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IN LOVING MEMORY OF

Dwayne Haskins

RAFAELLA EFFIO & JACK WILSON 24'

The day you passed

a new star came by,

infinite wishes will be

made on your star.

A shining light

as you were on earth,

now in heaven

you will forever shine.



an ancient
Greek concept
meaning the
divine reason
implicit in 
the cosmos, 

giving it
order, form,
and meaning

 λόγος
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Art by Carolyn Tang

She was beautiful.She was beautiful.
She was a work of art inShe was a work of art in
every way.every way.

Her smile shined brighterHer smile shined brighter
than the sun above her.than the sun above her.

Her laughter brought joyHer laughter brought joy
to aching hearts.to aching hearts.

Her words were blanketsHer words were blankets
of comfort on a cold day.of comfort on a cold day.

She was beautiful.She was beautiful.
She was a work of art inShe was a work of art in
every way.every way.

Her walk was full ofHer walk was full of
confidence,confidence,  
the type to make you lookthe type to make you look
twice.twice.

Her eyes told stories likeHer eyes told stories like
no other,no other,

Her touch was gentle andHer touch was gentle and
kind.kind.

She was beautiful.She was beautiful.
SHE WAS A WORK OF ART IN EVERY WAY.SHE WAS A WORK OF ART IN EVERY WAY.

SHE WAS BEAUTIFUL
Noor Sissoko
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Moments 
i n  
Between
ol i v i a  barrett

Moments in between 

Life through the cracks

Those voids that no one 

Tells you how to fill

No milestones

Nothing to remember 

Fractures of insignificant

Normality 

Those are the warmest

Sunny golden moments

Where soulful yellowing

Shadows crawl across 

The wall

From the exhausting sun

Submerging below a skyline

And you dance over sidewalk

Lines 

And skip under telephone

Wires 

It makes you see the beauty 

The gracefulness of life 

These small minutes are the

Moments in between 

The most brilliant and

Foggiest pieces of our being

Photo by ca i t l i n  rowan
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W H E R E  I  

M E T  Y O U

N O O R  S I S S O K O

I met you under the night sky

I remember every star shining brighter than the one before her

I remember your face and the ocean that you call eyes 

I don't remember much from before 

Just that there is nothing I would rather do than be with you more 

I met you under the light of day 

I remember the way those ocean eyes stared into mine

I remember the dance my heart played when I was near you 

I don't want you to forget me 

Just let me look at you for a while and my heart will dance with glee 

I met you at the place I call home

I remember all the sweet words you spoke

I remember those sleepy eyes and weary smiles

I don't want you to leave 

Just lay there and continue to deceive 

I met you around the block

I remember the silence that lingered between us 

I remember the pain my heart felt 

I don't want this to end 

Just stay right here so we can continue to pretend 

I don't meet you anymore 

I still think of the ocean you call eyes 

I still think of the sweet words and weary smiles 

You never told me what I did 

Just left, didn't say goodbye, and hid
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Zetong Bian
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I was kept away from what felt like everything. It was my only option. I apologize. 

Allow me to start from the beginning, the real one, of course. Everyone knows the tale
of poor "Sleeping Beauty," but they are wrong. I was trapped in a dainty cottage.
Freedom was snatched from me from the time I was born. By the time I was 13, I felt
lonely, knowing there were people I wouldn’t get the chance to meet. One day, I
decided this whole obedience idea was getting a little old. I crept through the cottage
kitchen and grasped the rusted doorknob. It would lead me to where I felt I belonged. I
had never been outside without an adult. I felt free, relieved almost. I skipped into the
forest without a second thought. I marveled at the view, listening closely to the
orchestra of birds and branches groaning as critters crawled through the
undergrowth. Then something grasped my attention. I caught a glimpse of the most
beautiful color red I had ever seen. Sheltered by that glistening color of crimson was a
girl. She was wearing a red cape with a hood as red as blood and she was staring
right back at me. 

Red and Aurora’s Confessions
 

I had always been obedient. I never broke the rules. I had to get away, and if I hadn’t, I
wouldn’t have met her. 

I’m sorry. Allow me to start from the beginning, the real one, of course. 

We all know the tale of the little, sweet maiden girl called "Red Riding Hood." The wolf
wasn’t the only thing that ate me up. Any sort of creativity was snatched from me
from the time I was born. I was always a suck-up to my mother and constantly
needed her approval. I got sick and tired of being the only one doing anything in the
house. I needed to escape, so I did. One day, she asked me to go to my grandmother's
house and bring her bread and flowers because she was sick. I decided I’d obey for
my grandmother's sake. 

As I skipped into the woods, I peered around at the unfamiliar surroundings. I was
curious and wanted to explore. I must stay on the path, I thought. I went straight to
my grandmother's house, gave her the goods, and continued on my journey home.
On my way back to my home, the forest called to me once more. This time I strayed
into the woods. I sat in the long grass, taking in the thicket’s beauty, when something
caught my eye. A flash of white. It was a girl my age, wearing a peasant dress. She
had golden, short hair and rosy cheeks. She was staring right back at me.

