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E D I T O R S '  N O T E
D a n i e l l e  V e l l a  

a n d  A d r i a n a  S l i n e y

A f t e r  a  y e a r  o f  b e i n g  
i s o l a t e d  a t  h o m e  f r o m  

w h a t  f e l t  l i k e  h u m a n i t y ,  w e
w e r e  f o r c e d  t o  f i n d  

s o m e t h i n g  t o  d o  a n d  w e  
w e r e  d e s p e r a t e  f o r  

s o m e t h i n g  t o  c a r e  a b o u t .  
T h i s  y e a r  t h e  m a g a z i n e  

s h o w c a s e s  t h e  d i f f e r e n t  
m i n u t e  d e t a i l s  t h a t  p e o p l e  
h a v e  m a d e  m e a n i n g  o u t  o f .  
W e  h o p e  y o u ’ l l  b e  i n s p i r e d  
b y  o u r  m a g a z i n e  t h i s  y e a r  

a n d  t a k e  s o m e  t i m e  t o  
a p p r e c i a t e  a  r a n d o m  s m a l l  
d e t a i l  t h a t  n o r m a l l y  g o e s  

u n n o t i c e d !
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Georgia Robb

isolation
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Behind the Scenes

“Lights Up!”
“Roll the film!” 
This is a story, that's all 
That it is. Fabrication. 
A character, whom
You have the choice
To love or hate, in 
Which you feel the need
To objectify and judge. 
As it's supposedly
All on tape, 
But never when
The curtain closes,
As identity does
Not equal privacy 
 
Feelings, fabricated.
Personality, fabricated. 
Life, fabrication. 
All blinded, by the 
Shining lights, camera
Clicks, and the words, 
All in black in white. 
To some, fake
Is real, or maybe 
Just love fantasy. 
They
Are in control. 
They 
are dependent. 
But aspire
To be the same.

 

Stepped on the 
Walkway to hell, to

Congregate with devil’s 
Goons. Expected to be 

Behaved, as wrong 
Slips lead to one's end. 
Maybe for days, maybe

Weeks. At least, 
Until they get bored. 

“Speech!” They cry.
But why do you
Need to answer 

To the strangers, 
The ones who, 

For some reason, 
You feel you 

Need to care for. 
 

 Madison Delgado
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Luke Simmons
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The creature of w
ill, of w

onder, as 
She tw

irls and turns, as
she sm

iles and sw
irls, as

She w
aves around, 

Feathers falling all around,
Stop and glare, of the grotesque grace,

Scream
 and scare, 

The dripping of the w
hispering, w

ondering,
w

atering 
rains that fall from

 the sw
eet, saintly, sky,

U
pon her dancing daring soul 
w

aving the arm
s to the sky,

You hear a point, you feel a glare, 
you see a laugh,

Yet 
The dancer tingling, 

tripping,  
 

the passion of the w
inged creature

H
er broken beak of raging lies, 

She dances in the sky,  
For the pity that she cries,

Full of hope, trying to cope 
Yet,

You feel 
the laugh, 
you sense 
the snap,
You hear 

w
hispers of w

hipped hatred,
For the broken bird that just w

anted to dance
For the crooked w

orld that w
anted a jarring

glance.

Like a soul being crushed, Like
they stare in disguise, Like 
they ow

n the w
orld, Like 

they w
ant to queral 

W
hen w

ill they let it go? 
of the naked souls 

O
f the haunting holes

no hunger for lushing love,
 

no w
anting of kindness

in a w
orld full of brittle blindness, 

Trapped by the thirsty laugh of vain
Trapped by the m

urderous bathing reign
The shaking, squirm

ing, scream
ing w

ing
of hope,

This is the w
icked w

ay in w
hich they

cope,

So she falls to the ground, like Bloody
Carrie did, like 

The Black fallen Sw
an did, like 

The Joker did,  Like 
the enem

y that w
anted to try,

Like the w
orld that haunted their m

inds, 
To her angelic forgotten dance of hope,

To her lost fall 
of the hideous, hidden bird.

 

G
alle Blaustein
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C
hristian A

m
es Y

ancey 
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Being humbled by tragedy 
Really questions the morals of the thing.  
Is it just to experience pain, only to be tolerable?

It’s unfair to have to love something so 
Truthfully that you need to be content with 
Loss.

We carry a rage on our necks, knowing 
One day 
We won’t know what it means to love

But in the absence of knowledge, and in the 
Heart of chaos, there is only 
Serenity, stillness and 
Quiet.

The ill flower is 
Growth, we know we’ll never be the same again.  
Even if they were worse for wear, 
Our brains have made fools of us, with the 
Melancholy comfort of the past.

But imagine being remembered? 
That’d be terribly wonderful.

But only words are immortal.  
People die and memories fade, but when the 
Forests young are old, and the 
Unruly oceans are calm, the words 
I love you don't change.

I loved, I fought, and I lost.  
But before I lost, I loved and I fought.

9-continued 



And for what?

