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These last two years have been unlike any other. The events and circumstances have
impacted the young and the old, worldwide. There is not one soul on Earth that hasn’t been
impacted by these tough times. For many, there have been times where life seems hopeless.
However, during some of the darkest of moments, light shines forth, bringing hope and
renewed energy to all that it touches.

"’ | Qur Mission!

This edition of Whisper is a compilation of thoughts and ideas brought forth by not only the
tough times, but also by the small glimmers of hope. It is important to remember that
everyone has a voice and the ability to make a positive impact on the world. Change comes
forth when positive choices are made, starting with our expressions and actions, regardless
of how small they may seem. Each of our voices can make an impact, one whisper at a
time...
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By Broox Barilla

I settle into the chair, absorbing the bleak environment around me. The room is all

white, with only the chair and a large box about the size of a fridge. I stop looking
I need the cash, but this place is just so

/ around and examine my hands nervously;
creepy. A few minutes later, a man enters the room. He is dressed in all white, even
the frames of his glasses. The man gives me a wide, ear-to-ear smile and hands me a
glass of water. I am t0o0 nervous to thank him, merely nodding in appreciation. The

man grins back. He strides confidently to the box, presses several invisible buttons,
and leaves the room. The door locks behind him with a deafening click, and I am left

with the gleam of his grin imprinted into my mind.
mperceptible, but the room

The lights have begun to dim. It is very gradual, almost i
is getting darker. I sip my water, swirling it around like what I imagine a wine
think about my roommate back at my house; would she

P even be home by now? If she were, would she worry about where I was? I pushed
these thoughts to the back of my mind as one of the lights suddenly shuts off. I fixate

my gaze to the still vaguely glowing bulb, staring at the once luminous glass
chamber. Another light blinks out, and another and another and another, until the

/'/\ room is lit only by the faint glow of the bulb above my head, casting wild shadows

about the room. Iturn in my chair to look for any other light source, but I give up

after a few minutes and still myself, finishing my water, waiting for something to
happen.
Click is the barely perceptible noise I hear when the light is extinguished, and T am
plunged into darkness. I take in a deep breath and blink rapidly, trying to form some
semblance of vision. I hear a whir come from the box; it is getting louder by the
second. The whir drowns out my thoughts, leaving my head empty but for its
constant hum. I sit perfectly still, like a deer trapped in headlights, my mind floating

to long forgotten memories and ideas as it attempts to replace the noise with
s, like voices through a wall. The Box

anything coherent. I begin to hear whisper
speaks to me in its lilting mechanical song, soothing my worries and dissipating my
thoughts. I begin to lose consciousness, but it is okay, because the Box is here. I drift
into memories that are not my own, accompanied by the Box, adventuring through
my mind and every mind and nobody’s mind, until I arrive in the Room.
The Room is unlike the white room in every conceivable fashion. It is filled with
/ eon green, pink, and brown walls curve slowly towards

connoisseur would do.1

curves, color and life. The n
nowhere, decorated with paintings and moving images. The floor is covered in

chairs and tables of all shapes and sizes. I see a yellow

in the carpet, unlike the rest of the floor that is made of brick. I decide itisa
be followed and begin winding my way through the garish room. I come
the end of the path. It is large and wooden, an imposing guard of the
dit. T knock, as it seems the polite thing to do. No answer. 1

No answer. Exasperated, I pull on the immense handles.

they go. I step through the

on, as if I am not

multi-colored carpet, with
pathway
pathway to
to a door at
secrets that lay beyon
wait and knock again.

Slowly the doors swing open, creaking menacingly as
threshold and am met with an uncomfortable feeling of intrusi

Artwork by Alexandria Kolomoets
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By Breanna Benson

Because of you, my rippling lake is now an ocean of riptides
As lovely as this may sound, it doesn’t feel that way

I never learned how to swim
I'm forever drowning in your embrace and pleas of admiration

Although my lips are cerulean and my lungs bathe in salty waters
I still find time to tell you how much I love you

Between coughs and wheezes
As painful as that may sound, I cannot see myself without it—or you

I'm left baffled when thinking about how lonely I have become

I no longer see air when you're away
I'd rather be lonely and breathing than happy and dying

So I have said all that there is to say
Our love intertwines and becomes my pain

I wouldn’t have it any other way
Only because it’s you
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By Estella fRichardsaon

She pretends t ieldi ekt
But is held b ill))e hoyielding Nzt
Her burd 0aCK Dy her own lack of tryst

urdening and apparent weakness

For she can on]
y dream to comprehend individual:
She cannot surrender to such bII)indinI;; Ii}glifc'o’:glilleﬁs;ﬁduahty

I}_&Iman, a woman
e took her between both h
. ands
Looking down upon his world, he held his breath

He was the answe
I to the m iali
And he wouldn't let her go creuriality of her unfortunate heart

And he was exhilara i

. : nt; i
His voice embraced hera e prodigy
She levitated

Y IDRILIVI

By Aniyan rreeman
Well at least

'i[‘%l:vggl(‘)(llls That’s what
Runs from your mouth I Fhought .
Like a river Like a thgsplan

i You acte
And into my ears
Like an ang}élic whisper And played both parts
Words spoken YDRLM,

You don’t really love me

So beautifully

O
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By ®rRylin Hubbard
Afternoon was a particularly bright child, always drawing or writing. She was only 6 years old, but she
wrote amazing stories that most adults couldn't write. She always loved to imagine things, though the
line between imaginary and real to her seemed small. She had a garden which was located in the

~ closet of the pink bathroom around the corner from her bedroom. In the garden,
with a clearing. It had a brick circle with two benches and a bird feeder; there were flowers and long,
11 with moss and vines. There were animals all over the forest: a friendly

wild grass. It was all overgrow
family of bears, a sweet gray and white cat, two bunnies who had fallen in love, and a small baby gecko = R 2 Aftetinn
o R n want

ed to apologize but let him

whom everyone loved. Lo R unti
ety ; . . tll aro
Monday p}‘edictably loved this garden; she would go every time she had the chance. She would play 5 % e fast, andl:(;gl? Iy\?v?ﬁs ago. I figured you had %0- He turned once again and saj
with the birds, the bears, and the butterflies. Eventually, someone new arrived to the garden; a boy - She didp' be gone too." orgotten us. The anima] and said, "We were fin .
he wished she could i 1dn't know what t als went first. I began to gergf/vﬁmt
; up