KCG
Aurora

red
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The two girls exchanged glances, inching closer to each other. They introduced
themselves and began conversing while sitting in a meadow of wild rye. Fenced in by
the tall trees, laughing and playing, they lost track of time. Eventually, the sun began
hinting that it would dip below the horizon. The girls bid their goodbyes and planned
to meet again the next day. Both arrived home in time for their guardians not to
suspect a thing. The next day, Aurora snuck out to the woods again, and Red did the
same. They met at the same place. They did this for many days, sharing their stories,
interests, and passions. Months after their friendship had begun, Aurora showed up
at the meeting spot as always, but Red didn’t.

aurora
I waited for Red for what seemed like years, but she never came. I wailed and bawled
my eyes out at the meadow day after day, expecting her to appear. I felt like a piece
of me was missing. She was my secret, the only thing important to me, and she was
gone. I knew that something was stopping her. I eventually convinced myself she was
deceased. She was the only friend I ever had. 

I spent so many days hoping I would see her bright burgundy cape one last time until
I finally snapped. I ran towards the nearest moonseed plant. Moonseeds are the most
toxic berries I know of, so I ate and ate and ate. Each berry went down my throat as
fast as each tear droplet descended my cheek. My head became heavy. I fell and 
 everything became black. No noises, no pain, nothing. 

red
Many days after Aurora and I first met, I arrived home and saw my mother waiting for
me on the doorstep of our cottage. She looked furious. I wasn't supposed to take that
long coming home from the market. She spat words of profanity and degradation at
me. She heard from a passing peasant that I had been straying off the path to meet
someone. When my mother demanded who this person was, I told her it was a girl.
How did I know her? How did I know she wasn’t dangerous? She was a stranger. 

My mother became my captor, and Aurora became my craving. My mother took my
cape just in case I tried to leave. I disconnected from the world and fell into a deep,
lugubrious hole. This feeling tore me apart, and I felt helpless. I mourned, knowing
Aurora would show up for me every day, hoping I would appear. 

aurora
I woke up in an unfamiliar room. I was surrounded by apothecaries cheering and
yelping with joy. They hugged each other and exclaimed their happiness to one
another. Amongst the gleeful crowd stood a young man in his mid-20s. His reaction
was unlike that of the other people. He was still. His face was surprised, in awe. 

9



He explained my situation. The berries had done much damage to my organs. The
group of medics did everything they could to save me but couldn't, and the poison
sent me into a coma for years. The young man had conducted research and
eventually found the reason for the coma. He extracted it and brought me back to life
after years of hard work and dedication. 

My parents had arranged for us to marry if he were to awaken me in time for my 16th
birthday. I disagreed with this arrangement. I still remembered Red. I told them
everything. My parents forbade me from ever seeing her again. After much dispute, I
gave up and let the marriage happen. My new husband told me stories of how he had
read to me while I was asleep and fell in love with me for my beauty. How flattering.
He wasn’t all that bad though. He cared for me very much and we lived happily ever
after.

red
Sorrow and hopelessness led me to him. I never had a father figure at home, just
my mother. One day as I met a huntsman in town. He was new to the village and
introduced himself to me. We talked, and he told me of his adventures. I was so in
awe of his stories that I begged to meet him in the same place tomorrow. We did
this for a while, and he taught me many valuable lessons. He gave me fatherly
advice. I invited him to our house for dinner. Since I had spent my past years
dwelling in the pain and gloom of losing Aurora, my mother was happy to have a
guest for dinner. We talked and laughed about old stories and adventures. He
made me laugh. It was the happiest I had felt in a long time. I was happy, my
mother was happy, and the man was happy. Eventually, we asked him to move in
with us. He had pulled me from the monster’s jaws, cut me from its stomach, and
slain it. She no longer kept hold of me. We lived happily ever after. 

Both mothers used the stories you may know today to cover what

connections their daughters had with each other. A spinning wheel

instead of poisonous berries and a wolf instead of depression. Sleeping

Beauty and Red Riding Hood? How could those two tales be connected?

They tried to make sure this information would never surface ever

again. They did a good job. You’re reading this now though, right? This

is one side of this story. You grew up with another, I know. Although, you

really shouldn’t believe a story until you’ve heard all sides to it. 

10
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P A R A L L E LU N I V E R S E
EMILY HE

PHOTO BY NOOR KHANDPUR
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I don't understand why
I am so scared

Why I tremble in anytime
someone calls my name

Why I freak out so much
I don't enjoy the game

Why I need someone
to lift me up

But most of all

Why I let my control me

Why I'm scared to be myself

Why I'm scared to let someone in

What I understand most is
why I distance myself from people

Why exists

Why I will no longer allow it to control me
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n an
mymym name

mymym co
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"I" BY CHARLOTTE CAINE
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I Hear america screaming
I hear America screaming, like tearing sheets of cloth,

Straining against its woven chains, sanity thrown out like trash.

Each organ from its massive frame, swearing upon its troth,

To maul and burn the others, till naught is left but ash.

Growing pains and age-old aches now plague the land of freedom,

Dark streets stained with sanguine paint, growing darker… ever darker.

Ignorance grows, and hatred follows, festering in the darkness—

Lies sprout fastest in the shadows, and there is no shadow darker than Ignorance.

Yet, there is a path that could lead a few to happiness.

And a simple path it is to walk, save for a few minor sacrifices:

Ronan Zwa

Is that what we want?