We forget what we are, we forget
what we’ve done, 

We forget love

So I love you, and it’s unfortunate.  
But isn’t that what love is?  

To be so unfortunately taken by
something that 

There is no other option but to fall.

And here we are, 
On the edge of uncertainty and

chaos, 
A universal rain

For what I’ve done, and all that I am, 
I could live a thousand years and 

It will all come back to you.

We ruined each other.  
But it’s not the worst thing to be

ruined, and 
Far from the worst to’ve been 

Ruined by you.

Charles Zenhaursern

Well why not? There’s something a little beautiful in nothing where everything once was.

Anonymous
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In the dark, I remain
Losing my sight of the sunflower I once knew

Oh Sunflower
You laugh and giggle with the other flowers

You seem to enjoy the sun much more 
With me, you don’t shine or grow
You look at me with the confusion

I look at you with weariness
You’re somber and boring with me

You welt and drool with the cactus that I am
I’m no longer patient

I’ve gone too long with no water
I begin to hate my time with you, Sunflower
Wistful pain flourishes when I’m with you,

Sunflower
I will no longer ask to be with you, Sunflower

I’m no longer interested in an idle talk, Sunflower
I’m no longer interested in wasted time, Sunflower

I’ll remain in the dark.
Perhaps I’ll see you tomorrow

I’ll only walk past you when I do.
Because You’d do the same thing too

Neyferson Solis Usme 11



NATURE &
EXPLORING

Casey DeMarisco
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Anna Youngstrom

Amelia Kraus 
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Whether it may be the sweet aroma of spring,
Or the thin chill air of winter,

Or the recovery of our pain for lives lost,
The birth of the Monarch butterfly 

Signals the day to start fresh and new.
 

Rolling and moving in a wavelike motion
Hanging from the branches of an old oak tree,

The caterpillar becomes a chrysalid.
And after many days of darkness, 

amidst its wildest slumber,
It struggles to break free.

 
Shattering its crystal shell into tiny shards of glass

The birth of the Monarch butterfly
turns and looks at thee.

Only to fly away into the sky, as blue as the deepest seas.
 

Even though world sickness has been spreading
Like hatred and bigotry

The birth of the Monarch butterfly
Gives its message of hope:

Forget the past,
Forget the pain,

Spread your wings,
And fly, at long at last, to a new beginning.

Daniel García Bahamonde

 New Beginning 
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 Sarah Flores 
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Perspective
 

A picture frame
Meant to encapsulate

Worlds beyond
Our mere mortal understanding

 
Brightening the earth
Glistening green grass

And clearing foggy days
 

Like a crystal in sunlight
Scattering beauty

And encompassing life

 - Lilit Voskoff

Anasofia Arango 
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brandon gibbons

Brandon gibbons
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 Sometimes you look at a sky, so unforgiving; it demands conscience.  And
you look at the stars, and there’s a gravity that you haven’t felt before.  And
you feel the weight of the cosmos pulling up on you as the sky, a beautiful
flourish of greens and blues, a brilliant hue of the midnight ocean, burns in

your eyes.  And it’s a symphony, and there’s an infinite heaviness in you,
pushing you down to the Earth, as the infinite black swallows you.  

     You run to it, or from it, whichever feels right for you.  But, it’s chasing you
like an illness.

     And as your eyes burn, and you collapse to the ground, the melody swells
around you, consuming you, and it’s sad and forgotten.  At the point of

complete conception and chaos, and it is silent.  Just silence.
     “I want to live in those moments,” You whisper.

     “What?”
     “I wanna live there!”  Lifting your hand to the blue.

     “In the stars?”
     "No, not in the stars,” you sit up and turn to the one next to you.  "I want

to live in moments we forget; when we have nothing else but this.”
     “What are you talking about?”  They gently press.

     “Think of a sunset.  Think of those times when you can’t stop laughing,
and you fall over yourself.  Think of the peak of a mountain, and it’s calm and
timeless.”  You stand up, waving your hands across the sky.  “Everything that
we forget about, everything that no one will remember why, or specifically

when, but you can feel it.”
     They sit up too, but they’re still puzzled and frowning.

     “Don’t you feel it?”  You sit on your knees in front of them taking their
hands in yours, and desperately you offer, “Don’t you hear it?  That music
swelling inside you, a song and a feeling?  Or-or don’t you feel it pushing

down on you?”
     They look down, a little embarrassed.  You lay back down next to them

feeling the same.  There's silence, but the wind is warm and harsh.
     “Remember me in those moments.”

     “What do you mean?”
     “Well, one day I’ll be gone, or you’ll be gone from me.  So remember me

in times like I said: when you can’t stop laughing, or staring at the passion of
a sunset that hits the clouds just right, or in the grand scheme of the skies
and stars.  Remember me in those moments out of time, when you can feel

everything at once.  That’s where I want to live.”
     “That’s awfully selfish, don’t you think?”

     “What do you mean?”
     “Well, if you’re gone, why do I need your memory controlling my life?”

     “...Yeah.  I guess you’re right.”
     So you both lay back down, a little worse than where you started.

