schools and 
six year s at  Fr iends' Cen tr al , I  am  an  exam ple of  how educat ion  can  shape per sonal i ty. 

 

I n  som e aspects, m y educat ion  in  Ch ina el im inated m y sel f - con f idence. Ever y school  
day in  Ch ina fel t  exact ly  the sam e, as i f  shaped by the sam e m old . Ever y day, af ter  I  
woke up , I  f in ished m y m or n ing rout ine, got on  the squeak ing school  bus, and wen t to 
school . At  seven - f i f teen , I  en tered the classroom  for  study hal l , si t t ing alongside m y 
for ty - four  classm ates. T he for ty - f ive of  us had been  in  the sam e class since the f i r st  day 
of  elem en tar y school  and becam e l i ke brother s and sister s af ter  six year s of  in ter act ions. 
For  m e, th is si tuat ion  developed a sense of  secur i ty, un i ty, and belonging that I  m iss and 
wan t to re-exper ience, even  af ter  six year s. O ur  lear n ing env i ronm en t was not the best. 
T he teacher s were d iscr im inator y, and at  t im es, even  v iolen t. Al though  we suppor ted  
each  other  dur ing hard  t im es, the teacher s? m ethods caused m e and other  studen ts to 
develop  per sonal i t ies lack ing con f idence. I  r eceived no p r aise when  I  wor ked hard  to 
im prove m y academ ic per for m ance. M oreover,  the teacher s d id  not hesi tate to sham e 
m e in  f r on t  of  the whole class when  I  m ade m istakes. I t  seem ed as i f  I  cou ld  never  
sat isf y  the teacher s, no m atter  how hard  I  wor ked. I  star ted  to doubt m ysel f .

 

I n  the m idd le of  m y six th -gr ade year, a decision  was m ade wh ich  changed m y l i fe. 
H owever, I  was not the one m ak ing i t . M y paren ts decided to m ove to the U.S. in  order  
to pur sue f reedom  of  speech  and escape the gover nm en t?s per secut ion . W e purchased a 
house in  H aver town  and at tended open  houses hosted  by d i f feren t schools. Shor t ly  
af ter  m y in ter v iew, I  was adm i t ted  to Fr iends' Cen tr al  School . Fr iends' Cen tr al  was 
rough  for  m e in  the beginn ing. N ot on ly  d id  I  have to get acquain ted  w i th  foreign  
teacher s and classm ates, but I  also had to constan t ly  for m ulate Engl ish  sen tences by 
t r anslat ing Ch inese. I t  was not the str uggle that  scared m e, i t  was the f act  that  no one 
else seem ed to be str uggl ing as m uch  as I . Af ter  m y Engl ish  reached a cer tain  level , I  
r eal i zed that w i th  hard  wor k , h igh  gr ades were ach ievable. I  becam e a studen t w i th  
sel f - con f idence. H owever, I  fel t  as i f  som eth ing was m issing. As the on ly  Ch inese 
studen t in  the school , I  t r ied  to f i t  in to the FCS com m un i ty, but  real i ty  for ced m e to 
give up . W hen  you force your sel f  to ach ieve an  unach ievable goal , that  goal  becom es 
m ean ingless. D esp i te the lack of  connect ions, I  appreciated  and en joyed m y choices and 
abi l i ty  to par t i cipate in  extr acur r icu lar  act iv i t ies. As a per son  who p refer s var iety, 
p rogr am s such  as the sw im  team  pain ted  m y l i fe w i th  color . W hat im pact d id  Fr iends' 
Cen tr al  School  have on  m y per sonal i ty? T he school  t r ansfor m ed m e in to a studen t w i th  
con f idence by respect ing m y ef for t . Al though  m y desi re for  a sense of  belonging is st i l l  
un fu l f i l led , I  value m y iden t i ty  as a Ch inese im m igr an t who m ain tains a p rofound 
background w i th  Ch inese cu l ture.

 

T he exper ience that in ter tw ined m y Ch inese iden t i ty  and m y iden t i ty  as an  
in ter nat ional  studen t was m y t im e at  ?Roy?, an  SAT  tr ain ing school  in  Ch ina. I n  O ctober  
of  20 20 , I  took the PSAT  and received a score of  1370 , a score no col lege wan ts to see. 
O ne of  m y paren ts? f r iends recom m ended ?Roy?, wh ich  was wel l - known  for  i ts r igorous 
tr ain ing and rem ar kable resu l ts, and p roclaim ed i tsel f  to be the acm e of  SAT  tr ain ing 
inst i tu t ions in  Ch ina. O f  cour se, I  was in t im idated by i ts reputat ion  but decided to t r y  

8



2

never theless. O n  the f l igh t  to H angzhou, I  fel t  unease. ?H as m y t im e in  Am er ica m ade 
m e unable to endure the in tensi ty  of  Ch ina?s exam -or ien ted  educat ion? W i l l  I  be 
suspended?? T h roughout the eigh teen -day p rogr am , m y unease in tensi f ied . T he 
teacher s cou ld  expel  studen ts for  subject ive reasons such  as at t i tude and object ive 
causes such  as poor  scores. As days passed, seats al l  around m e star ted  to em pty, of ten  
w i th  no war n ing or  exp lanat ion . Al though  I  con t inued to wor r y, I  also began  to feel  
encour aged. I  was one of  the f i f ty  percen t of  the or iginal  class to sur v ive. I  slep t  less 
than  four  hour s each  n igh t in  order  to com plete m y hom ewor k , suf fer ing f rom  
im m ense drowsiness dur ing classes. I  wondered when  the Sword  of  D am ocles would  
f al l . I t  never  d id . I  gr aduated f rom  the hel l i sh  inst i tu t ion  w i th  unpreceden ted 
con f idence, resi l ience, and p r ide. N ot on ly  d id  the ordeal  helped m e recogn ize m y tr ue 
capaci ty, i t  also helped m e to avoid  underest im at ing m ysel f  in  the f u ture. 

 

As a Ch inese studen t in  the U.S., I  found i t  d i f f i cu l t  to obtain  sel f - con f idence. D ur ing 
m y f i r st  year s at  Fr iends Cen tr al , I  fel t  that  the school  was too foreign  for  m e, and the 
exper ience was far  out of  m y com for t  zone. D esp i te th is, I  was suppor ted  by the 
encour agem en t and p r aise f rom  studen ts and teacher s, who helped m e recogn ize the 
t r ue value of  m y ef for t . I  value the con f idence I  gained f rom  the SAT  tr ain ing 
inst i tu t ion . I  am  proud that I  was not one of  the peop le who were cr ushed by the 
p ressure and f led  the t r ain ing cam p. I  am  proud that I  was able to gr aduate wh i le m any 
other  deter m ined studen ts f r om  com pet i t ive Ch inese schools f ai led  to com plete thei r  
t r ain ing. O n  the other  hand, con f idence w i thout com petence is useless. I n  the f u ture, I  
w i l l  st r ive to becom e som eone who m akes im provem en ts constan t ly  th rough  d i l igence 
and con f idence.

 

9

I  decided to incor por ate color  con tr ast  by im posing the Ukr ain ian  f lag on to 
a m ap of  the wor ld . T h is i s to sym bol ize the ef fect  that  the war  in  Ukr aine 

has had on  the en t i r e wor ld , and how i t  has both  dr awn  peop le together  and 
sp l i t  them  apar t . I  out l ined the coun tr y  of  Ukr aine in  red  and added som e 

dr ipp ing blood to show the suf fer ing of  the m any peop le l iv ing there under  
the war  cond i t ions.

-  M ico Car p in iel lo
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 Ch iar a D el  Testa

T hese are two an im e char acter s 
that  I  pain ted  w i th  acr y l i c pain t  
on  p ieces of  glass. T he im ages 
are pain ted  on  the backside of  
the glass in  rever se layer s of  
pain t  so when  f l ipped over  you 
can  see the com pleted  pain t ings 
th rough  the glass. T he one w i th  
p ink hai r  i s 0 2 f rom  the an im e 
D ar l ing in  the Fr anxx, and the 
one w i th  black hai r  i s L  f r om  the 
an im e D eath  N ote.
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D eaf  Ear s

  Kon r ad Sm i th

T he lone and level  sands stretch  f ar  away. T he ai r  i s em pty, lack ing the substance to 
choke anyone br ave enough  to breathe i t . T he sun  cooks the sand, but the war m th  
cannot be fel t  th rough  the dr y ai r . As I  look up  I  am  m om en tar i ly  bl inded by a br igh t  
l igh t  on  the hor izon . I t  was not the sun  but i t  hur t  to look at . Squin t ing revealed  that the 
br igh t  l igh t  on  the hor izon  was a lar ge ci ty  m ade en t i r ely  of  gold . T he em pty sands are 
broken  as I  take m y f i r st  steps toward  the ci ty  on  the hor izon . 