Afternoon loved. His name was Milo, and they quickly became best friends. S

show him the world outside of the garden, let him meet her friends on Earth, and show him her e didn't ? Milo led her back
kind, around her same age and had so many similarities. They both loved did seem to have th ack to the old :
’ ’ ' n't know what t € energy to talk white house. Aft
0 do, so she de - She felt bad; she w ¥
. 30, anted t

favorite places. He was very
animals, nature, and playing games.
Even as she got older, she still went to the garden when she had the time. After she was done with her
homework, she would go to unwind from the day. She always loved talking to Milo about everything

f her, and what she was going through as she grew older. water, eating, and g] She_ Stayed. She stayed for what f

in her life. He was very understanding o

However, Milo never aged. He stayed the same age as when they first met. couldn't do anythin egplng One day Milo said h !

She liked being friends with someone younger; it brought out the child in her. They would play like Eventually, his b g but she tried anyway. She V‘; was sure he would di

young children, bringing back all the fun games she missed from elementary school. She specifically still felt like he WZS}}; ga\tr)e out and died. She v halted by his side hop
er best friend. She as heartbroken. She

"It made her wonder why older kids don't play pretend games like the last fl S 3
place. MaOWers Sh.e could find in th he took Milo's body to the gr.

enjoyed the imagination games |
1d play with the animals and frolic in the K

house or family like younger children do. Afternoon wou
forest, acting like a child. She loved doing this because it helped calm her down. But, she felt she . garden. ep com
could do this in the real world because she would be made fun of or ridiculed. She left the Ing back. She needed t
When she grew up to be an adult, she started to forget all about the garden. But, every blue moon, she when she ha%ifgén l531.11(1 we}lls back in the bathro
. bIrst, ; om at
she knew she could enterstlfet;flgigOIHg to the garc?enhlelf }I;:;‘ ?)Illflsb

would go to see how everyone was doing and take care of the animals. She would also check up on
Milo, who still had yet to grow up. She enjoyed talking with him just as she had all the times before. . Once sh
Eventually, she moved out, and stopped going at all; she completely forgot about it. She had an office S just as OEEO’C home she did just that. Tt t
- @ : n :
he worked, ate, and slept, and that was all she had time ', ‘,’,T L i, went to the gaasr?he used t : ook some determination

job, just like she always hoped she wouldn't. S
for. One weekend she decided to see her parents, whom she hadn't seen in a year or two. Driving her  denand M
run-down car, she finally made it back to her childhood home. Once she arrived, everything seemed P finall e
exactly the same as it had when she was younger. Her parents were just as eccentric and fun. After _ 07 back yﬁ: gne
dinner, she went to the same pink bathroom around the corner from her old bedroom and 7 still old SAZS
remembered the garden. She remembered all the fun times she had with Milo, the animals, and how tall. bu teﬁ and
much she loved the flowers, the forest, and everything in it. At first, she ignored the memory, just 2228 1001’<e d v
laughing at her younger self for doing that. But, she couldn’t dismiss the thought of going back to the . healthiesro much
garden. Everythlng
So she did just that. But, when she went back, things were different. It was not how she remembered seemed happie
it. Everything was darker; all the colors seemed to be faded. She tried to find the old clearing but there - 3 when he came ;
wasn’t a clearing anymore. It was all grown and taken over. She found the old bench and Milo was = back. The flow-
sitting there; at least she thought it was Milo. If it was him, he was older, but she had never seen him 2 ers perked up
past the age of 7. She thought he would never grow up. and the trees got
even greener.

but didn't say anything. She was frightened of him. He was tall and frail
en in weeks. She also wanted to help him, but she just didn't know how.
f the animals, though she was doubtful they were still here.

1d white house on the top of a large hill. She

The animals
Were overjoyed
and of course,
SO was ?
Afternoon. Her
best friend had
come back. She
vowed to him to
never leave

He looked up at Afternoon
and looked like he hadn't eat
She left Milo to go try to find the rest o

While trying to find all the animals she came across an o
didn't remember this ever being here. She thought, oh maybe I had never come this far, but who

knows if she had or not. She decided to go inside. What was the worst that could happen?

The inside of the house looked how you would expect an old abandoned house to look. She examined
her surroundings and found one small lamp on in the upstairs bedroom. The bedroom was very nice.
furniture and bedding with flowers, just like the ones that used to inhabit the

It had pretty antique
clearing. She turned off the light to see if anything would happen, nothing did. She turned it back on them agai
10 just so she could see and decided to leave the house. She hoped maybe she would have found kept that n. She
FI‘Omise "
orever., Bkl LA RS )
' Artwork by Lia

Ki;l‘patr‘i;gk 11
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By Lourdes Sinisterra

For generations to come, the i
s t , they all continue to grow
’ll;hey have traditions of pride passed down an%i down
A(l)r their heirloom necklaces is what they have to show
ongside their elegance styled with a fictional crown

They are the earth, the stars, th
’ ) e sun,
They are the backbone of our world and the sky

No time for judgments, they let thei
) their h
As does the beauty of their Zurls e oy

Legacies of mothers car i
: ry down their sto
ﬁs they teach their daughters what value?:chey hold
Asmatl.‘larchal position is their path to glory
their frames of self-portraits are aligned with gold

For they are the movemen
t, the fut
For all the world to see ure; and thejgzeons

Pride and tradition lasts for generations
It does in you and as it does in me

flowers blooming

changes

bushes

Ejclolsl V] gRm
By Mary DeSaussure Parxer

We grow like the trees in a forest

Creating an ecosystem aro
squirrels, plants, birds,

We go through different seasons like a tree
Sometimes our limbs are barren
Sometimes they are plentiful and we have

und us of

As the season changes the ecosystem

The birds fly south, the squirrels hide away
The flora is replaced by new flowers and