 
Charles Zenhausern 

A
nonym

ous 
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Madison Lucas 

Bryan Wolfe 19



A
 H

op
eless W

orld

The terror of a
 hop

eless w
orld

Its d
a

rk tend
rils envelop

 m
y m

ind
. 

The sea
s turn to slud

g
e. The sky fills w

ith sm
og

.
 The la

nd
 set a

b
la

ze. W
hile a

ll w
e d

o is w
a

tch. D
eny. Ig

nore. Forg
et.

 The only thing
s w

e ca
n d

o in a
 w

orld
 w

ithout hop
e. A

 life w
ithout a

 future.
 Futilely p

ushing
 a

g
a

inst the w
a

ves of g
reed

. Like child
ren, a

ttem
p

ting
 to p

rotect
our sa

nd
ca

stle from
 the encroa

ching
 w

a
ves,  in va

in. But w
ha

t else could
 w

e d
o?

Everyone w
orks tog

ether to sa
ve the d

a
y just in tim

e? O
f course not, the inevita

b
le

ca
ta

strop
he w

ill slow
ly creep

 in. W
e a

re b
ut frog

s in b
oiling

 w
a

ter. N
ot rea

cting
until it's fa

r too la
te. M

illennia
 of hum

a
n history, d

ow
n the d

ra
in in a

n insta
nt.

 A
nd

 w
ha

t end
ed

 it? H
um

a
n g

reed
. H

um
a

n d
esire. Like the sna

ke tha
t

ea
ts its ow

n ta
il. O

ur g
reed

 w
ill keep

 consum
ing

.
U

ntil w
e’ve consum

ed
 ourselves

Ezra
 Burg

houts
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CHILDHOOD 

Anasofia Arango

INNOCENCE
22



Juan O
rozco Lopez 

M
ia

 D
eM

ar
co
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G
eorgia Robb

 

Oh To Remember
 

What is it to be young?
To not be fourteen,

To be free,
To feel no weight of the world on your shoulders,

To wish you were older?
I can't remember.

 
Is it nice?

To hug your mom when there's thunder,
When this big world was all a wonder,

To be afraid when it was the weather you were
under,

To watch 80's movies with your father?
I can't remember.

 
Did you enjoy it enough?

Singing lullabies you once heard,
Twisting your hair until it swirled,
When your only care in the world

Was what that ice cream flavor you were
served?

I can't remember.
 

What if I try hard enough?
Will it come back?

All the joys of the past?
All the lost laughs?

Did the moments last?
I wish to remember.

 
Why can't I remember?

Every detail of every day?
When I was younger I would say:

I can't wait until I'm older one day.
And now I am older and wish I could stay,

In a world I cannot remember, 
In those days I wished I  would soon fly away.

 
- Paula Barbosa 
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Luke Boraczek

Anasofia Arango
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Dear Mother and Father,

I’ll go to France. 
I’ve packed a hand mirror 
my nicest shoes, and a powdery wig, 
Just like the one you wear, Mama. 
Though I didn’t pack my chess set. 

I am a fourteen-year-old girl 
Who wants to play with my farm animals 
And try on Mama’s dresses and heels 
Even if they’re too big for me. 
I like to play in the grass and 
Soil my clothes, 
Albeit I imagine I should learn to be proper,
For Louis. But I wish
Oh, how I wish
That I could just stay here with you
And tend to the farm animals.

Did you know that
Today, I saw one of my rabbits
Die?
It was your favorite one, Mama. The one
that was white as sugar,
And just as sweet. 
Its own mother ate him, 
Just as rabbits do. 
I asked the gardener why its mom 
Would do such a thing, and he said:
“Wild rabbits eat their young because 
They are hunted by
Predators, 
So eating their young is the only way
For them to hide all traces of themselves and 
Live to give birth to another litter.” 
I asked why 
my domesticated rabbits would do that. 
“Because the instinct to eat their young is 
Rooted too deep. So much so that they still do it even if
there is no predator chasing after them.” 

The blood was all over my 
white gloves, the 

Ones you had gifted me, Papa. 
Please, forgive me. I tried to 

Get the scarlet out of the gloves,
Scrubbing and scrubbing with

soap water.
But I only ended up staining

My dress, too. 
 

Your beloved daughter, 
Marie Antoinette

 
 

Adriana Sliney 

  Zoe Coric
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Prabhleen Kaur Boparai

GiovannaAlbanese
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Emi Kaneko
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community and family

Anonymous
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AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAwaaaaaaaaaaww yyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyaaa hhhhhhhhhhhhoooooommmmmmmmmmmmeeeeeeeeeeeeAway home