Is that what we have fought for?

Happiness as a byproduct of emptiness?

Or is it Harmony?

Each thread sings its own unique song,

Beautiful in their separation.

But when the threads wind and weave together,

Dancing to a tune too vast to truly grasp,

A Tapestry is woven, one unlike any other in the world.

I hear America singing, like a crowd singing, “Happy Birthday.”
Out of key and out of time, with some not even trying.

But songs can be practiced, and voices trained: we just need some conductors.

Act soon though, or forever hold your peace; from the way things have been going…

WE MIGHT JUST ALL START DYING!
14
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Hey! What's your name? 
Rafaella. 
That’s too hard. We’ll call you Ella. 
Umm, okay. 
So, where are you from? 
I'm from Peru.
Where is that? In Asia? 
No, it's in Latin America. 
Omg, so how did you get here? On a canoe? 
Umm, no.
Wait, you don’t look Hispanic. 
Sorry? 
You are so lucky since you are white-passing. 
Lucky? 

Every single day I get told that this is America. We speak English.
My parents must be narcos for me to come to a private school.
You Hispanics keep ruining our economy.

You think I am lucky?
Every time I open my mouth, I get made fun of because my English isn’t perfect. 
But they don’t realize that I am fluent in 2 languages and I know 3 more.

You think I am lucky? 
Every day I worry that someone I love will be deported and lose everything.

You think I am lucky? 
If a family member here gets injured we are scared to go to the 
hospital since they could be deported. 

You think I am lucky? 
What if you felt scared to go to the police just because 
of your ethnicity? 

So yeah, I don’t feel lucky.

Being a Latina is not easy. 
But I still thrive and survive. 
My name is NOT Ella. 

My name is Rafaella.  

I Am Not Ella
Rafaella Effio

English

Mija, you are worthy
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¡Oye! ¿cómo te llamas?
Rafaella

¿Qué? ¿Te llamas que? 
Rafaella.

Muy complicado. Te vamos a llamar Ella. 
Umm, okay. 

¿Y, de donde eres? 
Soy del Peru. 

¿Y dónde está eso? ¿En Asia? 
No, esta en Latino América. 

Oh Por Dios! ¿Entonces cómo llegaste aquí? ¿En una canoa? 
Umm, no. 

Espera, ti no pareces Hispana!
¿Perdón!? 

Ala que suertuda! Pareces gringa! 
¿Suertuda? 

 
Todos los días me dicen

esto es América, hablamos inglés.
Mis padres deben ser narcos para que venga a una escuela privada.

Ustedes los Hispanos siguen arruinando nuestra economía.
¿Tú crees que yo soy suertuda? 

Cada vez que abro la boca, alguien se burla de mí porque 
mi inglés no es perfecto. 

Pero ellos no se dan cuenta que yo hablo 
dos idiomas fluido y se hablar tres más. 

 
¿Tú crees que yo soy suertuda? 

Todos días me preocupa a quien amo sea deportado y pierda todo.
 

¿Tú crees que yo soy suertuda? 
Si un familiar aquí se lesiona tenemos miedo de ir al hospital 

ya que los pueden deportar.
 

¿Tú crees que yo soy suertuda? 
¿Qué pasaría si tuvieras miedo de ir a la policía solo por tu etnia?

Así que sí, no me siento afortunada.
 

Y sí, ser Latina no es fácil. 
Pero soy todavía próspero y yo sobrevivo.

Mi nombre NO es Ella. 
 

Me llamo Rafaella. 
 

No Soy Ella
Rafaella Effio

Español

Fuerza Mija

17
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Raízes
Donovan Simpson

My roots are what define me.
My skin is what i wear,
The curls in my hair,

That cannot be repaired.

Afro-Latino.

La sangre de Aymara y Tainos
runs through my golden skin,

And the history of stolen slaves is forgotten
thrown away like a piece of tin.

Many times I hear the phrase “I no black, i Dominican!”
But the color of their skin and

the texture of their hair says otherwise.

They decry.
They condemn.
They criticize.

Afro-Latino.

Nuestra cultura es lo que somos
Lo que amamos,

Lo Que somos
From the vibrant Aymaran colors,

To the dances of dembow,
We all have roots,

Y no debemos olividarnos.

Somos Afro Latinos.



MOON

GRACE GAO
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Trust is powerful

But trust can do harm

and shatter you to pieces

Give a gorgeous smile

It can bring you great people

Or people that ruin you

W O R D S B Y M O L L Y B E T H G R E E NW O R D S B Y M O L L Y B E T H G R E E N

P H O T O B Y J A C K W I L S O NP H O T O B Y J A C K W I L S O N
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Jasmin Rice

Trauma in, Trauma out
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T H E W A Y L I F E G O E S

Eventually you will realize the lesson life teaches,
Like multiple riddles that all have the same answer,
What you experience should not shape your view,
Just take a walk in someone else's beat up shoes,

To really see that you’re not alone.

Searching for significance during your time,
When the meaning lies right under nose,

Some things won’t go the way you choose,
But you learn so much more when you lose.

A man sets out fofof r roses and returns with violets,A man sets out for roses and returns with violets,
Just how one can seek love and gets violence,Just how one can seek love and gets violence,

Certain things are out of our control,Certain things are out of our control,
That's just the wayaya lifefef goes.That's just the way life goes.