Af ter  10  m inutes of  walk ing, I  com e across a str ucture, a bus stop  pain ted  blue. T he base 
of  the bus stop  is covered in  sand. T he w ind  is inch ing the sand h igher  up  the sides, as 
though  i t  w ishes to consum e i t , or  push  i t  for ward . T he blue colour  of  the bus stop  is 
calm ing, the l igh t  ref lected  of f  of  i t  i s not  bl ind ing, but reassur ing. I t  tel ls m e to si t  and 
wai t  for  the bus, yet  the com placen t sand is unbroken  by bus tr acks, as though  a bus has 
never  been  here. I nside is a skeleton  si t t ing next to a m an  read ing a newspaper, the two 
hard  to d ist ingu ish  at  f i r st . T he newspaper  appear s as em pty as the sands I  stand on , 
w i th  no p r in t  v isible. H e is read ing in ten t ly, seem ingly  read ing som eth ing im por tan t, or  
at  least  wan t ing to.

?W hy are you wai t ing here?? I  ask the m an .

?I?m  wai t ing for  the bus, what else? H ow else should  I  get  to wor k??

?D o you wor k in  the ci ty?? I  ask wh i le poin t ing to the bl ind ing l igh t  on  the hor izon .

?W hat ci ty? I ?m  wai t ing for  the bus.?

?N o bus is com ing here, there aren?t any roads,? I  r em ind the m an .

?I f  there?s no bus, why would  they be wai t ing?? H e says, gestur ing to the skeleton  beside 
h im .

H e scof f s and retur ns to read ing h is em pty newspaper. T he lef t  hand of  the skeleton  
cr um bles, a coup le of  p ieces f al l ing and becom ing one w i th  the sands i ts feet  are 
subm er ged in , swept towards the ci ty  of  gold . T hey are one and the sam e.

Stand ing around w i l l  get  m e no closer  to the ci ty, so I  keep  walk ing. I  leave the str i k ing 
blue bus stop . I  leave the m an  to h is newspaper  and the skeleton  to the sands. M y 
footsteps are the closest th ing to bus tr acks in  th is deser t  un t i l  I  see another  t r ai l . Beside 
m y footsteps is a long and w ide l ine in  the sand, stretch ing for wards towards the l igh t  
on  the hor izon . I t  i s ten  inches w ide and ind i f feren t to the obscur ing sands, hold ing 
strong. I t  i s am bi t ious and deter m ined, but heavy enough  to com pact the sand in to 
what feels l i ke rock . I t  i s not  swept away. I  fo l low i t . Af ter  a shor t  walk that  feels as 
though  i t  shou ld  have been  a m uch  longer  and m ore treacherous tr aipse, I  see in  f r on t  
of  m e a m an  walk ing th rough  the deser t , d r agging an  anv i l  beh ind  h im . H e is pu l l ing a 
sturdy and hold fast  rope at tached to the f ron t of  the anv i l , m oving about an  inch  per  
second. H e is look ing down  as though  he is af r aid  of  the blue of  the sky, gr un t ing as he 
pu l ls the weigh t beh ind  h im . H e is sweat ing p rofusely  but seem s con ten t in  ignor ing h is 
f at igue.

?W hy are you dr agging an  anv i l  beh ind  you? I t  would  be easier  to leave i t ,? I  ask the 
m an .

?I?m  a blacksm i th , what would  I  do w i thout an  anv i l??

?But you don?t have a ham m er  to use i t ," I  r em ind the m an .

?T he ham m er  was too heavy, I  d ropped i t  in  the sand no less than  a m i le back.?

?I  d idn?t see a ham m er  wh i le fol low ing the tr ai l  of  your  anv i l .?

?T he sands m ust have swal lowed i t , they do that. T hey hunger  for  what you leave 
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beh ind .?

T he anv i l  has been  stained by the sands, the black cast i r on  tak ing on  a shade of  beige. A 
sm al l  w ind  pushes a reach ing dune up  the side of  the anv i l  before being par ted  on  
opposi te sides of  i ts uny ield ing tr ai l , i ts weigh t the on ly  deter ren t against  i ts for ward  
cl im b.

I  grow t i r ed  of  walk ing so slow ly to keep  in  step  w i th  the m an  and begin  to walk ahead, 
leav ing the tr ai l  I  had been  fol low ing, instead fol low ing the footsteps I  leave. I  have now 
found m ysel f  close enough  to the ci ty  to see i t  m ore clear ly. Tower s reach  the clouds, 
p iercing the br igh t  blue w i th  gold . I nstead of  glass, the w indows are f i l led  w i th  var ious 
gem s, each  som ehow m ore per fect  than  the last . T he bases of  these tower s are obscured 
by a lar ge golden  wal l  encom passing the ci ty. I  walk around the ci r cum ference of  the 
wal l  look ing for  an  en tr ance, a gate, a door. Even  the m ost m inuscu le of  im per fect ions 
would  have sat isf ied  m y cur iosi ty  as I  had grown  hungr y for  them . I  becom e d istr acted  
by a sm al l  p lum e of  sm oke outside of  the wal l . I  walk towards i t . A sm el l  waf ts towards 
m e of  del i cious food, I  cannot p lace what I  sm el l  other  than  a feel ing of  sustenance. I t  
feels as though  ever y cu l ture is sim m er ing just  outside of  these im m ense wal ls, the 
sm oke and sm el ls the on ly  th ing reach ing above them . I  walk coun terclockw ise around 
the wal l  and com e across a m an  si t t ing next to a f i r e w i th  a pot above i t . H e is m utter ing 
un in tel l igibly  to h im sel f . W hen  I  get  close enough  to see inside the pot I  d iscover  that  
the m an  is cook ing sand. H e seem s to have found a log, l i kely  the base of  a t r ee cut 
down  for  the constr uct ion  of  the wal l , consider ing i ts p rox im i ty, and created a 
m akesh i f t  cook ing stat ion . A f i r e bur ns beneath  a pot I  can  on ly  assum e is the m an?s 
on ly  possession . T he sand som ehow st i l l  sm el ls del i cious. I  can  see i t  bur n ing l i ke the 
sun -char red  wastes beneath  our  ver y feet , but  in  a way that m akes i t  feel  al ive. Som e 
gr ains of  the sand are v isibly  lar ger  than  other s, but  th is on ly  ser ves to sat iate m y 
hunger  for  im per fect ions that the im possibly  lar ge wal l  has lef t  m e.

?W hy are you cook ing sand?? I  ask the m an .

?O ne cooks because O ne is hungr y.?

?Is sand tr u ly  the best solu t ion??

?Best i s a m atter  of  op in ion . N o. Best i s a m atter  of  per spect ive.?

?D oes i t  taste as good as i t  sm el ls??

?D oes i t  m atter ? I  wan t T hem  to sm el l  what they cannot have.?

?Is there noth ing better  to eat??

?O ne has sand to eat. O ne f inds th is gr atu i tous. T hose outside of  the wal ls don?t need 
m uch . T hat?s why O ne bel ieves the wal ls should  be m ade tal ler , too easy for  T hem  to 
jo in  O ne inside the wal ls.?

?You?re outside the wal l .? I  r em ind the m an .

?N o, T hey l ive outside the wal l .?

 I  decide to keep  m oving, leav ing the m an  to h is m eal . Af ter  som e walk ing I  begin  to feel  
strong gusts of  w ind , blow ing the sands in to m y face. M y sk in  gr ated  by the dust m y 
jour ney has k icked up . I  cover  m y eyes to see. Af ter  som e m ore walk ing th rough  
un relen t ing w inds, I  see that the w inds have created a p i le of  sand up  the wal l . A p i le of  
sand th is lar ge would  col lapse w i th  the weigh t of  a single coin , yet  I  walk up  i t , scal ing 
the wal l  of  gold . M y feet str uggle to f ind  som eth ing sol id  to stand on , yet  are lef t  
unsat isf ied . M y hands aid  m y jour ney, giv ing m e som e extr a balance. W alk ing l i ke a 
dog, I  f inal ly  crest  the peak. I  m ake one f inal  step  of f  of  the sand on to gold , 
m om en tar i ly  sur p r ised by the newfound stabi l i ty  under  m y feet. T he wal l  i s 5 feet  th ick 
un t i l  a shar p  and ver t igo- inducing drop  to the streets below. I  take the p lunge. I  feel  the 
w ind  against  m y face as I  f al l . I  th ink I  have reached ter m inal  veloci ty  at  th is poin t . Any 
tr ace of  sand has been  washed away, scr aped. I  seem  to have for gotten  wh ich  way I  am  
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f al l ing. M y br ain  says I  am  fal l ing down , but the w inds push  m e h igher. Regard less of  
d i rect ion , I  feel  m y back col l ide w i th  the second stable sur face I  have encoun tered on  
m y jour ney. I  br ing m ysel f  to m y feet and look around to f ind  m ysel f  at  the bottom  of  
the wal l . I  walk across the sidewalk beside the streets, tak ing in  m y sur round ings. I  str ain  
m y neck to f ind  the peak of  the tower s sur round ing m e, block ing the sun  but rep lacing 
i t  w i th  thei r  golden  sh ine.