AAAAAAAA sssssssssssssssssssiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinnnnnnnnggggggggllllllleeeeeeeeeeee ttttttttteeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaarrr rrrrrrrrooooooollllllllllllllleeeeeeeedddddddA single tear rolled
oooooowwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwooo nnnnnnnnnnnnwwwwwwwDown

hhhhhhhhhheeeeeerrrrrrrrrrrrrher
ffffffaaaaaafffff ccccccccccceeeeeeeeeeface

aaaaassssssss ttttttttttthhhhhhhhhhheee ccccooooooaaaaaarrrrrrssssssssssssssseeeeeeeee ddddddddiiiiiiiiiirrrrrrrrrrrrttttttttt bbbbbbbbbbbbblllllllllllleeeeeeeeeeeewwwwwwwwwwweeee aaaarrrooooouuuuuuuunnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnndddddddddd aaannnndddddddas the coarse dirt blew around and ttttttthhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeewwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwiiwww nnnnnnnnndddddddddddd rrrrrrrrrruuussshheeeedddd aaaagggggaaaaaiiiiinnnsstt hhhheeeerrrr ffaaaffff cce, tthheethewind rushed against her face, the
ddddeeeeessssssoooollllllllllllaaaaaaaatttttttteeeeeeeeedesolate

ddddddddddeeeeeessssssssssssseeeeeerrrrrtttdesert aaaaahhhhhhheeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaadddddddddddahead ooooooooooff hhheeerrr..of her.
SSSSSSSSShhhhhhhhheeeeeee llllllooooooooooooookkkkkkkkkkeeeeeedddddddd ddddddddoooooooooowwwwwwwwwwooooooo nnnnnnnnnnnnwwwwwww aaaaaaaaaaattttttttttttt hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrmmmmmmmmmmmmoooooooooooooommmmmmmmmmmmmmwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhwww ooooShe looked down at hermomwho wwwwwwwwwaaaaaaaaaaaawww sssssssssssssnnnnnnnnnnnnn'''ttttttttt bbbrrreeeeaaatttthhhhhhhiiiinnnnnnnnngggggggg aannnyyynnn mmmmmmyy oooooorrrrrrreee,,, hhhhhheeeerrrrwasn't breathing anymore, her lliifffeeefffff lleessslifeless
bbbbbbbbboooooooooddddddddyyyyyyyyddddddd ooooonnnnnnnn ttttttttthhhhhhhhhhheeeeeee ddddddddddddddrrrrrrrrrrrryyyyyyyyyyyyyyyrrrrrrrrrr gggggggggrrrrrrrrrooooooooouuuuuuuunnnnnnnnnnddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddbody on the dry ground tttttttttttttttttttt ssssssssssssssssseeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeemmmmmmeeeeeeeeedddd llllllllllllllliiiiiiiiiiikkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkeeeeeee ssshhee hhhhaaadddddddd bbbbbbeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeennn ssssssiiiimmmmppppppllyyyyyyll ssssssllleeeeeeepppiinngg..it seemed like she had been simply sleeping.

SSSSSSSSSSSShhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeewwwwwwaaaaaawwww ssssss nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnoooooooooooooooooooooowwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwoooooo aaalllloooonnnneShewas now alone
bbbbbbbbbbbbuuuuuuuuutttttttttt iiiiiiiiinnn ttthhhheee dddddiissttttttttttaaaaaaaaaaaaaaannnnnnnnnnccccccceeeeeee sssssshhhhhhhhhhhheeee ssssssssssaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwwwwwwwwwaaaaaaaa ssssssssssssssssssssssooooooooooooooooooooooooooommmmmmmmmmmmmeeeeeeeetttttttttthhhhhhhhiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinnnnnnnnnnggggggggg tttthhhhaaattttbut in the distance she saw something that aaapppppppeeaarrrreeeeeddddd tttoooo bbbbbbeeeee aaa sssiiimmmpplleeee dddooottappeared to be a simple dot

...
bbbbbbbuuuuuuuuttttttt iiiiiittttttttttt wwwwwwaaaaawwwwwww sssss bbbbbbbbbbbbbbeeeeeeetttttttttttttttttttttttttteeeerrrr ttttthhhhhhhhhhaaaaaannnn tttuuuuuuuurrrrrrnnnnnnnniiiiiiinnnnnnnnngggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggg bbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk aaarrrrrrrrrrroooooooooouuuuunnnnddddbut it was better than turning back around tttooooooooto ttthhee hhhhhhhoooooooommmmmmmmeeee tttthhhhhaaaaatttt iiiiiisssssnnn''tt hhoommmmmeeeethe home that isn't home