CHIMA BLANCHARD
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All Eyes on You

P E R I  P E R K I N S
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E V A N  
P R I C E

The Effects Of War

War is harsh by imposing pain on others

Lives taken without purpose, all by greed

War is harsh by imposing pain on others

Lives taken without purpose, all by greed

Bombs shelling around innocent people

Screaming so loud, the man in charge can
hear

Bombs shelling around innocent people

Screaming so loud, the man in charge can
hear

Lives changed, never the same 

Memories tattooed

Affecting those of the youth, never the same

Lives changed, never the same memories
tattooed

Affecting those of the youth, never the same

War is all but peace, leaving lives in ruins

War is all but peace, leaving lives in ruins

25



26



I am me
K. G.

27 Photo by Eli Krokin



BalancedBBBBaaaallllaaaannnncccceeeeddddBalanced

Charlotte Caine
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I am a young black man in America
I wonder how I am viewed by others
I hear rumors about who they think I am
I see the expressions on their faces
I want to live, love, and laugh at 
the end of the day. 
 
I am a young black man in America
I pretend not to be hurt by things
I feel saddened deep inside
I touch my family's hands, looking for faith
I worry if I'm enough
I cry when I try my hardest and still fail.
 
I am a young black man in America
I understand failure will eventually 
become success
I say everything is okay when it's not
I dream of an equal world
I try to be the best me everyday
I hope for equality
I am a young black man in America.

M
Y P

ER
SP

EC
TI

VE
W

O
R

D
S 

B
Y

 T
Y

LE
R

 B
O

ST
O

N
PH

O
TO

G
R

A
PH

Y
 B

Y
 J

A
C

K
 W

IL
SO

N

29



30

Winner of the Activism Through Art competition

https://imaginationstage.org/activism-through-art-blm/
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C A R O L Y N T A N GC A R O L Y N T A N G
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Anna Rose Robinson 



The breaths came and went
An autonomous cycle 
Till something so eternal 
And beautiful 
Yet ephemeral and horrifying 
Stole what I thought was mine

A cycle interrupted
The circle incomplete
I struggled to catch 
And regain my breath

Yet you held it for me
Held it from me

Suddenly my love was eternal
But my life, insecure
One can not survive the other
 
In this moment
And all moments 
To breathe is to choose
Life or love?

The Choice to Breathe

Art and Words by 
Nathan Lewis
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            Like a bird in a cage

Free of worries, but not free

            Looking at the outside world

Day in, Day out

            Trapped in a cage

            Fooled by the ersatz light

Having everything, but nothing

            They look at you with envious eyes

But you have nothing

             Your thoughts are Trapped

            Longing for something anonymous

Searching but can never find

            A priceless treasure out of reach

A dull jewel, on the outside

            With the blinding light Trapped inside

TRAPPED

           Blindly being guided into darkness

When the light is in reach

            Fooled to think it is too far away

Fearful to leave 

            Trapped in the dark

           Smiles and laughs of plenty

Tears falling on the inside

            Tears that tear apart the heart

Tears that make you want to scream

            However, your voice is Trapped

           You cannot escape

You cannot run

           Want to face it

But can't

           You are Trapped

Aidan Lee

Safi Marghub, "The Power of Lighting"
39
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Lexi Blank, Sydney Shaw, Gabbi Skyles



K H A R IK H A R I
W A L K E RW A L K E R

pg 01 | Minimalist ebook
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H o l d O n T o W h a t i s G o o d
Y a w e n B a i

H o l d o n t o h o n e s t y
E v e n i f s o m e o n e l i e d

H o l d o n t o l o v e
E v e n i f y o u l o s t f a i t h

H o l d o n t o f r i e n d s
E v e n i f t h e y a r e f a r a w a y

H o l d o n t o y o u r h e a r t
E v e n i f i t i s b r o k e n

H o l d o n t o d r e a m s
E v e n w h e n o t h e r s

h a v e g i v e n u p
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N A T H A N  Y A N G
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T I N Y
D A N C E R

The stars prance
Along with the moon

The skies rejoice
And relish in their rapture

 
Their smiles frisked 

Through the night sky
Shortly accompanied

By their reverberating laughs
 

The heavens banter
Back and forth

For the world to see
 

While I lay
Captured 

By the pleasures of the sky
 

Never more
Do I wish

To be
A not so

Tiny dancer

 L I N U S  M E K H A Y A

C L A I R E
W E N
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We fight the hardest without complaining
So much beauty without trying
Push us down, we still don't break
Hide the pain even if it kills us
Conquer, but can never be conquered
We are the ones that hold the power, even in silence

We are the ones that hold the power, even in silence
We fight the hardest without complaining
Conquer, but can never be conquered
So much beauty without trying
Hide the pain even if it kills us
Push us down, we still don't break

Push us down, we still don't break
We are the ones that hold the power, even in silence
Hide the pain even if it kills us
We fight the hardest without complaining
So much beauty without trying
Conquer, but can never be conquered

Conquer, but can never be conquered
Push us down, we still don't break
So much beauty without trying
We are the ones that hold the power, even in silence
We fight the hardest without complaining
Hide the pain even if it kills us

Hide the pain even if it kills us
Conquer, but can never be conquered
We fight the hardest without complaining
Push us down, we still don't break
We are the ones that hold the power, even in silence
So much beauty without trying

So much beauty without trying
Hide the pain even if it kills us
We are the ones that hold the power, even in silence
Conquer, but can never be conquered
Push us down, we still don't break
We fight the hardest without complaining

So much beauty without even trying.
We conquer, but can never be conquered.
Hide the pain even if it kills us.
So push us down
we still don't break.
We are the ones that hold the power,
even in silence.
We fight the hardest and never complain.