?W hy are you here?? I  hear  f r om  beh ind  m e.

I  tu r n  to f ace the quest ion , or  the per son  ask ing, I  do not know. T he per son  m ay be 
beh ind  m e but the quest ion  is al l - encom passing.

?I?m  not sure I  am ,? I  r ep ly, feel ing the stabi l i ty  beneath  m y feet f ade, sink ing in to the 
sand.

?H ow d id  you get here??

?I  walked up  a stai r case of  sand? I  r ep ly, the sand now reach ing m y h ips as I  sink f ur ther .

?W hat i s sand??

I  t r y  to answer, but  f ind  that  the sand has reached m y m outh . I  can  no longer  m ove. Al l  I  
can  do is stare, but  at  what? T he quest ion  is th roughout. M y v ision  begins to go beige as 
m y eyes f al l  beneath  the sand, stead i ly  becom ing dar ker  as though  I  am  sink ing beneath  
the sur face of  the sea. I  can  feel  the footsteps of  the per son  con t inu ing on  thei r  day, 
fo l lowed by m any m ore. I  can  feel  the footsteps of  the ci ty, squeezing and push ing the 
sand in to m e f rom  ever y d i rect ion . I  can  feel  thei r  footsteps as they go on  thei r  
jour neys, but cannot see thei r  f aces or  hear  thei r  conver sat ions. I  feel  thei r  footsteps but 
no longer  feel  the sand, not know ing where I  end and the sand begins.

I  feel  the f i r e of  the m an  cook ing h is m eal . I  feel  the cr ush ing weigh t of  the blacksm i th  
star t ing anew, and I  feel  the hand of  the pat ien t  skeleton  f al l  to the sands, gr asp ing in  
f i r m  greet ing.

Por tr ai t  by Adele Goldader Pom egr anate M an  by Fot in i  M ourelatos
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Pr et ty  L i t t l e L i ar

Anonym ous

I?m  sor r y  I  l ied . I  never  l i ke to adm i t  when  I ?m  wrong or  take responsibi l i ty  for  what I ?ve 
done. T here?s no avoid ing i t . And there?s no tur n ing back. M y hear tbeat i s alm ost louder  
than  the sobs that escape m y l ips as the words echo of f  the wal ls around m e. I  l ied  and I  
l ied  again . T he br igh t  sun  sh ines th rough  the w indow and catches m y tear  f i l led  eyes. I  
don?t look down  because that would  m ean  look ing at  m y m other. I ?m  sor r y  I  l ied  and I ?l l  
never  do i t  again .I  had betr ayed m y paren ts' t r ust  and I  had tur ned m y sister  in to a l iar  
too. I  w ish  I  cou ld  er ase that m em or y f rom  m y head. T he dance that n igh t was f i l led  
w i th  m ore dread than  exci tem en t. T he t i ck ing clock was l i ke a t i ck ing t im e bom b 
rem ind ing m e I  would  have to f ace them  again  soon . T he happy faces around m e and 
the n igh t sky above. I ?m  sor r y  I  l ied  and I ?l l  t r y  not to do i t  again . I  was in  t r ouble. 
Because i t  happened. T hey had caugh t on . T he inev i table took m e by sur p r ise. W hat I  
knew and expected to happen - -happened and yet I  was caugh t of f  guard . I ?m  sor r y  I  
l ied  and I ?m  sor r y  that  I ?l l  do i t  again

I t  Cou ld  be W or se

Anonym ous

 O f  cour se I  d id  i t  again . Again , but  better . I  wasn?t stup id  and I  d idn?t get caugh t. L ike a 
cr im inal  who got away w i th  h is cr im e. I  was hom e f ree w i th  a bag of  stolen  cash  as I  
sl ipped by the cops. I  had gotten  away w i th  m urder. T he gu i l t  was gone. I  no longer  
cared that I  had betr ayed them . Because i t  cou ld  be wor se. I  hadn?t k i l led  anyone. I  
bough t a pack of  gum . I  d idn?t even  steal  i t . Five year s ago I  though t the wor ld  would  
end because of  i t . Because m y paren ts told  m e no and I  d id  i t  anyway. M in ty  f r esh  l ies 
sat  on  m y tongue as I  closed the door  of  the store. M y breath  sm el led  of  decei t  but  I  
d idn?t care. Because i t  cou ld  be wor se. I t  cou ld  always be wor se. I t?s been  m on ths now. 
I ?m  popp ing the bubbles of  betr ayal  in  f r on t  of  them  but i t  doesn?t m atter . Because I  
bough t a coup le two-dol lar  packs of  gum . I  cr um ble up  the si lver  w r apper  in to a t iny 
sh iny bal l . ?I t  cou ld  be wor se? I  say. And the gu i l t  f ades away along w i th  the taste of  
cof fee. 
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Ram bl i n gs of  an  I n som n iac

 D ar ia Shepelavy

W hen  you?re awake and alone for  hour s, you have the oppor tun i ty  to th ink . T h ink 
about ever y th ing and any th ing. T h ink ing about the hom ewor k that I  never  tur ned in  
last  week. O r  about how m y neighbor ?s new dog bar ks to the sam e r hy thm  as Jingle 
Bel ls. O r  how m y brother  had h is f i r st  k iss w i th  h is gi r l f r iend of  th ree m on ths yesterday, 
and m y f i r st  k iss was in  a gam e of  sp in  the bott le w i th  a guy who sm el led  l i ke tobacco 
and or anges. 

H ave you ever  seen  the m ovie 10 T hings I  H ate About You? I  f r eak ing love that m ovie. I t?s 
1 hour  and 37 m inutes,  m ean ing I  cou ld  watch  i t  approx im ately  12.9 t im es in  the t im e 
that I ?m  awake. T here?s also p len ty  of  oppor tun i ty  for  absolu tely  unnecessar y 
calcu lat ions. You?ve p robably  p icked up  on  th is by now but I  do not have good t im e 
m anagem en t sk i l ls. I  m ean , I  have so m uch  t im e on  m y hands. I  th ink I saac N ewton  
inven ted calcu lus in  less t im e than  I  spend star ing at  the cei l ing. Al though  that m igh t 
not be entirely accur ate, I  do spend m ost of  h istor y  class asleep . 

I t  also gives m e the chance to rem in isce on  th ings f rom  m y past. L ike in  f r eshm an  year  I  
had a huge cr ush  on  th is guy. H is nam e was Calv in  and he was an  Adon is am ong m en . 
(H e was actual ly  a scr awny blond k id  w i th  an  at t i tude p roblem ?  but not the poin t .) I  
used to im agine that the two of  us were m ean t to be. I  had th is recur r ing dream  that we 
were gonna get stuck in  the school  over n igh t for  som e reason . T he two of  us would  be 
there for  hour s and tr y ing to get out wh i le sim ul taneously  gett ing to know each  other  
and fal l ing deep ly  in  love. But before any th ing cou ld  happen  we were f reed,  but  that  
d idn?t change how we fel t  about each  other  and one day we cou ldn?t hold  i t  in  anym ore 
and? -you get the p icture. As you can  p robably  assum e, none of  th is happened. A 
sum m er  away f rom  h im  and I  was over  h im  pret ty  f ast , m eanwh i le he got a gi r l f r iend 
and p rom pt ly  cheated on  her . 

Som etim es I  f ind  m ysel f  d r i f t ing of f  wh i le m ak ing up  nonsensical  stor ies, l i ke 
p retend ing that I ?m  actual ly  a robot that  doesn?t need to sleep , and that I ?l l  out l ive al l  
you pathet ic m or tals. I ?m  a super ior  species that  doesn?t need to ?power  of f ? in  order  to 
r un  p roper ly, I ?m  just  that  cool . I  im agine that one day m e and ever yone who str uggles 
to f al l  asleep  w i l l  band together  to save the wor ld  l i ke the I nsom n iac Avenger s. T here 
was also the t im e that I  im agined sleep  was a d isease (sim i lar  to the one that af fects 
hum ans in  zom bie m ovies) and the ?in fected? al l  tu r ned ev i l  and I  was the on ly  one who 
cou ld  save them . I t  was m y t im e and m y wor ld , so I  cou ld  choose how I  wan ted to feel  
about ever y th ing (even  i f  I  do have a sl igh t  super ior i ty  com plex), but  in  real i ty  I  know 
that one day I ?l l  p robably  just  col lapse on  the ground and fal l  in to som e sor t  of  Sleep ing 
Beauty - type 10 0  year  nap  and ever yone around m e w i l l  grow old  wh i le I ?m  drool ing al l  
over  a dusty  p i l low.