aaaaaannnnnnyyyyyyyyyyyyynnnn mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmyyyyy ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooorrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrreeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee..anymore.
IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIItttttttttt wwwwwwwwwaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwww ssssss ttttttthhhhhhheee pppllllllllaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccceeeeeeewwwwwwhhhhhwwwww eeeeeeerrrreeeeeee pppiiiooojjjooossss rrrrrrrrrrrrrraaaaaaaaaaaaaannnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn rrrrrrrrrrrrrrraaaaaaaaaaaaaaammmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmppppppppppppppppppaaaaaaaaaaannt.It was the placewhere piojos ran rampant. TThhheee ppppppppplllllaaaaccceeewwwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhww eeeeerrrrreee aaa bbbbboooyyyyy hhaadddThe placewhere a boy had bbeeaattttbeat
hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrrr ttttttttttoooooooooo sssssssssttttttttttteeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaallllllllll hhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrr sssssshhhhhhhhhooooooeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeessssss... TThhhhhhhheee pppppppplllllllllllaaaaaaaaaacccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccceeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeewwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhwwwwwwwwwwwww eeeeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrreeeeeeeeeee ttheeyher to steal her shoes. The placewhere they bbbbeeeeaatttt hhhheeeerrrrr ffffffaaaaaaaaafffffff ttttttttthhhhhheeeerrr ttttoooooooooobeat her father to dddddddddddeeeeeaaaaaaaaaattthhhh ,,,, tthheedeath , the
pppppplllllaaaaaaaacccccceeeeeewwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhhhhhwwwwwwwwww eeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrreeeeeeeeeee ttttttttthhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeee sssssssssccccccccccrrrrreeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaammmmmmmmmmmmmmssssssssssswwwwwwwoooowww uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuullllllllllllllllllllllllllllllddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddplacewhere the screamswould kkkkkkkkeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeppppppppppppppppppppp hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrrrr uupp aaass ssshhhheeee tttrrrriiiieeeeddddddd ttttttttttooooookeep her up as she tried to sssslllleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeppppppp,, tttttthhhhhhhhe pppllllllaaaaaacceesleep, the place

wwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhhhwwwwwwwwwww eeeeeeerrrrrrrrreeeeeeeeeeewhere sssshhhhheeeeeeshe wwwwwwoooooowww uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuullllllllldddddddddddddddddwould hhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrhear ggggggggggggggguuuuuuuuuuuuuuuunnsshhhoootttsss rrreeeggggguuuullllaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrllllllyyyyyyyyllll ..yyygunshots regularly.
hhhhhhhhhheeeeee pppppppppppppppllllllllllaaaaaaaaaaaaccccccccceeeeeeeeewwwwwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhhwww eeeeeeeerrrree hhhhhhhhhheeeeeeerrrmmmmmmmmmmoooooooooooooooooooooooommmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmThe placewhere hermom tttttttttooooooooooollllldddddddddddddd hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrrr ssssssssssssssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhee hhhhhaaddd ttttooommmmmmoooovvvvvvooo eeeeeeeeeeeeeeevvvvv uuuuuppppppppp fffffffffrrrrrrrrrffffffffff ooooommmmmtttttttooooooo hhhhhhhheerrtold her she had tomove up from to her

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuueeeeeeeeeeennnnnnnnnnnoooo AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAmmmmmmmmmmmmmAAA eeeeerrrrrrrrrriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiicccccccccccccaaaaaaannnnnnnnnnoo.Sueno Americano.
HHHHHHHHHHHHHeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrmmmmmmooooooooooooooommmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmHermom ttttttttttttoooooollllllldddd hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrr aaaaabbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbooooooooouuutttt tthhiissss pppplllaaaacceeetold her about this place

SSSShhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeee sssssssaaaaaiiiiiidddddddddddd yyyyyooooyyyy uuuu nnnnnneeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddShe said you need ttttttooooooooo llleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaaavvvvvvvvvaaaaa eeeeevvvvvto leave hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhooooooooommmmmmmmmmmmeeeeeeeeeehome toommmmaaaaaakkkeee aaa hhhooooommmmmmmmee.tomake a home.
WWWWWWWhhhhhWWWWWW eeeerrrrrrreeeeee kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiidddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddsssssssssssss cccccccccccooooooooouuuuuuullllllllllllllllldddddddddddddddd gggggggggooooWhere kids could go tttttttttttttttttttttttttooooooooooooto sssssssscccccccccchhhhooool sssaaaaaffeeff lllyyylllschool safely

jjjjjjjjjjoooooooobbbbbbbssssssssssssswwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwweeeeeewww rrrreeee jjjjjjuuuuuussssssttttttttttttt ooooovvvvvvvvvooooooo eeeeeevvvvvv rrrrrffffllff oooowwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwoooo iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiwwwwwwwwwwwwww nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggggg fffffffffffffffffffffffffrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrfffffffffffffff ooooooommmmmmmmmmmmmjobswere just overflowing from ttttttttttthhhhhhhheee sssssssssssssssssssssssseeeeaaaaaaaaammmmmmmmmmss off ttthhhhhhiissthe seams of this aalllllluurrrriiiinnnggg ccccoooouuuunnnnnnttttrryyyyrrr ..yyyalluring country.
BBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBBuuuuuttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttt ttttttttttttttttttttttttttthhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhaaaaaaaaaaaatttttttttttBut that wwwwwwwaaaawww sssss bbbbbbbbbbbbbbbbeeeeeffffffooooofffffffff rreewas before

hhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooommmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmhermom sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssstttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttttoooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppppeeeeeeeeeeeddddddddddddddddddddddstopped brrreeeeaaatthhhhhhhhiiiiinnnngggbreathing
TTTTTTTTTTTThhhhhhhhhhhhaaaaaaaaatttttttttt wwwwwwwwwwwaaaaaawwwww sssssssssswwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhwwwwwwww eeennnnnnnnnThatwaswhen sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeshe hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaadddddddddddd sssssssssooooooooommmmmmeeeoooonnnnehad someone
TThhhaatt wwaww sssThat was wwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhwwwww eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeennnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn sssshhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeeeewwwwwwwwwwwaawww snnn'''ttttttwhen shewasn't aaallooonnneeealone
BBBBuuuuttt shhhhheBut she wwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwww sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn'''''''''tttt aaaaaaaaaaaaaallllllllllloooooonnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnneeeewasn't alone aannnyyyyyyyynnnn mmyyyy oorreeanymore

ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeee hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhaaaaaaaaaaddddddshe had tttttttttttthhhhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeethe ddddooootttdot
...
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The OtherWoman
To be the other woman breeds realism

In the shadows, darkness, nobody seems to see me.
To be different gives us trouble to foresee
As the community is fighting for unity

and only one group gets the opportunity
It becomes difficult to live
It becomes difficult to go on

It becomes difficult to be a woman in this time
Black, Indigenous, Hispanic, Asian

Differences of appearance remain the only contrast, though they’re
All left behind by our reality

All acknowledgement, with no action
Abandonment to the highest degree

Putting another sister down for the white man's reaction
Oh to be the other woman.

Juan Gomez and MillyWong

and as she tried to keep shifting forward and
leave behind hermom she began to seewhat the

dot really was it was
Awall

Not your ordinary pared but a
Monster

Horrifying rigid disturbing enormous
thundering

27 foot steel fence
Trapping her taunting her keeping her out of her
only hope its steel wire teeth ready to demolish

her
She decided to go home

Bianca Santizo
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I am ninety 

And my life has betrayed me
 

The family I used to have 
no longer comes around 

no longer calls me 
no longer knows if I’m alive

How come they don’t care about me anymore?
All my friends are gone

were taken away years ago 
One went 
then two 

then three 
and now all 
Just me left 

 
All my medicine bottles 

stand side by side 
in my abandoned looking kitchen 

My house is falling apart 
cabinets ancient 
couches ripped 

chairs that are aged 
and look like they will snap any second now 

and the rugs lost all their color 
Don’t have the energy anymore to fix it 

There is nothing I want to do 
and too much 

that has to be done 
Just me left

Nobody stops to think 
about me 

Ever 
No love 
No care 

No warmth
No appreciation 
Just left alone 

Just me left 
 

Maybe one day 
when I'm gone 
they'll miss me 
but I doubt it 

There's only so many days left for me 
day by day 

less and less 
Fewer days 

hours 
minutes 
seconds 

of life 
Breaths are coming to an end

But right now 
it's just me left

 
Remember 

Just me left like an abandoned home
 
 

Kayla Porto 
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Last Thread of Life



 
They colored us pink or blue 

They colored our rooms with pink and blue 
They celebrated what we were born as

But not what we were on the inside
They pushed and prodded till we agreed

But we knew we were different
She was born pink but she felt blue
He was born blue but he felt pink

And yet they never realized what they did hurt us
We take things to try and feel the way they say
But we have to take more and more each day

They say we are sick and need to be fixed
They give us books and say that we are freaks 

 
They say we are just kids and don't know

We know more than they think
She jumped and he stopped breathing

That night families changed 
And lives were lost

But they still color us
They colored me pink even though I felt blue

They tell me God will fix me 
We are just kids

 
We aren't dolls 

33

They Colored Us

- continued



I was 7 when I realized
 

They tell me daughter she her
 I say son child he they
They say silly little girl

I say boy 
 

They say God doesn't make mistakes
I say God does 

God made so many of us wrong
So we pay to fix it

Fixing it breaks us and families 
Fixing it makes wars

We just want to be in the right body
We don't want to die 

We just want to close our eyes and feel all right
We can't think of anything else to make them understand

 
Kids don't have to be scared to come out
We deserve to be happy with who we are

I came out and it wasn't easy but sometimes that's life
I was 9 when I said I am a boy

My family said no you are a silly girl
I started changing who I was to be who I am now

They still don't know why I am this way
I told them I was always like this but they told me I was wrong

 
Boys make the best Girls
Girls make the best Boys

 
Blues make the best pinks
Pinks make the best blues

Pinks or blues make the best greens
Greens make the best of everything

We were just kids trying to live
They took our childhood

 We are supposed to know we are the way we are born
We are learning to cheat death when we should be living our life

Anonymous
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What his favorite color was
or favorite song 

The moment where he felt he was at his lowest
Highest

The moment where he was the most proud
Most afraid

If he ever felt like giving up
If he ever gave up

 
If he realized he was losing his memory

If he pretended he wasn’t 
 

What he forgot
What he remembered

What he longed to forget
Or what he dreamed to remember 

 
How he felt as he spent his last days here with us

What he wished to tell us
Any advice that he had
What he thought of me
If he was proud of me