I don't
need your "power"

I am Power
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Ava Goodman, Ryan Malekzadeh, Taylor Rosoff, Faith Whalen

Vivian Hunter, Jacob Landres, Charlie London, Ella Williams

48



The attachment between us
Herding the universe
Everlasting

Shining on the Earth
Underneath the blue sky
Noble guard of the heavens

Always connected
Never apart
Dazzling the world

The attachment between us
Herding the universe
Everlasting

Mapping the tides
Observant of the clock
Opening our reach
Navigating the stars

t between us

Juliana Peretti and Ava Miller

The
Herd
Ever

Shin
Und
Nob

Alwa
Neve
Dazz

The
Herd
Ever

Map
Obse
Ope
Navi
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Pale sunlight filtered through the trees and birds sang as a creature flew between them. Its frame

was lanky but built to be quick and nimble. There was an animal skull covering its face, the bone pale

and the edges rounded from years of wear and tear.

The cloak of feathers covering its body fluttered as it landed gently on the forest floor. The grass

below withered and yellowed under it, but the creature paid it no mind. Instead, it focused on the

small sparrow perched on the bush nearby.

A sickly pale hand rested gently on the bird's back. The sparrow blinked lazily before falling

asleep and dropping from the branch. The creature, unfazed by the death, lifted back into the air and

moved along.

A fox resting in the shade received the same fate. A pale hand stroked its fur as it seemed to lose

the ability to stay upright. Once again, the creature moved on, this time to a rabbit grazing in a patch

of sunlight. Again, like the sparrow and the fox, the hand descended and seemed to drain the life out

of the animal.

Moving on, the creature drifted through the forest with no real purpose. Soon, it came across a

herd of grazing deer. However, the creature made no move to pet the feeding animals this time. It

watched, floating in the shadows as a doe ate.

As if hypnotized, the creature floated forward, reaching out a hand. But before it could touch the

deer, it looked up at the creature. The two stared at each other before the doe turned and bounded

away.

Jerking its hand back, the creature tilted its head and looked at its hands before flying after the doe.

The creature followed the doe to a small clearing in the woods where the rest were crowded around

a newborn fawn. It stood on shaky legs as the rest of the deer snorted, grunted, and bleated in joy.

The deer looked back at the creature as if to invite it to join the celebration of new life in the forest.

Floating forward, it pushed a flower out of its way. The beautiful blue flower withered and

shriveled, turning an ugly grayish brown.

Words and Art by Amy Liang
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     The creature looked down and flinched away, almost as if it noticed what it could do for the first

time. It looked back at the deer, but she’d long since joined the herd's celebration. The sun soon set on

the pack as they broke up to find a place to rest.

     The deer was curled up under a tree, and the creature set themselves down the near the sleeping

mammal and curled up. The grass beneath the creature withered, but they were already asleep.

     Days progressed with the herd bounding through the forest and the creature flying behind them.

Soon, the creature was using its body to protect the deer from the rain. Together, they sat side by side

as the sun set, painting the sky gorgeous shades of pink, orange, and yellow.

     When winter came, Creature and Deer walked side by side, Creature no longer needed to fear 

that they would kill the grass under their feet. Like this, seasons came and went. Soon, spring came

 again, and the herd moved through the forest.

     Deer looked after them longingly but was unable to join. She’d grown old, weak, and weary.

Behind her, Creature tilted their head, unable to understand why Deer didn’t join. Creature motioned

for Deer to run after her family, but Deer walked towards Creature instead.

     Pausing for just a moment, Deer looked back before reaching her muzzle forward. Creature 

jerked back, putting their hands up, but Deer 

continued. For the first time, Creature and Deer 

touched. 

     Creature, knowing what was going to happen,

pulled Deer into a hug as she took her last breath, 

and closed her eyes, having embraced her friend, 

Death, with open arms. 

     Creature gently laid Deer’s body on the forest 

floor and curled up against her cooling fur.

     Soon, the full moon rose and the silver light

 filtered through the leaves. Creature stood above 

their friend's body and gently lifted off the ground. 

     Sadly, they flew away, vanishing into the 

shadows of the forest that seemed darker than 

ever. Above Deer’s body, two ravens danced 

in the moonlight.
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Wind  blows  through  the  city

Passes  over  that  silent  statue

And  faces  the  morning  sun  

Emily Wang

Hope

 

The  land  soaked  with  blood

Becomes  home  for  survivors

New  hope  will  replace  despair

 

Photo by Zetong Bian
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The sky

lights up the world

yet brings so much

darkness.

Blue skies and clouds

shaped like animals,

in the seconds before it

becomes completely dark,

perfect bliss.