M y favor i te i s the super  spy stor y. I  have th is recur r ing dream  where I  have to save the 
whole wor ld  f r om  a v i l lain  w i th  an  ev i l  car toon  m ustache. H e p lan ted  a dead ly  wor ld  
end ing bom b. And for  som e reason  i t  was in  m y hom etown? because that 's exact ly  
where som eone would  put som eth ing l i ke that . Anyways, i t  was m y job to defuse the 
bom b because, again  that?s exact ly  who the FBI  would  have do that? a 17-year-old  
insom n iac. I  was gett ing so close to the bom b and i t  was l i ke a m ovie, the coun tdown  
was going f ast , we were 10  seconds away. 9? 8? 7 and there was th is incessan t beep ing. I t  
wouldn?t stop? I  was gett ing a headache and? oh ! Sh i t , m y bad, that?s just  m y alar m . 
W hoops! Gotta go! 
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H ow  to dayd r eam  l i ke you  m ean  i t , by  an  ex-closetee

Anonym ous

Few are m ore qual i f ied  than  som eone who spen t year s of  thei r  l i f e in  the closet to teach  
other s the power  of  daydream ing; to m aster  the ar t  of  neglect ing the con fused wor ld  of  
a m idd le school  bisexual  and instead em body ing the glam or ized l i fe of  a r i ch  popular  
twen ty -som eth ing in  the m idd le of  the rom ance of  her  l i fet im e. Below are the steps   
you?l l  need to m aster  th is t im e-dem anding tool  your sel f . 

1. Know what you're escap ing f rom , but don 't  bother  th ink ing too deep ly  about i t . 
Ser iously, don 't  wor r y ! Unpack ing the tr aum a you are cur ren t ly  exper iencing can  
be done in  a sl igh t ly  too war m  120  dol lar s per  hour  ther ap ist 's of f i ce 10  year s 
f r om  now when  you ?just  can 't  put  i t  of f  any longer.? But for  now, you?ve st i l l  got  
p len ty  of  t im e! Al l  you need to have at  th is lovely  m om en t i s a p roblem  you are 
t r y ing to avoid  by doing any th ing and ever y th ing to ignore i t !

2. H ave som eone, or  som eone(s) in  m ind. W hether  you're f al l ing in  love in  t r op ical  
Ber m uda, or  par t  of  an  of f i ce scandal  in  the Big App le, i t 's im por tan t to put a f ace 
to the im aginar y per son  you?re going to be th row ing on to a pedestal  and p lann ing 
on  hav ing to solve al l  your  im aginar y p roblem s for  the rest  of  your  daydream ! I  
per sonal ly  recom m end the deluxe 2 for  1 op t ion , where there are two im aginar y 
per fect  peop le f igh t ing over  you! T hat?s r igh t , in  th is f ake wor ld  you?ve created for  
your sel f , the r at io of  r i sk i s low and reward  is th rough  the roof , W ow! T hat 's the 
dream  guys! Ser iously  th is daydream ing stu f f  r eal ly  con f i r m s what you?ve known  
al l  along; you are the cen ter  of  the un iver se.

3. Keep the dr am a com ing. I n  order  to stay constan t ly  inside your  head, your  
daydream s are gonna have to be m ore en ter tain ing than  th is season  of  T he 
Bachelor . I 'm  talk ing 3 d i f feren t p lot- l ines at  one t im e, you won  the lot ter y  and 
have to go in to the w i tness p rotect ion  p rogr am  at the sam e t im e, m eanwh i le 
you're being recr u i ted  for  the FBI  by your  ex w i th  a six-pack, just  r em em ber  the 
m ost im por tan t par t , as long as th ings are always going wel l  for  you, you?re 
daydream ing cor rect ly.

4. Reference books and m ovies are key, th is i s what watch ing al l  those 90 s and 0 0 s 
rom  com s tr ained you to do! M ake D rew Bar r ym ore and Ju l ia Rober ts p roud w i th  
an  even  m ore insane p lot- l ine than  the ones they?ve been  in ! I f  i t  i sn 't  a hate to 
love trope I  don 't  wan t i t - - r em em ber  too, sidek icks who agree w i th  ever y th ing 
you say are in tegr al- - they should  be qu i r ky but not have enough  of  a per sonal i ty  
to m ake any th ing about them selves, obv iously. 

5. L ast ly, have fun ! D ead-ass, th is i s supposed to be your  m om en t to star  in  the 
dr am a of  the decade, the on ly  d i f ference is you have com plete con trol  over?  wel l , 
ever y th ing! So knock your sel f  out  cham p.
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Ar twor k by Vinaigret te
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Fer r i s W h eel

Car r ie Tet i

I t  was the end of  a beaut i f u l  day at  the beach , and the sun  had just  set  over  the 
boardwalk . Peop le walked and biked along the boards, buy ing t- sh i r ts and her m i t  cr abs. 
Seagul ls gathered to steal  the f rench  f r ies and funnel  cake that had been  lef t  beh ind . Al l  
the l i t t le k ids, includ ing m e, r ushed to get on  the r ides. I  was th ree year s old  at  the t im e. 
M y dad and I  got  on  the Fer r is wheel , and we rose to the top . I  was a l i t t le scared, but I  
calm ed down  when  I  looked out f r om  m y passenger  car  and saw the beaut i f u l  color s of  
the sky. T he r ide was going sm ooth ly, but  sudden ly, i t  stopped, r igh t  when  we got to the 
ver y h ighest poin t . I  looked down  to see crowds of  peop le d i rect ly  below m e, al l  of  them  
poin t ing up . Even  the seagul ls laughed at  m e as they f lew by. I  cr ied . To calm  m e down , 
m y dad sang a song. ?Im agine m e and you, I  do. I  th ink about i t  ever y n igh t. I t?s on ly  
r igh t , to th ink about the one you love, and hold  her  t igh t . So happy together !? W e sat 
there, 90  feet in  the ai r , for  over  an  hour, un t i l  the f i r em en  ar r ived. T hey extended thei r  
ladder s as f ar  as they cou ld , then  cl im bed up  the Fer r is wheel  to rescue us. I  cr ied  in  
rel ief  when  I  f inal ly  m ade i t  to the ground.

 W hen  m y dad told  m e that stor y, I  t r u ly  bel ieved i t . I  r em em bered being stuck in  that  
Fer r is wheel  over look ing the O cean  Ci ty  boardwalk and need ing to be rescued by the 
f i r em en . For  year s, whenever  I  looked at  that  Fer r is wheel , I  exper ienced i t  again  in  m y 
m ind. But i t  never  real ly  happened.

Ar twor k by Auror a Soosaar
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Ph otogr ap h s

Sadie For m an

 M y phone case is t i led  w i th  photos of  m y fam i ly, f r iends, and p laces I ?ve tr aveled . T he 
t im e I  wen t to Per u on  vacat ion  w i th  m y fam i ly, v isi t ing and h ik ing M achu Picchu, I  
breath lessly  w i l led  m ysel f  to the top  of  the m oun tain  and used the new d igi tal  cam er a I  
had gotten  for  m y bi r thday to snap  a photogr aph  of  the I ncan  r u ins below. O r  the t im e 
I  knel t  next  to Kar m a, m y f i f teen  year  old  black dog. M y sister  snapped a photo at  the 
per fect  m om en t, when  Kar m a?s tongue was st ick ing out just  sl igh t ly  in  a way that m ade 
i t  look as i f  she was posing for  the p icture. T he t i les are color f u l , f u l f i l l i ng a green  and 
blue color  schem e across the back of  m y phone. A p icture of  m e at  the beach  next to 
one of  m y fam i ly  sur rounded by t rees. A p icture of  m e snor kel ing in  cr ystal  blue water  
next to one on  the sum m i t  of  a gr assy m oun tain . I ?ve had th is case for  a few year s now 
and over  t im e, i t  has been  scr atched up  and the cor ner s have begun  to ch ip . But st i l l , I  
love m y phone case because of  i ts or iginal i ty, i ts per sonal i ty  and i ts ind iv idual i ty. I  love 
i t  because i t  consists of  m em or ies that  I  can  look back on  and rem in isce about.