1]o0 elufildlel
By Cassie Collins

Taking a step forward feels worthless.
One step forward always leads to three
steps back. I try and get help but then I
run over it, like when a kid builds a
tower; it always ends up with them
destroying it. They told me I needed to
go forward; that if 1 go forward, it'll be
easier to take more steps forward.
They're right of course. But, it feels so
good going back. Going back to control;
getting messed up feels so much better
than being fixed. It’s fun to watch the
tower fall. It’s fun to build it up high and
see all the effort crash; all the perfection
of the unbroken pieces broken. We all
have that one person who wants to build
the tower back up despite you constantly
knocking it down. They want it to stay
strong; they do everything they can to
build it up in a way that will keep it
upright, and maybe convince you to see
the beauty in the tower, hoping you won't
knock it down. So they keep trying,
building and building with all the broken
pieces that have been shattered. Hoping
you will see that breaking will not do
anything. It can only satisfy you for a
while. We all know that person who will
keep picking up all your broken pieces,
even when you break yourself again and
again. They will be the kneeling, waiting
for you to fall so they can rebuild you.
Sometimes you wish you could send
them away because you like looking at

:‘ the broken pieces. But after time, you
| will be thankful that they kept rebuilding

your pieces because if they gave up, you

irds si i
\ S 8Ing, she sings. She is

) WEENC; Nesl;g
| Y Lenzie Browder

When the

trees swa
3 V, she sw

N you dance, she dances?}\l/ff.hen

eve i

rything, but also nothing. None of

| 0

shun her, we areseglmany e
and we are ag nat ] pk

with life, and
! yet we use i

L seitto

knf)y V\ge‘fvs}?n who gave it to yg h\l/IVIitl 5
R at we are supposed.to d g
e }iogvae;{hbpt choosing to g?ve
B IS somethin

ould do regard]egs. Whﬂgetz?]?t)f

ar.elessr.less IS out of
rlr)nnd), 1t affects us in
ubtle, but serious.

ng, the ozone ig

ways that are s

We know that they will come back would still be broken. I owe great thanks

N.ew animals and p}ants will stay with us $&w to my builder for plck,mg up my pieces ut will ultimat Ialys that we can’t gee
Like a tree we provide comfort for so many = for me when I couldn’t. ecause she wa ely feel. This is not
n

We are the center of a small ecosystem
If we are off the ecosystem is off

SImply because we are killing

tI‘aShing a
, and mur 9
ome, but her ho der Ing not only our

‘ p; v me.
Artwork by Lourdes Sinisterra
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By an anonymous 19%" crade student

Him:

I've been like this for some while now; in this state of being. There is an empty space
where my body once was with a distinct absence of smell and taste. My eyes are foggy, but
I can somehow see everything clearer. I follow my wife around. I know that I love her and
that I am home, but that is it. She cries all day and barely sleeps. It must be my fault. I
want to cry too but cannot. I want to cry for her. I want to screamm and satisfy my itching
throat. She lays alone in a king size bed. Is it our bed? I can’t seem to remember.
gometimes I leave her to roam the hallways. There are familiar pictures on the wall, but I
can’t place how I know the faces on them. The answer is on the edge of my mind; a step
away. Always a step away.

The days keep passing and she does not cry as much; she does not do much of anything.
At first I thought she was recovering, but I now suspect something is wrong. Something is
wrong with her mind. Mine, however, seems t0 be returning. I died, I remember that
now. My body was too old.

My most vivid memory is of a little girl. She had soft black hair, hazel eyes, and rosy
cheeks. She lived in this house with my wife and me. Her little feet used to run down the
hallways. She would sometimes scrape her knees on the tree in the front yard. She loved to
trace faces in the wallpaper and name them, and then she would cry when she could not
find them again.

She died too, 72 years ago. It was the summer and we were on our beach trip. She had
been excited about it for weeks, talking about all the things she would do, and was
determined to swim without our help. When we got there we were very careful, never
letting her out of our sight. She loved when the waves would get to her and she could float
over them. I remember how my wife and I had gotten into an argument. It was over
something stupid, like how she didn’t think I was making the trip special enough for our
daughter. We looked away for a second and she was gone. That feeling of helplessness is
something I can still remember even now. I wonder where my daughter is now, and if her

young spirit has found peace.

I envy her. I envy that she doesn’t have to watch the days passing on without her. I tried to
help my wife move on from our daughter, and get the guilt that was tearing her apart.

But, the house was never the same after we lost her. I had a hard time looking into my
wife’s eyes. Everything reminded me of our little girl.

The days keep passing and my wife’s condition has worsened. She doesn’t go outside
anymore. She doesn’t even talk. It’s as if she can’t remember how to live. She silently
passes the picture of me that used to make her cry.

I can recognize my old body now in the pictures on the walls, but I feel as if she can’t. I
worry for my wife. She doesn’t move from the couch. The days pass and the bags under
her eyes have darkened. Her fingers are bleeding because she won’t or can’t stop biting
them. She sits humming day and night. I recognize the tune. It is a song she used to
sing to our daughter when putting her to sleep. When did she get this bad? She doesn’t
flinch when the flies land on her face, frozen in an eerie smile. I move next to her, trying
to feel her warmth. But, she is cold; so cold. I scream an empty scream. Out of the
quietness, there is a ringing in my ears that grows louder and louder until I feel like my

head is going to explode.
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getting harder t at he died or two
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By Anonymous

Dear Brain,

Why do i

by 1}17st? %I(c);ln(’itotfe}lllls ;g me? 1Y\’hy do you make me so unjustly sad? Wait..... Is it actuall
jarnst? T overthiﬁk' u nlia' e it so hard to tell. I overthink everything and then ove thy k
e sadm\/%/:ht is your fault. All of my problems seem to be caused by (l;u lﬁrfl
e A not' v en 1a normal brain would be overjoyed, you are depresseg Yo e
not no peoI;le i orm?d. You make me feel so alone. I could be surrounded by a -
biftion people an %Ir ignvzrlouThmake sure I feel hated, not comforted or loved. I wor}llder wh
e Y}(’) i ks. en I think and realize it is because of you. I am anti-social Y
! everyone. = ma % me think there are problems with everyone; with me. I al a
Ee Oy gs ;neh ecause of you. I am scared of people because of you I amways
I At g w alt everyone thinks of me because of you. You are rui.nin m
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I was encased by an unnatural feelin
1S en . . g of the unknown. It was a ifti
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underwaterpigle:'d at Y{v?s kso quiet, like t}'1at overwhelming fear when you igre "

o o thr e;f e and you don't know if you can hold your breath for lon

enough o re: coulde bsu ace. It was entrancing; beautiful in a way. I hadn't realizé;d

that a silence 3 e so entangling. I felt a disorienting pull to an untold pl I
ing to know that it was inescapable. I had to accept letting go prace: &
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By Wil) Varner

This place was not right. It was never right. I did not choose this. People cannot choose
where they are born. It feels empty. Meaningless. I should be somewhere else. I know that I
belong somewhere else. I desperately need to be somewhere else. And yet, I am not

somewhere else. I am only here.