 
I wonder if he was still fighting 

Or if he gave up

I wonder if he was happy to go
Or trying to hold on

 
I wonder if he’s here right now

With me
 

I wonder if heaven’s real
What he imagined it would be

 
Me pregunto si recordó inglés 
Me pregunto si sé sintió solo

 
Desearía haber tenido la oportunidad de hablar

con él
De practicar 

Y de perfeccionar mis habilidades
Así podría ser la mejora oradora de mi clase

 
Te extraño mucho abuelito 

ahora puedes descansar
Te amo <3

 

Danielle Vella

I Wonder
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Dear Mom, 

12:34 pm: I love you, and I want you to know that.
You have been, and will always be my everything, 
no matter what happens today. 
I am writing to you saying that if I do not come out of this alive,
I love you, and this is in no way your fault. 
I am trying to keep myself safe, hoping to see you snuggled up on the couch, 
knowing that your daughter is well.
But I cannot make that promise. 

12:36 pm: I am squeezing in the corner of my classroom right now,
avoiding the thunder of screams on the outside,
and the shots coming from the halls.
But where I am inside my own head, admiring what I have been lucky enough to experience,
there is silence.
silence all around. 
Silence,
silence, 
silence. 

12:37 pm: I couldn’t piece together what I saw today,
I don’t know if it was the immediate urge to run or the fear that splurged through my spine.
But from what I could recall, before the shots started to fire, I had reached the bottom of the stairs. 
I saw a swarm of kids with flushed faces and commotion. 
An ocean, just beneath me on the floorboards caused me to slip. 
I had turned around rummaging into the closest room, which is where I am now. 
My head was filled with cement, and my veins were full of fear.
It wasn’t a normal day.
But I had to write to you.
I had to say something because I needed you to know that I was trying.
Trying to stay alive, trying to keep hidden. 

12:40 pm: Mom, the thunder of screams died down,
and the blazing shots have stopped.
But now the silence in my head snapped away.
The door just across the room had started to creak open, but I am sure it’s the police.
The clocking of the gat rang in my head through the near distance, 
and the silence inside the room, where I was crouched, was now gone. 

12:41 pm: I tried I really did Mom,
but I guess it just wasn’t good enough. 
Mom, I love you.

12:42 pm: Hey sweetie are you still there?
12:42 pm: Sweetie?

12:42 pm: Sweetie, you’re worrying me.
12:42 pm: Sweetie, please answer me. 

Harper Lapin

17 Killed, and 17 Injured
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The Pieces That Can’t Be Repaired 
(excerpt)

 
 October 31st, 2015. The day my life split into thousands of pieces, did a backflip, and shattered
like glass onto the floor. The sun drowned into the dark abyss as my father crept into the room,

gripping his stomach as if it would burst. His eyes groaned in pain, desperate for medical
attention. The floor was shaken by the collapse of a 42-year-old man, weeping. The fake blood

dripped onto my costume as I transformed into a blood-eating demon.
I was too busy to hear the sound. My mother, however, sprinted down into the kitchen, as her
face turned to a deep blue. What is happening? Her hands trembled as she screeched, she saw

her uttermost fear happening right before her eyes. The screech alarmed me, and I dashed
from the windy, cold basement into the moldy kitchen with bright sunflowers. The wind curled

into an ominous wind surrounding me, watching my every move as my eyes froze onto my
father’s body. Darkness wrapped around my shoulders in despair, haunting me as if Halloween

came to life. In my 8 years of lifetime, my father was never weak, crying for pain. Was my
father going to live through this, is this “sickness” really that horrible? The car engines turned

on in a loud roar as my father crept into the car with my mother. The car zoomed out of the
windy driveway and followed into the dawned night. My hands soaked with dry tears held firm

on the windowsill. It was the last time I saw my father for months.  

                                                       Massimo Reali
 

Eileen Dockery
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Two Sides Of Me

June 1998. It was a hot summer day 

I walk past through the smell of smoking wood 

Remembering how my family would gather and tell stories back home

I come back to reality remembering that I am all alone in a country with no support .

Who am I ? 

Who am I supposed to be when I have two different roots growing out of me , 

Screaming Mexican pride.

America is a country full of different cultures and identities.

I've decided who I want to be. 

I've decided I will share the two sides of me.

I've decided who I will be.

I am lucky to have two languages that I am able to speak 

El español, el lenguaje en el que mi madre me enseñó y que uso para no olvidar de dónde soy.

English , the language I was taught to speak at school with a mix of my accent.

Growing up I was always taught to remember who I am 

I play close to my roots as they still continue to grow in America , 

Remembering my ancestors and the Aztec blood that runs inside of me.

I walk back home remembering the smell . 

I walk back home and know who I am.

I walk back home knowing that I have two roots growing out of me. Anonymous 
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Prabhleen Kaur Boparai 

 
On the other hand, the L is backward

Looking right, right into the future
A boy, a contented one

His crowd is a little more divided
Because maybe they miss that girl

But his smile is brighter
Even though it didn’t change

 
And I hold my hands up

In front of my face
And I look, side to side

Before traversing a road of resolution
 

Is it he or she
A cage or a key

A step forward or back
A left or a right

 
Without my hands in front of my face

In two mirroring L’s
I’ll march forward into that street

Because no matter what they tell me
I’ve decided which way I want to go

 
Forward. 