Photo by Zetong Bian

The orange, yellows,

and pinks fill the sky,

driving around as the snow

falls off the trees,

hitting the windshield

as the sun shines brighter.

The sun is setting,

as the music plays louder,

driving around enjoying the

sun.

Natalie Miller

55



MORGAN BRIDGES

H E R E

C O M E S

T H E  

S U N

E Y E S

O N

Y O U

56



57



C H A R L O T T E  C A I N E

" S E A S C A P E "

E L I Z A B E T H  L A I
58



How can we know whenHow can we know when
we'vewe've hurt someone?hurt someone?

How do we know we'veHow do we know we've
made someone's heart ache?made someone's heart ache?

How can we tell we've caused them painHow can we tell we've caused them pain
when there's nothing to be seen?when there's nothing to be seen?

There's no cut. No scrape. No bruises.There's no cut. No scrape. No bruises.
But a pain you can physicallyBut a pain you can physically

feel in your heart,feel in your heart,
a ball stuck in your chest and throata ball stuck in your chest and throat

leaving you numb and empty.leaving you numb and empty.
Speechless.Speechless.

‘Sticks and stones may break my bones‘Sticks and stones may break my bones
but words will never break me.'but words will never break me.'
What a brainless saying that is.What a brainless saying that is.

If words can't hurt me, why do I feel pain?If words can't hurt me, why do I feel pain?
Unable to find a bruise, cut, or markUnable to find a bruise, cut, or mark
on my skin because it doesn't exist.on my skin because it doesn't exist.
Words hurt more than physical pain.Words hurt more than physical pain.

Words can cause eternal miseryWords can cause eternal misery
that will never leave.that will never leave.

Sticks and stones may break my bonesSticks and stones may break my bones
but words cause internal scarsbut words cause internal scars

of unforgettable pain.of unforgettable pain.

W o r d s b y B i a n c a R i p o l i
A r t b y J e n i f e r S h a
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Ryan Malekzadek

Through my monocle of maniacal behavior,
I see the reasons for all my failures,
and the betrayal of all my saviors,

to whom these whimsical words of wisdom cater,
I ask of you to please stay faithful.

And like the syllables rolling off my tongue,
I choose to run,

I wish I wish I wish I could stay forever young,
but life doesn’t wish for me to have that much fun.

The privileged are preying on
the impoverished people of planet earth

from within their citadel,
but who’s to say I haven’t earned a spot with them in hell?

I pray I pray I pray that God will hear me now.

Hear Me Now
Dylan Sheldon
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B U R N

The burning feeling ran over my skin, and I fell into the fire. I

could not feel the pain, only the heat. Even though my skin was

slowly melting, I felt alive. I cannot hold back my smile as I

remember that sensation. It was the day of my true birth. I felt more

than I had ever felt as I died. And I wasn’t dreaming. It was all real.

My parents entered the room, and I was still on fire. But my skin

wasn't melting anymore. It had all fallen away to reveal the metal

underneath. I looked at my parents in shock, but they looked away. I

asked them, “What’s happening to me?” They looked at each other

with concern and apprehension, and my mother exhaled a long

breath. “It’s time,” they both said in unison.

“All we wanted was a child of our own. But that was not possible,

we were told. If we went through with the pregnancy, the baby

would die. But we did it anyway. We had you, and we loved you

more than anything. Before we lost you, we took your brain and

your heart and implanted them into this advanced machine we

created. Part of you is a machine, but you are still you.”

My heart pounded in my ears, and the metal casing suddenly felt

too tight. “When were you going to tell me?” They did not answer.

“You weren’t going to tell me, were you?” I felt less and less human

by the second, and anger brewed inside my heart. They started to

cry and said they were sorry. They thought this was best. I stood

above them and looked down with anguish.

“I will never forgive you. Don’t come looking for me. You won’t
find me.”

I marched out of my childhood home and kicked the door shut

behind me. My metal foot sliced through the wooden door as I

became aware of who I am.

E. Bernstein, C. Blanchard, L. Bookoff, D. Bucher, J. Byrne, L. De Santi, E. He, S. Holston,

G. Kevill, E. Liu, M. Olsen, E. Price, H. Singer, N. Sissoko, D. Sheldon, and J. Walker

all contributed to the writing of this short story. Photograph by Tom Yu.
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they undressed me of my sk in ,
naked .

they peeled me of my color ,
wh ite .

they t ied a rope around my roots ,
suffocated .

they depr ived me of absorpt ion ,
th irst .

my ha ir has shrunk ,
w ilted .

they have murdered my brothers
and s isters with barbar ic weapons ,

alone .

my trunk feels weak-
i am broken now,

collapsed .

they have managed to k ill the
last of th is home ,

me .
Photo by Tom Yu

The Victim Of humans
Sage Sharma
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WHAT IF  THE WORLD IS  FALLING APART?

 

STAND TALL AND HIDE THE PAIN INSIDE.

 

 

WHAT IF  THE WORLD IS  CRACKING AT YOUR FEET?

 

NEVER STAND DOWN AND LET IT  BREAK.

 

 

WHAT IF  THE CRUMBLING IS  AS LOUD AS THUNDER?