The air is thin. Suffocating. On some days I struggle to breathe. I become ill often. Not many
others recognize this. Most people are healthy. It seems that they were born in the right

place. I was not.

This place is surrounded by walls; walls that are hundreds of stories tall, rising endlessly
into an unending sky. They are covered in vines and cracks, some of which emerged long
before others. No one knows exactly how old the walls are. They were built long before we
were born. They have stood here for millennia. Somehow, only now are the walls beginning
to truly break. Only now are some of the cracks developing into holes. T hope that I am still
alive when the walls finally fall, freeing everyone who still desires to leave. It will happen at

some point, but I cannot spend my life waiting.

No one knows why these walls were built either. I know that there are other places beyond
them. After all, the purposes of walls are to keep people from entering; or to keep them from
leaving.

Some say that the wa s God’s will. They say that
leaving this place is a f all people, both
us and those beyond. They are all wrong. No one is i e other places.

that I know is that they were not here originally. The walls were constructed by people who
lived long before us. The walls have outlived them, and now we have inherited this curse

that they created.

A few people have tried to leave, but most could not escape the walls. They knew that this
place was suffocating and impossible to live in. They were called insane for trying. They were
told that they will never be able to leave; they were born here and will always live here. Yet

at the same time, they are not welcome here.

There have been a few that have succeeded. They climbed the walls and left this awful place.
I don’t know where they are now. No one does. I only know that they are somewhere else;
somewhere where they can breathe. Somewhere where they are happy.

I stand at the edge of the world at this moment. The walls stand before me, rising far into

the sky. From where I stand, they appear infinite. Yet I prepare to climb them. I believe that

I am capable. Somehow, I know that I need to be on the other side. I know that another

place exists, despite many denying it. T know that there is a life for me in that other place. 17
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By Isavella Cajcedo Villecgas

I opened my eyes and slowly reached for my phone on the nightstand. I got on
Instagram and scrolled past all of these girls with perfect bodies. I couldn’t help
but stop on several of the posts and zoom in on their stomachs; sO flat, but with
curves in all the right places; the ideal hourglass body. I put down my phone and
went into the bathroom. I stared at myself in the mirror and started to feel all
the excess fat on my body. No matter how much I starve myself or work out, 1
still will never achieve the same body as those girls. Tears started to drop from
my eyes and I could feel the overwhelming sadness take over. When am I ever
going to be perfect or fit society’s standards? Although my friends assure me I
am perfect, I believe they’re trying to sooth me. It just feels like whatever I do,

T'll never be good enough.

Everywhere 1 look, I see constant advertisements of the “perfect body.” But,
what does that even mean? In order to achieve this, you have to have an ample
chest, curvy hips and butt, a flat stomach, with skinny arms and legs!? These
ideals have affected me so much that it is all I can think about. 1 constantly
search for weight loss tips, surgeries, procedures, and the list goes on. You name
it and I have probably tried it. L have such an obsession that I have been
hospitalized due to these dangerous self-inflicted procedures. But regardless,
that didn’t stop me from continuing to search for the answer of the question
that is always in the back of my mind: will I ever be good enough?

A couple of months ago, 1 decided to go to weekly group meetings with people,
who like me, also struggle with their weight. In these meetings, I have learned
the true definition of a perfect body. We all have the ideal body, even though
some may have a different perspective of how it is supposed to look. I have
come to accept and love my own body. Ever since I made this change, I have
started to feel more relaxed and genuinely happy. While it is hard still, I know
now that is doesn’t matter what people think or say.
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By Danielle Ferry

There is no one around
Except him...
Because of his appearance
To them
He is frightening
He is threatening
He is aggressive
However
He is misunderstood
He is lonely
He is like any other
A fish
Only through their eyes
Can they see this
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Why’d you drop my hand
en we got off the bus?

They weren’t looking at us
I swear

And if they were
Why should it matter?
They don’t know anything
Please look at me
I'love you
Just two girls
In love
Isn’t that enough?
For them?
For you?
But you said
That it just wasn’t
It won’t stop them
From staring at
From caring about

From hurting
Us
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By Aniyan Freeman
My hqart full joy

Enemies have done nothing

But try to destroy my thoughts

They've been playing j :
B SCrimmI;g é’lng In my mind

But if you look into
: m
You'll get the picture Y e
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By £lla Mclean

Walking like zombies

Head in a trance

They look on calmly

Pass by me without a glance
They are glued to the colors
As they flash by

They bump into others

And give no reply .
1 wmglder what it would be like

To live in a world

Where technology
Didn’t rule our life

T
T
. T
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By Elizabetn Vance

How could my world twist so radically?
But it’s only in my brittle mind

The creator of my destruction

The explanation for my disorientation
Am I incapable of peace?

Of love?

Of happiness?

Of control?

Am I bound for a life of endless spiraling?

A burden is all I am and all I'll ever be

I will forever wish I was the lion rather the lamb
Yes, I know

We all have our wars

But what has left me utterly sore

Is this everlasting fall into my own despair
Falling so far, I've lost all sight of any light £
Will I ever escape it all? r

Oh Lord are you even listening?

Why can’t you see I'm just barely making it?
Waltzing on the thinnest of threads

Dangling on the weakest of wires

I hear stories of your gifts of grace

When will I receive mine?