 
 Joey Lipple-Smetana
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It’s often hard to admit
But to differentiate left from right
I still have to hold my hands up in

an L-shape
Just to tell which way to go

 
I find it to be frequently helpful
Though a little embarrassing

And yet I find that I still struggle
with direction

And it’s hard to admit I have
trouble with that, too

 
On one hand, bent into an L

There’s the past
A face I do not recognize and hope

to forget
She sits in front of a joyful and

accepting crowd, 
Laughing

Laughing and drowning
She is lost in the lies she tells

And she’s not happy
 



Heart 
 
 
        Knowing not 
        The shape
                   We’ve 
                   learned               To half along a
fold then open, Where do we open? Where do 
we open? 
           Suspended on a chain. Will we find them? Will
we find ourselves? What shape is made 
                             Whole by the 
Opening? Besides the heart? 
                                      We cut at paper, To find 
   the shape. That we once knew. 
                                             Healing sentiments
         From memories. Who knew. 
                                    We have. No one
         Not even.  
                        Our own. 
 
                        Heart.

Elizabeth Nicaj
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Impostor Syndrome 
 

I have very bad impostor syndrome
I already do not like this song

And I’m not one for words of wisdom
Sometimes I think my middle name is

wrong
 

‘cause my grandma did everything right
She didn’t sit and pout

Four kids aren’t going to raise themselves
And a widow can’t afford to doubt

 
I have terrible impostor syndrome

I tend to fall before I jump
I’m probably gonna cry once I get home
And convince myself I didn’t mess it up

I aspire to be Pope
When I’m not even a priest
If disappointment is beauty

Does that make me the beast?
And I’ve tried to call back hope

That odd thing with feathers
To come perch in my soul

But it seems that there’s bad weather

 

 
I have horrible impostor syndrome

The world’s barbaric; I’m the fall of Rome
“Desperately trying to prosper” syndrome
God how I wish I were more like my mom

 
‘cause my mother is sharp as a blade
Broken English, but she’s not afraid

Talks to strangers as if they were her friends
When you’re far from home you can’t afford

to break
 

I aspire to be great
When I’m not even good

My strength of “will” is always
Weaker than the “would”

And I’ve tried to call back hope
I wish she wasn’t busy

To please perch in my soul
And make it all so easy

 
I have very bad impostor syndrome
And I’m gonna have to like this song

I don’t think I’m very smart or very strong
But for the first time, I hope I’m wrong

G
ia

nn
a 

Al
le

gr
et

ti

Bárbara Sara Borrell Porras
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What’s worse than giving up before the treasure

When it’s one more meter, not another lecturer

And you taking it easy, looking for the future

Which car you buy next would be your only pressure

But you thought wrong, giving up your whole life

Working a 9-5, you always tight

Now you mad at the world because of your mistakes

That’s gonna affect your feels of what you threw away

 

Been given life into a hand or two

But you don’t give a damn and breaking all the rules

That’s only half the time, you ever tried to mix 

I could make a whole book out of what you did

Nah still that won't matter, cause you never share

You can’t affect opinions if they never cared

 

I could give another try but it don’t feel right

We used to be tight, we had the spot light

Take another hit, but you said you quit

No I’m not surprised, I saw it in your eyes

You looking for escape from the mess you made

But it’s too late now, you regret your fate

 

 

 

 

Make It Yours 
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Looking for a rebound but I stole it

On and off the court now but i’m going

Make another song just get it rolling

Make another album, get it rolling 

The strength to give, the strength to take

The heart to love, to appreciate

All the time it took, all the blood and tears

The change in systems, change in gears

You love to hate and you hate to love

But to make it work, you’re needing some

The only chance you’re gonna get

The one that gives you some respect

You wanna have it all, but you only getting some

You wanna share your love, but it turns into a gun

Remember one thing, don’t let those dreams fade

Make that dream real, turn it into fate

Keep your head up high, never close that door

Remember one thing, make that dream yours

Nicky Byrd 52
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I want hope to be like an egg--
you need it. It's healthy for you, hope

 
it can bring you back to life. I want

hope to crack easily. I want hope to be able
 

to rot. I know it too often is a false promise.
If I need sugar for this new beginning,

 
let it be words. Musical words, sweet words

that set the earth aflame. Words that fill
 

up anything. I want words to drill holes
in your teeth sometimes. I want them

 
to be damaging. I want life to be like water.

I want it to flow, I want it to flood with feeling
 

so overwhelming you cannot contain it.
I want life to form new rivers out of barren earth.

 
I want beginnings to be

as messy as batter smeared on tables
 

and behind ears where you forgot
you touched your face. I want them

 
to shiver and shine. I want them to be 

beautiful and broken and needed.
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