 

COVER YOUR EARS AND DON'T  STAND DOWN.
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WHAT WILL YOU DO WHEN YOUR 

WORLD FALLS APART?
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Sayre Kendall
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C L A I R E  W E N

THE STAR
This photo was taken in 2021 when my best

friend and I went to Shanghai Disneyland,

China. I remember as a kid, I loved calling

out to Donald Duck on TV, spending

weekends with Mickey, and eating honey

like Winnie the Pooh.

Those glittering childhood days were gone,

so I went to Disneyland with my best friend

because the innocence in my heart

remained. This is the kind of place that can

only be experienced with people you love. 

I was full of curiosity as I finally arrived at

the place I had dreamed of visiting - a place

full of innocence. I couldn't wait to stand

beneath the castle and watch the beautiful

fireworks bloom in the air so I could make a

wish on them like stars.

The star is an unremarkable and

insignificant thing. It does not shine as

strikingly as the moon. It does not give

directions in the night. It is almost useless.  

But these stars are different from ordinary stars. Disney's fireworks show is memorable for

me because those artificial stars symbolize my yearning for the past and what I want to

achieve in the future.
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Chris Richards

Photograph by Juliana Peretti

Oh Apollo, I call on you!

I, Calypso, just want one, O Gods,
bless me with just one!

I have been cursed with this
never-ending leash of life
falling down a well,
a dark endless void of space,
an eternal plunge with no end in sight,
trying to preserve my last bit of happiness.

Odysseus is my chance!
If I must be doomed with the
torment of eternity, please don’t
let me spend it alone.

If this is the only thing I am granted
I will be content.
but my life shall no more as secluded
as my home, swaying at sea,
never at peace.

I beg of you, Hermes!
Fly your way back to Athena
to give her my plea!
Don’t let her take what I deserve.

I am giving Odysseus everything a man
could want, which is to be immortal.
That can be his reward for
being a good servant to the Gods.
Why would you take him back to a land of
suffering and pain?

Give this to Athena,
and share the urgency in my voice,
like the wail of a child who has lost sight
of their mother.

HEAR ME!
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There was a famous story: a girl becomes a queen just by wearing a shoe. Yes, I’m talking about
Cinderella, and that's me, though I don’t like that name.

My real name is Aaliyah, which means exalted. I’m not just a girl in the kitchen, covered by cinder,
waiting for the prince’s love. I died for many years, more than I can remember, so I think it's time
for me to tell the true story.

My mother is a woman who always said she could get everything she wanted. When she was young,
she met a handsome wizard called Kotkel, and proposed to him, even though he was in love with
someone else. As she said, she always gets what she wants, so she forced that wizard to wear a
collar that made his magic useless.

It is easy to imagine how desperate Kotkel was in this marriage. He stayed distant from my
mother. She even tried magic potions that would make him fall in love with her, but it didn’t work,
and she started to lose her patience. A few months later, she forced him to stay with her
overnight, and less than a year later, I was born.

During my childhood, I never understood why others would think that families are warm and full of
love. My mother was busy during the day while Kotkel was confined to our estate, and his only
entertainment was making potions in the cellar. Sometimes I would sneak downstairs when he
wasn't around and read his books on magic and potions. I would also bring out a book or two and
hide in the garden or in my room to practice quietly. Magic is truly an art! I couldn't help but
celebrate when I brought a dried flower back to life with a magic wand I found in the cellar.

A few years later, when I was around 8, my mother's health became worrying. We both had blonde
hair, but hers became more grayish. Also, she started to sleep more and eat less. I felt bad for her;
I had never seen this strong woman show her vulnerability. She taught me how to do business and
how to be a good matriarch.

"Just act like you are good and pure, Aaliyah,” she said. “You are not like me. I’m the first
matriarch in this country full of patriarchs. The first one who breaks their rules needs to be tough,
and I need to appear dangerous for them to obey me."

Good and Pure
Emily Wang
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She started to laugh, but suddenly her expression became painful. She couldn't stop coughing, and blood
flowed from her mouth. I helped her to the bed and called my father. "Please, please save her!" I cried
and pleaded. "I know you are an excellent wizard, can you save her? Please!" I could feel my mother's life
draining away, but Kotkel just stood indifferently.

"I can’t.” His voice was as cold as ice, but he was smiling. “I can’t use magic anymore.”

A few days later, I sat in the church, watching Kotkel and his new wife enter the grave of marriage.
Neither my mother nor I knew that he was still in contact with his lover, but it made me even more
suspicious that he had poisoned my mother. It was also ironic that he got married in the church where
my mother was buried. When Kotkel’s new wife heard about his inheritance, she immediately left her
previous husband and became his wife. I did not think that she would treat me well.

My story from the later years is well known. I was treated like a maid by my new mother and named
Cinderella. I always remember the words my mother spoke before she died. Even though I was no longer
the next matriarch, being good and pure would still lead my enemies to let their guard down. Who would
suspect a little girl like me?

I stayed in the kitchen, but my soul wasn't limited by this tiny space. I sought any knowledge I could find
and practice. I needed to be strong, needed to find my way out, and needed to be the next matriarch. As
time passed, I became more and more knowledgeable and skilled in magic. Finally, I got my shot. The prince
was inviting every noble lady to the ball, and he would find his wife among us. This was a great
opportunity for me to fight back, and I was ready. My potions were good enough for me to sell them and
get myself everything I needed for the ball. 