I yearn for your miracles

I need your miracles

Yet it would take miracles to just believe in you

I am my own enemy

My own mind persistently working against me
Boundless voices chirp in my ear

Yet they never seem to harmonize

Time stops for no one

No fasting forward and absolutely no rewinding
Time teases me with the control I don’t bear
Months go by and seasons alternate

Yet it seems I still fear for my own fate

If time moves on, why can’t I?
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By Noan Bridgers

This light inside your heart, it leaves you restless. It burns, it cracks against your
chest, and it ignites like ozone. It keeps your mind awake, late into the evening and
long into the toil of daytime. It snaps against the others around you as you try to
restrain it and refuse to let it out. You are the light’s warden, but you are also its
prisoner. It rises through the prison bars and strikes at your loved ones, and you

pretend not to know why.

The cloud cover will split as if pierced by volleys of cannon fire. It will leave the

whole sky open to you and only you. It will be as if the sun is setting and you will feel

- likeitis setting on you, but it is not. Look at what you could be and do not be afraid.
It will only harm you if you allow it. :
It is you. Every spark of lightning, every wire it strikes, and every photon it shoots off
into the endless night you have built for it. It has always been you. You were scared
of it not being strong enough, of you not being strong enough, and locked it away
rather than taking a risk. You are afraid despite what you might say for bravado. You
are afraid of failure even when you have such wonder inside of you. As it comes close
and licks against your face, like flames faster than light, you must only feel the
warmth and deny its ability to burn you.
Tt strikes from every cloud in the sky, from the atmosphere above, from around you,
and also from within. Even as it strikes the earth and goes dead, you will always
carry another spark within you. It coils around your chest as if you were made 0
copper. It is your prisoner, but also your warden. You constrain it, but its hold on
you is much weaker. Your potential cares not for failure, for that fear only comes
from yourself.
Harness the thunder that rolls through your mind. Conduct the wind that blusters
through your veins. Ignore the sky as night turns into day and allow yourself to see

only the light that will blaze your path towards the future.
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By Lorelei Kenney
My chosen topic for my watercolor painting was depression. I wanted to make my painting
based on mental health and decided to choose depression because it was the mental health

topic closest to me. The painting represents what I felt during the two years of quarantine
from when lockdown first started to when it was time to start returning to school last year.

Last year was when my decline was at its height because it was my first year of high school,
and I wasn’t ready to socialize again or to be in a classroom. I spent the first year of high
school alone and barely passing most of my classes. It was hard for me to do tasks in public
without feeling a little anxious, like walking in the hallway or having to talk to my teachers or
classmates. I also had to relearn how to eat in public again without feeling really nervous. I
had lost all motivation when it came to school, and I took every chance to stay at home,
learning online, when the school allowed it. But, my grades plummeted, and I found myself
back in the habit of laying in my bed all day while my classes would continue in the
background.

Mushrooms are what came to mind when I thought of how I wanted to show my emotions in
this painting. They symbolize the growing dread I felt every day, knowing I would be wasting
my day, either in my bed or spacing out in class, not accomplishing anything. The
mushrooms symbolize the heavy and vulnerable parts about depression. They form a thick
forest on the back of the person to illustrate how heavy the feeling can be and how hard it is
to get rid of it. The mushrooms are in different sizes, pointing in different directions. This
represents how difficult it is to control one’s feelings during this time. The figure represents
the people who suffer from mental illness and how it can make them feel trapped and weak.
Even though this painting represents my own feelings, I want other people be able to relate
to what I illustrated. Therefore, I created the figure without any defining features so anyone
could see themselves as that person. The figure is curled up in a ball and in a laying down to
represent depressing, gloomy feelings I was experiencing. The towering, overwhelming
mushrooms hanging over the figure represent how suffocating and overwhelming mental
illness, more specifically, depression can be.

The color palette of my painting is dull and lacking excitement because depression does
make one feel emotionless. I used dark greens to contrast with the light yellows to emphasize
the figure, using the stems of the mushrooms to create path, leading the eye to the figure. I

used the repeating shapes of the mushrooms to create a sense of wholeness throughout the
composition.

This painting was made with the purpose of showing my feelings and struggles with
depressive thoughts. I want people to be able to relate to my painting and my story. I want

my painting to spread awareness about the devastating damage depression can have on
someone.
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By Brianna Lloyd

You instead deceived me

=

| l\;?{ \l.‘.L

Before I go
I hope my family forgives me

But I will never forgive you
P You hurt me
20 You didn’t believe in me

And I hope they open their minds
For when I'm gone
There is nothing that I can do

You made my identity more important ~/

Forgive me for not being enough than my health
Forgive me for not being happy
Forgive me for not playing into your hand Before I go
' I hope my family finds peace '
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«“Next time answer me the first time T askyoua question,” he says as he stares down at me.
“Do you know where you are?”

I slowly shake my head from side to side.

“You are currently on an island that’s in the middle of nowhere. No special services, noO
technology, and limited material. Anyways, I'm Marcus. I've been on this island the
longest and therefore I'm the leader, SO whatever 1 say goes- Got that?” 1 nod to him in
agreement not wanting to get lifted up and dropped for the second time.

«Alright everyone, introduce yourself to the new guy,” he says as he walks away. What feels
like eternity of awkward silence goes by until a smaller male steps up-

“Hello, my name is Dave,” the higher pitched boy says. SO that’s his name huh? Good to

know. But1 still continue to stare at him just like my previous response to Marcus.

«gtill a bit shaken up 1 see,” he says. «well, If you need anything, you can find me over
there near the jcy part of the island,” pointing to the right. The area is covered with about
a half of an inch of snow with ice on the trees. After he leaves I’m left alone. 1 guess 1
didn’t notice that everyone else had abandoned me 2 bit ago.

- Tt would probably be smart to get better acquainted with the area, SO 1 set out to check out
this place. Things are pretty much set up around here. They have food, heat, water, ait

even houses.
make my way Over to the sno
slowly sticks his head out as he hears me approaching his camp site.

“Hey Branch, what's up?” He says to me.

I give him 2 puzzled look. «granch?” I repeat.

“Oh yeah, sOrTy- That’s what T'm going to call you since, you know, you got knocked out by
one,” he says and begins to chuckle. 1 brush it off and ask him about an open space to
camp out for the night. “T'have an extra bed and plenty of room, so you can stay here
tonight. In the morning, we will hunt for your own place,” he says as

entrance to the tent.
his offer. T am really tired and my head otill hurts. 1 walk

1 would be crazy not to accept
into the tent and see the second bed. 1 quickly make my way over to the bed and sit down.