Photogr aphy has been  used for  cen tur ies to cap ture p recise m om en ts in  t im e. W h i le 
cam er as used to be ver y d i f f i cu l t  to obtain  and were on ly  used by few, now they si t  in  
our  pockets, easi ly  accessible w i th  an  app  on  our  phones. T he f i r st  cam er a was cal led  
the Cam er a O bscur a and i t  was inven ted in  50 0  BC to study op t ics, later  dem onstr at ing 
how l igh t  can  be used to p roject  an  im age on to a f lat  sur face. T he f i r st  physical  
photogr aph  wasn?t taken  un t i l  1827 by Joseph  N icéphore N iépce but technology of  
cam er as and photogr aphs m oved r ap id ly  thereaf ter . Al though  the f i r st  cam er as were 
revolu t ionar y for  thei r  t im e, they were f lawed and ver y com plex. T he p rocess of  
creat ing a photogr aph  took eigh t hour s wh i le the im ages qu ick ly  f aded away. T hey 
were also ver y expensive and on ly  avai lable to ver y few. Photogr aphy has com e a long 
way since then , and now i t  i s used in  m any ways, both  recreat ional ly  and p rofessional ly  
to docum en t im por tan t even ts and convey m essages. 

Som e peop le say, ?A p icture is wor th  a thousand words.? T h is cer tain ly  holds t r ue about 
a photogr aph , cap tur ing a snapshot of  em ot ion . Ever y im age holds value, whether  i t 's 
cap tur ing an  im por tan t m om en t in  h istor y  or  a m om en tous day in  som ebody?s 
per sonal  l i f e. Photogr aphs share a nar r at ive, each  one w i th  som eth ing d i f feren t to tel l . 
Som eth ing d i f feren t to share w i th  i ts aud ience, m aybe just  one per son  look ing back at  
an  even t or  poten t ial ly  a group  of  peop le t r y ing to pu l l  a m essage out of  a photo. I  look 
back at  photogr aphs taken  dur ing var ious t im es in  h istor y  and am  able to see and feel  
the em ot ions cap tured by them  and obser ve the d i f ference between  l i fe in  the past 
com pared to m oder n  t im es. I t  i s also in terest ing to look back at  photogr aphs taken  
dur ing sign i f i can t m om en ts in  m y l i fe l i ke m y Bat M i tzvah -  being able to see photos of  
m e in  the Rodeph  Shalom  Synagogue reci t ing m y haf tor ah , t r y ing to swal low m y 
ner ves as m y fam i ly  and closest f r iends watch .

T he great th ing about a photo now is i ts sense of  per m anence: you can  always look 
back and rem em ber  the even ts that  took p lace sur round ing a speci f i c photogr aph . 
Un l ike a m em or y, whose tem por ar y ef fects escape you, r unn ing away as you're lef t  
gr asp ing on to som eth ing you don?t rem em ber  anym ore, a photo is forever . Forever  
rem ind ing you of  your  cupcake- them ed bi r thday par ty  when  you tur ned seven  or  the 
t im e you acted  out the p lay of  H igh  School  M usical  w i th  your  f am i ly  f r iends, p lay ing 
the role of  Gabr iel la. N o m atter  how m uch  t im e passes, you can  always look at  an  
im age and be tr anspor ted  back to the exact m om en t i t  was taken . T hese even ts can  be 
shared som eday w i th  k ids and gr andk ids, passing down  fond m em or ies to younger  
gener at ions. 

W henever  m y gr andm other  v isi ts, she always br ings an  envelope f i l led  w i th  old  
photogr aphs w i th  her , stained w i th  t im e. L ike a t im e capsu le, the m om en ts rem ain  
f rozen  in  t im e. M y m om  recal ls a stor y  to go along w i th  each  im age. T he t im e she 
dressed up  as a dog for  hal lowe?en  and wen t t r i ck or  t r eat ing around her  neighbor hood 
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i n  H er shey, Pennsy lvan ia when  she was eigh t. O r  the t im es m y gr andm other  would  
dress m y m om  and her  two sister s up  in  m atch ing outf i ts for  a photoshoot in  thei r  
backyard , thei r  for ced sm i les ind icat ing thei r  im pat ience. Each  photo shares a nar r at ive, 
snapshots of  m y m other ?s ch i ldhood that rev ive for gotten  m em or ies.

Al though  photogr aphy can  br ing back old  m em or ies and is also ver y p r act ical , there are 
m any downsides associated  w i th  photogr aphs as wel l . Grow ing up  in  the er a of  social  
m ed ia, i t  som et im es feels as though  we need to docum en t ever y m om en t of  our  l i ves or  
we w i l l  m iss som eth ing. I n  real i ty  we are m issing th ings when  we are stuck on  our  
phones tak ing p ictures, v ideos, ed i t ing and post ing to var ious social  m ed ia accoun ts. 
T here is a skewed percep t ion  that photos are super ior  because they are tangible and can  
be looked back on . I n  actual i ty, we value m em or ies m ore than  physical  photogr aphs 
and by tak ing photos of  ever y th ing, we have lost  the value in  cap tur ing a m om en t 
th rough  m em or ies. Add i t ional ly, the per m anence of  a photogr aph  that has been  seen  as 
a good and power fu l  tool  for  so m any year s, has becom e an  un for tunate side ef fect . 
O nce you post som eth ing on  social  m ed ia, i t  w i l l  last  forever , even  i f  i t  i s deleted , i t  w i l l  
always ex ist  som ewhere because of  the per m anen t d igi tal  wor ld .

A say ing I  th ink about som et im es is, ?I f  you don?t have a photo, d id  i t  even  happen?? I  
have dwel led  on  th is a lot  because we l ive in  a t im e where cam er as are in  our  phones 
and we always have access to them , ever yone feels the need to cap ture each m om en t 
instead of  l i v ing in the m om en t. W e don?t spend enough  t im e in  the p resen t, instead we 
cap ture the p resen t to look at  later . Tak ing p ictures and v ideos of  our  f r iends and 
fam i ly, sav ing them  as m em or ies when  we aren?t actual ly  there to rem em ber  them  in  
the f i r st  p lace. T here is a f ine l ine between  hav ing a photogr aph  to rem em ber  a good 
t im e and hav ing a photogr aph  that rep laces a good t im e.

Ar twor k by Em m et Sun
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Sw oosh , T h u d , T hw ack

D ev Gupta

I  am  not en t i r ely  sure what i s so sat isf y ing about tossing som eth ing up  and down  over  
and over  again . M aybe i t 's the thwack of  the object  h i t t ing your  hand or  the coolness of  i t  
against  your  palm  but I  have never  real ly  known . W hen  I  was younger, I  used to si t  
around and toss a bal l  over  and over  again . Som etim es stand ing, som et im es si t t ing, 
som et im es ly ing on  the f loor  th row ing i t  str aigh t up  and al low ing i t  to f al l  towards m y 
face before catch ing i t . Som e days I  would  stand in  f r on t  of  a l i t t le sect ion  of  wal l  in  m y 
house and th row the sof t  foam  against  the wal l  and catch  i t . Soon  th is becam e a habi t , 
swoosh, thud, thwack; th row, wal l , catch ; swoosh, thud, thwack. O ver  and over  again , day 
af ter  day, year  af ter  year . Even  now, I  som et im es just  need the calm  that com es f rom  
th row ing and catch ing. Som etim es I  need that t im e to let  m y m ind dr i f t . Som etim es m y 
though ts lead m e to m y school  wor k . ?I  have som e biology that needs doing?. Swoosh. 
?Shouldn?t be too hard?. T hud. ?T hat h istor y  qu iz tom or row m igh t be som eth ing 
though?. T hwack. O ccasional ly  the conver sat ion  would  dr i f t  elsewhere. ?W hat was that 
k i l ler  dad joke I  heard  today?? Swoosh. ?O h , that?s r igh t , when  som eone says hey?. T hud. 
?H ay is for  hor ses not for  peop le and are you a hor se? To that I  say neigh .? T hwack. Af ter  
a wh i le, one en ter s a near  m ed i tat ive state w i th  the m etronom ic stead iness p rov ided by 
the bal l  head ing to the wal l  and i ts p red ictable retur n . Af ter  w r i t ing th is jour nal  I  p lan  
on  going to m y wal l  and th row ing the bal l  for  a bi t . I t  always takes a few m inutes to get 
that  hypnot ic r hy thm  going. T here is an  occasional  out-of - t im e one that r u ins the 
whole ef fect  but  once you pass that star ter  stage i t?s sm ooth  r unn ing. Swoosh. 
T hanksgiv ing soon . T hud. A break f rom  wor k . T hwack. Sleep ing in . Swoosh. Two m ore 
tests. T hud. Just a few m ore days. T hwack. I  l i ke school , but  I  know I  w i l l  take f u l l  
advan tage of  th is break. I  toss the bal l  in to the bucket where i t  r ests w i th  a resound ing 
floof.