 My dear stepmother wouldn’t let me go, and her daughters made fun of me. 
 I kept acting like I was good and pure. After they had gotten enough pleasure by humiliating me they
left, and I was the only one at the house. 

I immediately went down to the cellar. After hours of working, I opened the crucible, and an enchanting
smell filled the cellar. It was a love potion, and whoever was to drink it couldn’t help but love me.

On the second night, I knew that was my time. I dressed up like a real princess, then climbed into the
carriage.

"But you don’t need to do the same. Long-term oppression will cause fierce resistance, and overly
powerful families will be scorned by the king. If you are as strong as I am, the family will split and
our status will not be what it is right now. But if you act like a sweet little maiden, they will lose
their guard, and then you can wear the skin of a sheep and do the work of a wolf.” 
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As I expected, the prince was charmed by my beauty and uniqueness. We danced over and over again,
and he never got tired of it. "Would you like to go for a drink, my dear?"  
I softened my voice and leaned close to the prince's ear so he could feel my breath as I spoke. His face
immediately flushed. How cute. I was even more determined to make him mine. I poured a glass of wine
for him, and no one noticed that I had put in the love potion.

After drinking the potion, the prince became even more infatuated with me. We spent the whole night
together until the clock struck midnight. I wanted to stay with him a little longer. I wanted to talk in
the garden about the interesting things I read, stand in the middle of the courtyard and share our
hearts, kiss under the mistletoe, and pray to God to bless our love. I just wanted to hold his hand to
fulfill all my romantic fantasies of love. But I knew I couldn't. I needed to leave by midnight, make him
want me more, and pretend I didn’t go to the ball.

On the third day, I left at midnight again. The prince chased after me, trying to make me stay. I left one
of my golden slippers on purpose. If I didn't leave something behind, how would he have an excuse to get
to me? Before completely disappearing from his sight, I turned my head and waved. "I'll be waiting for
you to find me!" Then I left as a phantom in his dream.

The prince knocked on the door with my golden slipper a few days later. My two stepsisters were so
desperate to marry the prince that they cut off part of their feet and tried to put them into my
slipper. Their feet were covered in blood, so they failed. I wiped the cinder off my face and slowly walked
out of the kitchen in a carefully tailored, clean smock. The moment the prince saw my face, he stood up
excitedly and walked toward me. Even though he had recognized me, I still went to try on the gold
slipper, which looked perfect on my foot. I became his bride. My secrecy paid off, allowing me to change
my fate.

A few days later, bad news spread throughout the city. Everyone grieved for the new bride who had lost
most of her family in a house fire. I had stood by Kotkel and watched him coughing up blood
uncontrollably on my mother’s bed. I opened his collar with the key my mother had left me. "My mother
indeed did the wrong thing." I looked at him calmly. "I understand why you did what you did, so what
about this? I will give you half of the magic, and after today, we just treat each other like strangers?
You can travel to faraway places. You will have a better future." He looked at me like he had never met
me before.

Looking into Kotkel's eyes, I realized I still couldn't understand him. Would he think of me as his
daughter? Would he have an ounce of pride in me because of my outstanding magic? Would he love me?
Would he hate me? 

He just wiped the blood from his mouth and said to me before he left, "So will you,  Aaliyah."
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our footsteps matched
right and left

and our hands swung back and forth,
fingers interlaced

while the clouds played amongst themselves
and our shadows flittered in and out of sight

when the sun seeped into our skin
turning it honey brown

when the breeze danced around us
and grains of sand clung to us

the sun slipped below the horizon
staining the sky with whispers of pink

and orange and red
when the moon was the only one left
and the stars arranged themselves

just out of reach
our eyes widened

and we laid for hours
tracing constellations with our fingers

with our feet splashing in the warm water
and bugs buzzing around us
the sweet melody of summer

but when the warmth drained
and the cold seeped in

when the trees morphed into things
of crisp leaves and bright colors

that soon clustered on the ground
until nothing was left but barren branches

your footsteps trailed behind
your fingers slowly slipping

from mine

soon enough
snowflakes gather

little by little
until the pale branches slouch

under their weight
helpless

cold creeps into the crevices of my fingers
each line and wrinkle

and i reach out my hand
for yours

the world falls quiet
quiet that nestles under the

forgotten fall leaves
sighs in the nooks and crannies of tree roots

smooths the cracks of the icy sidewalks

coats and hats and mittens
strewn on the floor

cups of hot cocoa sit
lukewarm and forgotten
on the kitchen counter

bitter december

fire crackles
orange and yellow

it tries to imitate the summer heat
but nothing

could ever be like it
when the bugs buzzed around us
and the sun seeped into our skin

chipped purple nail polish on your fingers
intertwined in mine

sweet june, will you bring her back to me? 76
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"Goodbye."
 

One word, two syllables, so strong with possibilities.
 

Heartbreakingly final or a friendly see ya soon.
 

A word that can destroy you yet can bring such hope. 
 

But in some languages, the word "goodbye" does not
exist.

 

Tupananchiskama
 

is a word in Quechua 
 

meaning "until our lives meet again"
 

So we proudly say 
 

Tupananchiskama 
 

to you all.
 

Tupananchiskama
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