Just as soon as I lay back and kick my feet up; my eyes begin to feel very heavy. Dave
notices this and tells me 10 sleep well. It takes no time for me to fall into 2 deep sleep-

Out of nowhere, 1 suddenly jerk straight up out of thebed as @ women’s voice screams,

«“Mikey wake up! Wake up right now or you will miss the bus!” The voice sounds familiar

and it takes me a few seconds 0 recognize that it's my mother. «“Mikey! Get Up!” she
shouts again.

I nod my head and reply with a “yes ma’ am” and she turns to leave my room. 1 roll over
and push my legs off the edge of my bed, shaking myself out of the deep sleep- As I rub my
head, trying to make sense of the dream 1 just had, I realize I have a headache and huge
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By Lila Gillan

The one who thought thinks
And the one who drank drinks
Neither will know

A bare field wj
th S,
Dead grass and alég’lthlng in it

Her soft touch through their hair Beautv’s hi orless sk
Blessed like her brother Zephyrus Free ;}r’usi}}lllfden bpt I feel it y
Nothing could break my love for us I run thl‘oug%pt)},l with no care

. ) f feet bare e field with my
Fright and faith are one 1o the same " Sun hiding ik .
Her beauty is of unknown fame e < (;Swl € an artic hare in
And what is unknown is daunting I have no th
Life and death are one in the same clear oughts, my mind is

With the wind there is no game

The scenery makes me dj

There is no shame Free fro ) sappear
There is no blame th Ougill ;‘Se?hty , negative
With faith, fear is abandoned Everythin eave

g’s clea
dOIl’t feel nea; even though I

~ Invisibility f
| still thzrflt but everything’s

Close to the e
: arth :
I will never CalieI feel free like

I overlook the green in the breeze
More alluring than it had ever been
My one true love

Unseen

" I have found myself too close to your rays

| ' 7

(M]oJr] nliln]ols!

By Mary DeSaussure FParker

As the sun rises, flowers o i i
g °rs open up as if to give the sun a
%ﬁe bre(,eze‘ ruffles their petals and wakes the grass =
The sun’s light covers everything in an orange haze
e world is at peace and its nature’s playground
As the sun rises so does my soul
{\’5[ gois_ to meet the sun and join in all the fun
ASy i in is tickled by the breeze as if it is encouraging me
the sky turns to a beautiful blue, so do I
As the flowers soak in the nutrients, so do I
I have become one with nature

“

g Spm

By amelie Jalimoa
Call me Icarius

Hot in the head
I may find myself dead
But at least I am here in your arms

The joy and warmth you bring
Allow the lark to sing

Allow the bells to ring

Ding, ding, ding!

The comfort and cheer you bring

| Harglolnly
By Mary DeSaussure ravr«er

The sun becomes the ocean drowning everything in its light
It provides warmth, nutrients and feeds everything
Similar to the sun, the ocean provides with something essential
It provides us with water, but it is cold
Both contrast each other while working together to provide us life
Just like how have to burn fields to plant more life
We work in harmony though contrasting
- Our minds can join together yet work in different ways
' Like two puzzle pieces that come together
We are like the sun and the ocean
Nature works in harmony like us

Artworx by Betn Walker
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By Ella Humpnrey

neared the end
ding west towards home
color to cover the sky

Another day has
With the sun hea
Leaving clouds of ]
Lasting only as long as you let it %
Looking like an image out of your min
With a little bit of orange there

And a blend of purple and blue here
All while the sun is disappearing
Behind the horizon

Then everything goes black

r eyes flickering open

%?ﬁcheysound of anger and sadness

L /e
ary ueSaussare Farrver

ut o
ky opens into an 3 of my meditation

udd] rray of colors as by i
et?lrcfrfled the beauty of the sky ta(ﬁtrflt:ﬁl(mg as the goddess
118¢, pink, gold, red, yello & me to its world

w, blue, and purp]e

Aphrodite

NiEats po ERQ FEeEER

By amelie Gosselin

Standing on the beach

The sand was soft and cold

It was dark, too dark to see the ends of my fingers
Can’t see where I'm going, I'm just walking

The sand is colder, the water is closer

The stars are the only light to my path

As I reach the water’s edge

My body gets a sense of chill throughout

The wind blows and lifts the sand onto my calves
Like little shards of glass hitting me

I can’t see farther than an inch

But I feel every inch of the ocean in that moment

U)o MpeEpE

By Nena Sivanxoil

Dark, dark night
There was no light
The little boy’s dreams
Were nowhere in sight

He moved from his bed

And tiredly rubbed h;
He walked all aroundl Fad

His mind filled with dread

Dark, dark night
There was no light
The sun arose

And night left in spite

Artwork by Cassie Collins

The boy always knew
The sun to be true

But as the hours went by
Away the sun flew

Dark, dark night
ere was no light
The boy would beg
For some change to his plight

And beg he would
With all his might
But still the sun left

And away with it the light
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By Alexandria Kolomoetls

I fluttered around the cold and empty house. Water dripped down somewhere creating an
ominous, ambient sound that echoed all around me. My steps no longer clacked against
the marble floors that woke the guests in their quarters in the east wing. The walls bled
with memories that were no longer mine. Pictures and photographs were frozen in time.

They stared at me as I passed through the corridors. The longer I looked back, the more
twisted their eyes became, holding my gaze with deadly silence. 1 continued on with wispy
tendrils sweeping the floor behind me and never making a sound. I passed by a rusted
gold mirror, finding that my reflection had been reduced to nothing more than a
distortion in an empty room. I wondered if the pictures were the only things that could
see me now. The balcony, once overlooking a vast garden estate filled with precious roses
and willow trees, now overlooked a barren wasteland with no one around to tend or

govern it. The roots of the once-beautiful trees twisted and contorted and broke through
: the ground as if gasping for air.