Por tr ai t  by Adele Goldader

Jetstream  Sam  by Em m et Sun
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O n  T r ader  Joe's M in i  Ch ocolate M in t  Star s

Z oë Al ter

O n  the top ic of  these l i t t le star s, one m ust f i r st  consider  the size of  them . I  hold  one 
now in  m y hand. I t  r ests del i cately  in  m y palm , sof t  and inof fensive. I ts f ive-p ronged 
sides are l i ke a baby 's f inger s, the size and shape sl igh t ly  accur ate. N o m atter  the 
sen t im en tal  m ood I  am  in , I  w i l l  always p refer  m in ty  chocolate to a fetus: both  are 
or gan ic, but  on ly  one is ed ible. I  cannot sim p ly  package babies' hands in  a l igh t  green  
box. T he adver t i sem en t would  be too vu lgar , and of  cour se, eth ical ly  i t  would  be tr agic. 
M aybe that i s what I  l i ke about these l i t t le f r esh  star s. T hey are nei ther  t r agic nor  do 
they requ i re any th ing f rom  m e. T h is i s also d i f feren t f r om  a baby. A baby requ i res 
ever y th ing, i t  year ns sel f i sh ly  for  war m th , com for t , love. I  on ly  have war m th , com for t , 
and love for  these l i t t le star s. I  love the way they feel  when  I  bi te in to them  when  I  chew 
and swal low when  thei r  f lavor s er up t in  m y m outh  l i ke a green  volcan ic er up t ion . T hey 
com for t  m e, these star s, thei r  f i ve l i t t le l im bs descend ing down  m y esophagus. I  
swal low, and they t i ck le m y stom ach , before hugging i t . T hey m ake sure m y or gans are 
happy, w i th  thei r  at ten t ive l i t t le hands, caressing and sm ooth ing m y insides. W ar m th  
exp lodes inside of  m e at  the m ere though t of  these l i t t le f r iends of  m ine. T hey cannot 
com m un icate w i th  m e, but they can  m ake m e feel  loved. T hey are not Ch r istm as, but 
they are the hol idays. W h i le they do not of fer  m e gi f ts, and they do not k iss m e wh i le I  
am  wear ing red  f lannel  pajam as, they instead caress m y l ips w i th  som eth ing unden iable: 
sweet, decaden t f lavor . L ike a baby, I  w i l l  r eseal  thei r  box, m ake sure they are tucked 
in to bed so that the D evi l  cannot steal  m y l i t t le in fan t m in t  star s f r om  m e. 

Coach  by Fot in i  M ourelatous
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Vign et te # 1

M arcus Ch iang

I t?s sur p r isingly  easy to p lay a par t  r igh t  wh i le sound ing com pletely  awfu l . W i th  any 
instr um en t, touch  is im per at ive to gett ing the r igh t  tone for  a song. Play a key too loud ly  
on  a p iano, and you?l l  jo l t  som eone out of  the wor ld  of  the m usic and back in to a stu f f y  
reci tal  r oom . Bow that cel lo str ing a l i t t le too forcefu l ly, and sudden ly  Bach?s p relude 
sounds l i ke jer ky notes w i th  no real  r hym e or  reason  to thei r  p lacem en ts. Sure, i t  m ay 
not be unp leasan t, but  anyone who?s l i stened to enough  m usic w i l l  be able to tel l  that  
som eth ing, one cr ucial  th ing, i s m issing.

W i th  the dr um s, i t?s ver y hard  to p lay a ?wrong? note. You?l l  never  m iss and h i t  the snare 
wh i le sw inging on  the r ide. T he cr ash  cym bals m ay hang over  the tom s, but i t?s not l i ke 
you?re in  danger  of  clam p ing that h i -hat acciden tal ly  because you need a strong snare 
tone. N o, the t rouble doesn?t com e f rom  p lay ing the wrong or  r igh t  th ing; i t?s how you 
p lay i t . A sim p le groove can  sound uncom for table and weak because that st i ck i s just  a 
l i t t le too h igh , that  pedal  i s just  a l i t t le too loose. I t?s not easi ly  d iagnosable, ei ther . I t?s 
on ly  af ter  I ?ve l i stened to m ysel f  p lay the sam e four  bar s of  H otel  Cal i for n ia that  I  
r eal i ze that  h i -hat str i ke before the th i r d  beat i s just  sl igh t ly  enunciated . I ?l l  l i sten  to 
Kn igh ts of  Cydon ia over  and over  to deter m ine what m akes the song gal lop . W hy does 
Rush  st i l l  feel  l i ke hal f - t im e when  the song has long since tr ansi t ioned in to double?

And even  af ter  I  f igure out that  those bass dr um  doubles m ove the song, and that the 
r ide cym bal  pai r s w i th  the bongos to keep  the sam e feel  of  the in tro, I ?m  stuck w i th  the 
chal lenge of  actual ly  rep l i cat ing i t  m ysel f . T hat h i -hat str i ke is going to feel  awkward  the 
f i r st  dozen  t im es I  t r y  i t . T he syncopat ion  between  those bass doubles and the open  
h i -hat groove have m e tr ipp ing over  the beat before the m ain  gu i tar  r i f f  even  begins. I  
let  out  a sm al l  laugh , alone in  the basem en t, as I  l i sten  to just  how fast  I  need to sw ing 
wh i le som ehow m ain tain ing a groove that should  be hal f  the speed. And once that?s 
f in ished, once I  can  r un  i t  th rough  w i th  that  extr a h i -hat str i ke, consisten t bass pedals, 
and consisten t tem po, I  am  back at  square one. I  have im proved, but i t?s not hard  to 
im prove over  noth ing; now, to focus on  that one f i l l  at  the end of  the chor us. T he 3:2 
poly r hy thm  dur ing the outro, sp l i t  between  m y r igh t  foot  and hand. T he dr um  solo that  
shouts and responds w i th  a t r om bone.

But to m e, th is i s the beauty and the chal lenge of  d r um m ing. I t?s so bare bones and 
sim p le that  the on ly  way to get better  i s doubl ing down  on  those m inuscu le changes. 
T he veloci ty  of  the st i ck . T he extr a m i l l i second or  so I  spend on  the tom s. I t  can  be 
excr uciat ing, sure, but  i t?s al l  wor th  i t  for  that  one m om en t where you know you?ve done 
i t  r igh t . You?re locked in to the beat. You?ve gotten  so com for table w i th  the groove that 
your  body begins to ad just  to i t  in  real  t im e. Your  st i ck lower s i tsel f , you beat down  on  
that pedal . Ever y th ing is just  right.
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Eu caly p tu s an d  M en th ol

Fot in i  M ourelatos

T hey found h im  dead in  the m eadow, th ree bu l let  holes th rough  the neck and 
col lar bone in  a per fect  t r iangle (the coroner  m easured). I n  h is lef t  hand, st i l l  gr ipped 
t igh t ly, was a du l led  k i tchen  kn i fe that  wasn?t h is. H is sweater  sm el led  of  m usk and 
eucalyp tus.

H e was known , but he was not known . T he townspeop le had al l  m et h im  at  least  once 
th roughout the year s, whether  th rough  a bor rowed book, per fect ly  tuned to thei r  
in terests, or  a len t  ham m er  or  a p ie given  on  hol idays, m yster iously  absen t of  the 
receiver ?s al ler gens, regard less of  whether  or  not he was exp l ici t ly  to ld  what ingred ien ts 
to avoid . H e paid  no par t i cu lar  at ten t ion  to h is reputat ion . O p in ions d i f fered  som ewhat, 
but  he was not hated . 

H e was loved. H e l ived  on  the edge of  town  next to the forest  in  a house too lar ge, 
sur rounded by sugar  m ap les and peach  trees. H e wor ked at  a hardware store som ewhat 
closer  to the cen ter  of  town , known  by som e to be obnoxious and to other s endear ing. 
At the end of  the day, those who had issues w i th  h im  sim p ly  tur ned thei r  backs on  h im . 
What good would it be, they m used, to change him? And so he was lef t  alone.

T he way he car r ied  h im sel f  was w i th  an  ef for t less p recision . I t  was said  he never  
exposed h is neck. H e cou ld?ve though t h im sel f  a god and h is sur round ings h is k ingdom , 
i f  he w ished, and on  sour  days i t  looked alm ost as i f  he d id . Som e doubted h is 
per fect ion , sm el led  a shar pness beneath  h is rosy exter ior . Per haps they were r igh t . Few 
were close enough  to h im  to f ind  out. 