The roses disintegrated, and in
| their place stood bushes of thorns
| and brittle twigs. No wind blew.
™ The sky was a greenish-grey that
4 looked as though even the sun had

1 forgotten how to shine properly. I
H stood over the corroded ledge and
1 1ooked out over my kingdom. It
was mine again with no one else
here to lay claim to the throne.
1 swiftly, I turned and moved
through the halls once more,
towards the heart of the castle,
winding around sharp bends,
1 through elaborate arches, and up
staircases that spiraled all the way
up to the glass skylight that had
become cloudy with age. The last
room was concealed within a
cylindrical brick wall that was
inaccessible. Being a ghost, I
phased through. In the room,
beneath a warm flickering light,
1 was a tarnished crown on a velvet
throw pillow with gold tassels and
cobwebs on one side. A spindly
spider sat in the middle of the
pillow as if protecting its freasure.
- As1lifted the crown, cobwebs
" pulled upwards then snapped, and
the spider skidded away timidly. I
raised it to sit on top of my head, a
perfect fit. It all felt right until the
sky collapsed onto the stone
ceiling.
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By Jamuel Hall

The frightful night sitting by a fire
The endless fight to stay awake

To stay alive for a while longer

The life you live as death sits across
How he stares and glares at your soul

T Tk g Waiting for his opening goal

How he taunts and haunts you
Waiting for your final breath
And as that breath comes, you wonder
Wonder what life would’ve been like
If you had gone through with it
That wonderful life
That painless, meaningful life
That happy joyful life
That life worth living
But that life was nothing as you wished
As you watch it go
Watch it perish
Thinking, wishing you could change
Only to see
See your end
The end of life
Your life
So now
. Youliveto die and die to live

1 am forgotten

?3;1 sin them I find
And oY heart they shall
ere shal surround

T nf ] of M1

Y Teican Edwards

Thou art the
A sun of
The epiphany of sorf"he darle

ht’
The son of the eslgders’sestﬁ;r(li?:)lvxsrplendor

I walk toward
2h rds thee wit -
hqoung to know thy gesilt(leep ish haste
yet, thy friendshj e soul

ti

noon tide

Watfer high or chasm wide

Toyr 1itte thou still shal] sery

3 tn shall bring no safet ;
struggle shal] sub—servey

MYA
eclipse pervades thy irises

sleep

1 be no time for sheep

Glraveltolzle)
By Claire Corvin

My gravestone sits atop of a hill

Weathering the wind and rain

Over time, MOSS starts to cover it

But, it is always cleaned

The occasional passerby leaves me a flower

By the time the next is left, the last has crurr_lbled to dust
Feeding the ants that march dutifully to their queen

The moss grows back only to be scraped off again

The groundskeeper quickly moves from stone to stone

Rain and wind wear at my stone
Smoothing the corners ;
The moss grows back and is cleaned off again

Hot sunlight beats down on the other side of my stone

Bleaching it almost white

As the rain and wind wear at my stone
My name is now barely legible
Diminishing anyone’s ability to
The moss grows back, but it is no longer scraped off

\ For the groundskeeper nOW has a stone

My name fades and disappears

and obscuring my name

determine when I last walked this Earth



feeling of true love.”

and end up where I started.

I told Him I will sacrifice anything for are
didn’t have inside. I just wanted to be are
love, happiness, and joy; all the emotions
my room, wondering will anything get better,
overcome this depression. Day after day I try t

GlufiL R Tilp!
By Brandon McCoy

Once He said: “You'll never figure out real happiness. You won’t ever experience the

al life; to feel the true happiness that I
boy; a real person with feelings like

I live without. Many days I spend alone in
wondering if T will ever be able to

o change, but I seem to always fail

' Icallon Him again: “HEY please help I beg of you! It’s been to many nights in my

room.”

He always responds with the same retort:

help.”

“Figure it out yourself before you call for

I never knew what He meant. I always thought I knew myself the most. Over time, 1
thought I could feel myself start to get better. I thought maybe this could be the end

of my misery. 1 could finally live the America

1 dream and be happy. I started to do

more activities outside, and in the house, I started to feel like myself again. But, I
wondered what it was that changed for me; what gave me the strength to change?

So I called on Him again: «“What was it that I did different? How did I find myself?”
He responded: “You changed nothing. It was all a test to see if you would give up or

not.”

«“WHAT? Why would you do that?” I said, but He never answered. It’s like He
vanished. Then I realized it was me the entire time. I was HIM telling myself all this.

But why?
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Drlfting through this deep dark space
Sparkhng white dots litter the place
Distant stars contrast with black
As you stare, floating on your back

. Exploring, advancing, making a change
In the name of science, though it’s strange
Stuck in the weightlessness of space

The.s‘huttle drifts and floats and stays

Orbiting inside the Earth’s blue haze

Black and white, mobile home base

The astronaut’s temporary place

Tethered to the ship to keep from drifting awa
With Houston in their ear, they won’t be led as?i[ray
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By Merryn Courie

Mission on the mind, as the astronaut floats
But. fqn can be had amongst the notes
Twisting and flipping through the dark

The camera comes out and finds its mark
The shutters flick with a single tap

The astronaut takes a quick snap
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An eerie fog obscured the transcendent | o —
views . Ey Cal d E}Fﬂ EﬂEG
Mountains blew that melancholy over Feinbey.

The magnificent sunset that pursues

A song of the whistling wind moreover urning dowy, Iught and hot

ark skies sh lang’ ’
An inevitable feeling of sorrow and delight othing I?]Hed with Smgﬁle eight
Fills one’s heart as sounds of nature endure Orests fy]] OIE ares to one’s J,
A cool moist air feels as if in flight Utrients foun?i f once moy eO :
The dying day and howling beasts secure and regroyyg Wllél S00t and agp,
e —— € as fast

That feeling of intense complete T ———
The superlative view, nothing greater_ - T —

None can generate that feel repeat -
~ None but the one of nature

——TTIL lLartwork by Quentin Hilley® 39
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and the years leading up to that moment, about there being fate or destiny or Godora
preordained plot point, that every circumstance actually maybe more real than I had

previously believed them to be. So, contrary to my expectations, a hiking trip in Ohio
ended up being the proverbial “final nail in the coffin” of my grip on reality.

Ever since then, I've felt a growing conflict between fiction and fact, especially when it

1 comes to relationships. I felt connected to my family in the kind of way that comes with

| being in close physical proximity, having history, and unconditional love. But friends

| from the internet, such as Timmy, don’t come with that. I talked to him about the
inchworm and things, about music, movies he and I watched, and how I liked looking
out the car window at the fields and the cows. It seemed like we were SO lucky to have
each other despite the fact that we are 4000 miles away from each other. But, I just held
your hand inmy dream last night.