H e was alone, l i v ing in  a spr awl ing, ancien t, grey-stone hom e that stood out f r om  the 
m odest br ick-and-m or tar  rowhom es found down town . H is hom e, vaguely  rem in iscen t 
of  a French  coun tr y  house, was blanketed in  f lower ing ivy and w ister ia. H is garden , i f  i t  
cou ld  be cal led  that, was r un  th rough  w i th  on ion  f lower s in  br i l l i an t  wh i te and pur p le 
and sh in ing yel low weeds. T hose who had gone inside the house noted f i r st  i ts 
alm ost-neatness: d ishes were lef t  on  the coun ter , but  they were stacked and pushed 
aside; he had no bookshelves yet there was order  to h is p i les of  books; the cush ions and 
blankets strewn  over  h is sofa were tussled  in  a way that seem ed inv i t ing. T hey would  
then  not ice alm ost al l  was green ; the f ur n i ture, the wal ls, the f lower s. Al l  along the 
f i r - colored wal ls were str ings of  l i t t le l igh ts, and potted  p lan ts th r ived in  the glow ing 
pools beneath  them . T he car pets looked Tur k ish  in  sty le, but  sh im m ered w i th  
con tr ast ing shades of  green ; pale v i r id ian , deep ph thalo, sh in ing jade, ol ive, and 
em er ald . T he great sugar  m ap les in  the backyard  were also decked w i th  l igh ts, and on  
war m  sum m er  n igh ts they shone l i ke a m in iature galaxy. T he sm el l  of  sim m er ing peach  
p reser ves wreathed the house. I n  the f al l , he would  br ing in  bouquets of  r ed  leaves and 
p reser ve them  in  such  a m anner  that  they would  stay sof t  th roughout the season , woven  
in to m in t  cur tains or  p laced am ongst the p istach io-colored car nat ions. H is nam e was 
O m ar. 

N ick was one of  the lucky (unlucky, unlucky, the townspeop le cl i cked af ter ) who d id  
bef r iend h im . H e knew h im  for  a good six year s, a t im e he considered long and the 
town  considered shor t . O n  weekends they shut them selves in  O m ar ?s too- lar ge house 
and put h is wor r y ingly  expansive record  col lect ion  to use. O n  weekn igh ts O m ar  cou ld  
be seen  lounging on  the balcony r ai l ing of  N ick?s apar tm en t, cr ad l ing a glass of  
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som eth ing p ink . H is head was cr aned up , f acing the sky, and he sm i led  at  the star s. T he 
apar tm en t was in  a state of  st i f led  or gan izat ion , where dresser s and f loor s were kep t f r ee 
of  clu t ter  and the sur round ings were decor ated  sm ar t ly  but the insides, the dr awer s and 
the closets and the boxes under  the bed, were in  tangled  d isar r ay. T he cr am ped si t t ing 
room  was upkept in  a m anner  he though t m ature, decked out in  si lver  and wh i te, h is 
bachelor ?s degree f r am ed above the two-seater  sofa. T h roughout the apar tm en t the 
sm el l  of  eucalyp tus and m en thol  hung heavy in  the ai r , cour tesy of  the oin tm en t N ick 
r ubbed in to h is ach ing ar m s and join ts ever y other  n igh t.  

N ick was an  outsider , em p loyed at  the town?s on ly  salon / bar ber shop, w inn ing the job 
the m om en t the owner  caugh t sigh t  of  the in tr i cate br aids weaving across h is scalp  (ones 
he had put in  h im sel f ). H e washed and cut hai r  for  a l i v ing, and so h is apar tm en t was 
f i l led  w i th  clear  bott les of  jewel- colored sham poos (O m ar, natur al ly, was cap t ivated  the 
f i r st  t im e he caugh t sigh t  of  them ). N ick?s hands cr acked and bled  each  af ter noon  and 
he repai red  the f i ssures as best he cou ld  w i th  petroleum  jel ly  each  n igh t, on ly  for  them  
to reopen  the com ing m or n ing. Custom er s soon  not iced the del igh t  he took in  the 
unexpected, in  t i l t ing thei r  heads ever y wh ich  way in  the m ost coun ter- in tu i t ive 
m anner s in  order  to wor k h is m agic, in  tel l ing them  anecdotes about h is t im e study ing 
at  a f ar -away p rest igious un iver si ty. T hey qu ick ly  lear ned that he?d pun ish  those who 
showed up  for  a wash  w i th  stubbor n  p roduct in  thei r  hai r  w i th  i cy  water  and 
fou l- sm el l ing soaps. 

N ick was not exact ly  d isl i ked  in  the sam e m anner  that  O m ar  was loved, but six year s was 
not enough  t im e for  the body of  the town  to war m  to h im . O ne cou ld  f ind  any l i st  of  
r easons f loat ing around the par ks and cafe?s: h is tendencies in  the bar ber shop, h is 
know- i t -al l  at t i tude, the way h is voice was just  that  bi t  louder  than  ever yone else?s. I t  was 
a good th ing no one was there to tel l  N ick about h is f r iend?s status as beloved. D esp i te 
that , N ick had caugh t the eye of  m any, f r om  O m ar ?s rowdy cowor ker s to the qu iet  gi r l  
who wor ked at  a cof fee shop. T hose who d id  not have issues w i th  h im  tr ied  to reach  out, 
to show the town  what they though t they saw in  h im . And so he was changed.

T h rough  each  other , N ick and O m ar  found thei r  jealousies. Som e n igh ts N ick would  
appear  unannounced at  O m ar ?s hom e, on ly  to stare at  the car nat ions wh i le h is m outh  
watered, t r ace the w i ld  sp lay ing of  the stem s and leaves w i th  h is eyes un t i l  they would  
roam  and rep l icate them  on  thei r  own . W hen  he tr ied  to sleep , f ain t ly  l i t  green  l ines 
would  t r ack beh ind  h is eyel ids. O m ar, though , sh ivered w i th  envy. Som e weekn igh ts he 
would  f al l  si len t  m id-sen tence, m id-word , and p ick up  one of  the jewel- colored bott les, 
adm i r ing i ts per fect  posi t ion ing along the w indowsi l l , p i ty ing N ick for  h is inabi l i ty  to 
rep l i cate that  per fect ion  elsewhere, w ish ing he was the one l iv ing in  the t iny apar tm en t 
w i th  the m essy dr awer s and the sweet-sm el l ing sham poos, al l  the wh i le dam n ing N ick 
for  what he had. H e?d pocketed m ore than  a few of  those bott les. I t?s only fair, he though t 
as he caugh t sigh t  of  one of  h is car nat ions p ropagat ing in  N ick?s bath room . Som e days 
he?d cal l  out  sick on ly  to fol low N ick around, watch  the ban ter  N ick held  w i th  ever yone 
he m et w i th  a water ing m outh . O ther s he?d avoid  h im  at  al l  costs, bad-m outh ing h im  to 
whoever  bothered to l i sten .

I n  the weeks before, O m ar  bem oaned h is lonesom eness, how the vast stretches of  h is 
house grew lar ger  and lar ger  w i th  each  day. N ick l i stened pol i tely  and though t of  h is 
own  apar tm en t closing in  on  h im . H e wasn?t sure, but he?d though t he?d lost  a room  in  
the past m on th . And wh i le O m ar  droned on  and on  about h is lack of  connect ions, about 
how the regu lar s at  the hardware store had been  out of  town  and lef t  h im  alone, N ick 
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though t about how he?d been  l iv ing in  the town  for  six and a hal f  year s and st i l l  no one 
gave h im  so m uch  as a passing glance. 

T hey had grown , as al l  th ings do. I t  so happened to be in  d i f feren t d i rect ions. N ick?s 
once jubi lan t  voice had tur ned sh r i l l , and O m ar ?s al lu r ing qu ietness had becom e 
d iscom for t ing. St i l l , they rem ained together  because they though t they had no one else. 
T hat wasn?t t r ue, of  cour se. Given  som e t im e, there were no shor tage of  peop le 
unw i l l ing to bef r iend the boisterous foreigner  or  the endear ing oddbal l  who l ived  by the 
woods. 

For  som e reason , there was a f igh t . N o one saw and no one heard , but they not iced the 
af ter m ath  th rough  gaps in  the bl inds and cur tains, th rough  the qu iet  scr ubbing at  thei r  
scalps or  the near-si len t  d ing of  the register . N ick?s apar tm en t had tur ned inside-out, 
w i th  ever y h idden  kn ick-knack and odd bi t  on  d isorder ly  d isp lay. O m ar ?s vast house 
had been , for  the f i r st  t im e in  a long wh i le, deep-cleaned and put in  p lace. H e had even  
bu i l t  bookshelves. T he blam e f l ip - f lopped.

N o one knew where N ick found the gun , nor  O m ar  the kn i fe. W hat unsett led  m ost was 
the color  of  the blade: the deep copper  that  m atched O m ar ?s sk in  so m uch  that, at  a f i r st  
glance, one cou ldn?t d ist ingu ish  between  h is hand and the hand le. 
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T h e H igh  Road

   L auren  Coss
I t?s the hottest  day of  sum m er  and the sun  is beat ing down  on  the asphal t  outside, ready 
to pounce as soon  as I  walk out at  the end of  m y sh i f t . M y boss loves the hottest  day of  
sum m er, you know, since he owns an  ice cream  shop and al l . I  however, do not 
appreciate the m id-Ju ly  over f low of  custom er s. Som eth ing they never  tel l  you is just  
how t i r ing scoop ing your  1,0 0 0 th  scoop of  i ce cream  is wh i le a br at ty  f ive-year-old  
wh ines to thei r  m om  about how they wan ted 2 scoops instead of  1. Today began  just  l i ke 
any other  day. I  b iked in to wor k in  the hot sun  drenched in  sweat d ream ing of  being 
welcom ed in to the open  ar m s of  the ai r  cond i t ion ing. I ?m  open ing up  shop today, and I  
can  al ready see custom er s hover ing outside wai t ing for  m e to open  up  the gates of  
heaven  when  I  f l ip  the sign  in  the w indow f rom  ?Sorry, we?re closed? to ?We?re open!?. I  lock 
up  m y bike and r um m age for  the key in  m y pocket to un lock the door. O nce I  get  i t  
open , the AC im m ediately  m akes m e feel  al ive again . I  pu l l  on  m y ?Ice Cream  Fundae? 
apron , and t ie a bow in  the back. I  know, the nam e is so cutesy i t  alm ost m akes you wan t 
to puke, doesn?t i t . I  w ipe down  the coun ter , tu r n  on  the l igh ts, take the l ids of  al l  the 
f lavor s, clean  the scooper s, and ref i l l  the topp ings before I  am  f inal ly  ready to open  up  
shop. I  walk up  to the door, and to the custom er s del igh t , I  tu r n  the sign , and Ice Cream  
Fundae is open  again . As I  am  walk ing back beh ind  the coun ter , I  hear  the l i t t le tw ink le 
of  the bel l  that  the door  m akes when  i t?s opened. I  p repare m ysel f  for  a ver y long solo 
sh i f t?  M ered i th  i s supposed to be here, but we both  know she never  shows up . I  tu r n  
around to greet the custom er  and the shock of  f am i l iar i ty  pu lses th rough  m y veins. 
From  just  that  one glance, I  was instan t ly  shot back to a t im e before. Even  before I  
totaled  m y car  and was forced to take scorch ing hot bike r ides to wor k ever y day. So l i ke, 
3 m on ths before. I t  al l  washes over  m e in  just  one instan t. T he oh -so- rom an t ic f i r st  date 
at  T GI  Fr idays. T he t im e he fel l  and broke h is ank le at  the rol ler  r ink (wh ich  was f rom  
gett ing too exci ted  when  they tur ned on  ?Play that Funky M usic? by the way). Even  the 
t im e we snuck in to that  coun tr y  club together  and p retended to be ?M r. and M s. 
Bar fm en? and put sh r im p cocktai l  and fancy w ine ?on  the tab? al l  n igh t . And f inal ly, I  
r em em ber  the t im e he told  m e he loved m e and I  though t he m ean t i t . You know, I  
don?t consider  m ysel f  ver y p icky. T here are lots of  th ings I  would  have been  happy to 
get on  m y 1 year  ann iver sar y. M aybe som e f lower s, a date, jewelr y, or  even  just  a card  al l  
would  have been  happ i ly  received. T he one th ing I  per sonal ly  d idn?t wan t for  m y 
ann iver sar y was to walk in  on  h im  cheat ing on  m e wh i le I  was on  m y way to give h im  
h is gi f t  and hom em ade cake. You know, I  chose the h igh  road that day. I  wan ted noth ing 
m ore than  to sm ash  that cake in  h is d isgust ing l i t t le f ace. I nstead, I  walked away and ate 
that  cake m ysel f , cr y ing in  m y dor m  w i th  m y f lustered room m ate by m y side. Yet here 
he is, in  my p lace of  wor k . Q ui te som e ner ve, don?t ya th ink? I  r eal i ze that  I  have been  
stand ing here, f r ozen , star ing for  god knows how long. I  snap  back in to i t  just  in  t im e to 
hear  h im  say ?h i  Ivy? in  that  classical ly  m an ipu lat ive way he always does. W ho does th is 
m an  th ink he is? I  ignore h is greet ing and put on  m y fakest, m ost passive aggressive 
custom er  ser v ice voice and say ?what can  I  get  for  ya?? I  sm i le w i th  closed l ips and eyes 
that cou ld  bi te. H e order s a lar ge dai r y  f r ee chocolate m i lkshake. ?Com ing r igh t  up ,? I  
say in  a voice so sweet i t  cou ld?ve given  anyone a cav i ty. W ow, I  had for gotten . H e is 
lactose in toler an t, al ler gic to nuts, and al ler gic to cats. H e tr u ly  i s the weakest l ink . I  walk 
in to the back where we keep the special ty  f lavor s and I  hear  h im  cal l  out  to m e as I  walk 
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away say ing, ?Ivy, l i sten  I  just  wan t to talk .? W hat on  ear th  cou ld  he wan t to talk to m e 
about? M aybe the f act  that  he had been  cheat ing on  m e for  over  two m on ths? I  put  the 
ice cream  in to the blender  and tur n  i t  on  f u l l  b last  to d rown  out the sound of  h is t inny 
voice. I  pour  the m i lkshake in to the Sty rofoam  cup  and gr in  a m al icious gr in  f r om  ear  
to ear . I  walk back out hold ing the m i lkshake m uch  too t igh t . I  gr ab a str aw, and say 
that?l l  be $3. H e hands m e the bi l ls, yam m er ing on  about how he is sor r y, and how i f  I  
take h im  back he would  be better  th is t im e. I  ignore i t  al l . I  take a deep breath , look up  at  
h im , and sm i le. I  hand h im  the m i lkshake, and say, ?L eave now, en joy the rest  of  your  
day !? H e reluctan t ly  walks out, m i lkshake in  hand. N ow you m ay be im pressed, p roud 
even  that I  have taken  the h igh  road for  the second t im e. I  m ean , how m ature i t  was for  
m e to have resisted  the ur ge of  th row ing that m i lkshake on  h is help less f ace. And you 
know what, you?re r igh t . I  th ink I  shou ld  get cred i t  for  r esist ing that ur ge. I  m ean , i t  
cou ld  have been  purely  acciden tal  that  I  used regu lar  i ce cream  in  th is poor  severely  
lactose in toler an t m an?s m i lkshake. I  bet  he?l l  feel  sor r y  when  he is keeled  over  on  the 
toi let  ton igh t. But you know what? I f  he cal ls to com plain  I ?l l  just  say the sam e th ing he 
said  to m e the n igh t I  found out he was cheat ing. ?Ever yone m akes m istakes!? So yeah , 
wh i le the h igh  road is great and al l , for  today I  th ink m y way wor ked just  a l i t t le bi t  
bet ter .

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
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A huge thank you to our Inklings:  Adele Goldader, Fot in i  M ourelatos, Blake Riesen feld ,

Sean  M cGof f , D ar ia Shepelavy, L eigh  N ewm an , Gr ace Sch legel , Kat ia Cam pos and M s. 
N ovo 

_ Acknowledgments:

Fi r st  and forem ost, we would  l i ke to give a sincere thanks to our  club adv isor , M s. 
N ovo. W e would  be lost  w i thout her  carefu l  care, at ten t ion , and rem inder s to get our  
wor k done. So m any gener at ions of  IN K have f lour ished under neath  her  leader sh ip  and 
we are con f iden t that  f u ture classes w i l l  too.

A big thanks to our  I nk l ings for  ever y th ing they 've done; at tended m eet ings, 
com pi led  wor ks, created cover s, con tr ibuted  wor k . Best of  luck in  your  f u ture 
endeavor s!

Final ly, we would  l i ke to give a great big T H AN K YO U to ever yone who 
con tr ibuted ! W i thout your  ar t  and wr i t ing our  m agazine would  not ex ist . Keep on  
creat ing, no m atter  where you f ind  your selves down  the l ine. Ever yone who con tr ibuted  
is so sk i l led  and talen ted  and we are gr atefu l  to be able to include your  wor ks in  our  
m agazine.
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