Before the internet, people formed these types of connections with people in close
physical proximity due to lack of other options. They had to share their inner feelings
with people that they went to school with. Eww. The fact is I have a hard time opening
up to Timmy who I have gone to school with since 3rd grade. However, I can open up to
Timmy who lives in Spain. It’s not deep or edgy or dramatic; I think it’s just a fact. There
are just a lot of people I'm «friends” with that I just don’t know.

There are a lot of people with what’s known as a private spam /vent account on
Instagram or Twitter or wherever in which they can one-sidedly disclose all of their
frustrations and personal struggles to an audience of whatever friends they feel qualify
for an accepted follow request. Unlike most people who scroll through all the ramblings
without a thought or pause, I do read every comment; every venting moment. I read
everything.

The friends you’ve never physically met still exist there, between the even rows of Neue
Helvetica. Amid the storms of pixels of text you've rained are actual people, beyond the
pixels themselves. Getting tangled with one of them means while you're together neither
of you have to think about how your hair looks, if you have a stutter, blush easily, or
make stupid faces when you laugh. You start to feel like your pixel relationships with
people you've never met are more meaningful than the friendships you've had since
middle or elementary school. But if Timmy from Spain lived here in an alternate reality,
and I saw him at lunch every day, our friendship would be just as two-dimensional as the
rest. So then, online relationships seem to have more in common with fiction than fact.
So, I have to ask: why are people more inclined to open up with someone that is closer

to a mirage than a reality? It’s like taking a picture of a relationship and digitally altering
it until it ceases to resemble anything that could happen naturally. So then, it seems
imaginary things become more important than things that are real. Even if something is
more real than reality, it’s still not reality.

What does this weird tangent have to do with anything? When I was on vacation, I felt
more impacted by imaginary things than real things, like the inchworm of my delusions
and Timmy from Spain. It was as if the foliage, caves, waterfalls and the sunsets
seribbling all over everything were just a background, included for atmosphere. My
mom, sisters and cousins, and the flavors of our interactions were written in for the
audience to compare them to my interactions with crazy town people, inchworm, and
Timmy. The truth is I don’t know what the truth is. T don’t know if the truth matters. But,
like a cartoon character, I've always ended up okay when all the dust settles after a big
problem with high stakes. No matter the measures I've taken to assure my own doom, I
have consistently, miraculously, ended up relatively fine. Even though I recognize the
irrational nature of my faith in the fantasy, nothing has checked me back into reality yet.
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Rlulsfpliclilon
Lyrics and Music
By JSean adams

A psycho in blue armed with a killing machine
No questions asked, not even if you are clean

Assumption and failure; erratic behavior
Judgment based off of your skin (Suspicion!)
They’ve got the weapons; society deafens
Murder on impulse and fear (Suspicion!)

Gun to your back, holding a deadly key
Opens your skull, a racial killing spree

Assumption and failure; erratic behavior
Judgment based off of your skin (Suspicion!)
They’ve got the weapons; society deafens
Murder on impulse and fear (Suspicion!)

Safety is dead (No more!)
Innocent bloodshed (Violence!)
Beginning of war (No more!)
Knocks at the door (Violence!)
No more! — Violence!

Artwork by Sean adams

By Madison Sreen

SANAE R e LY

?hgam, it needs to be asked
ose who mean no harm ’

ApsSi Mg ITjnl st ]
By Bryce FPeeples

Has there ever been a time when everyone was considered equal? Has there ever
been a time when one demographic was not considered superior to another? For far
too long, African Americans have been seen as gangsters, thugs, criminals, and
hoodlums. Enslaved and forced into labor in the 18th and 19t centuries. In the 20t
century, we were segregated in public restrooms, schools, and restaurants. Now, we

have been reduced ose responsibility
is to protect us. When African American
injustice should not be the first words that
by African Americans, but they do because they
not make one person any different from the next

determining factor of wh

to being killed at the hands of the authority wh
s hear “police officers” violence, racism, or

come to mind. Cops should not be feared
fear for their lives. Skin color does
. Skin color should not be the

ether or not a person deserves 10 live.
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' .1 who loved the moon, o would never talk bac y
alitte & alk to the moon, but th:sr?}?gre o 1o moon at all.

o outside and t S rSm o y
ifferent every miglt; SO e inside. “Honey! Come inside, .
ts called her to com that's never going to

e girls parenbe out talking to something

There is a farawa lanet imi

to ours. At least i}t’ \I/)vas, u11vt?1r¥)rsllen(lileltar
sor.nethlr.lg.strange appeared: fish 4
flying, gliding, floating in the sky. ’N 0
one knew where they came from .or
why. Some marveled at them, and [

There once was
the girl would g h
noticed the moon was

Winter Ilight, th

1d, 5
ic’)c’r;etcc)g cold to be out. Youre too old to ——
talk back." . <ide and reflected on how the moon had never ta - IS)(;;I.Ie. hatt}eld them. But, out in the ‘
. irl came 1NS1de€ . « Uries there stood :
{1)1sc(211fi%zds’$ggeg;rher conversations made her feel si zvatched One day, the girl was b which there lived b%;még 1}(1)?11;1%1? 2
er. ) oon b t. oin the fish i ] :
1der, and the m nely apartmen B Join the fish in the sky.
Alot of time pass?ld' T(? gg;&gﬁ:ﬁvnzd’ but had no one t9dt a(lilicgogler’t EGPra}r(;d gg outside. To her - daY , he wistfully wai(c)lllelgla‘cc}}:els);1 Sfls;ﬁg
extremely stressed a1¢ P & saw the moon. She decide y swim by, hoping they’d whisk him
She looked out th a soft smile. - away up into the clouds. For, each
night he was plagued by a dark, evi]

looked down at her wi
thing; its voice crept in his head and

twisted his mind, This thing n

but Simply grew stronger. Agnde:;2 ; left,‘

fa(}:lh nlgl}t, the boy wished for the fish'
0 help him. The fish heard his pleas r

and decided to help. They sent down

to him pearls. He w
. as to take J
the lake near his house. e 13

Scan to view the “Eat these then jump in th >
said, “and all wil] bepwell,”e lake,” they

entire illustrated
So, the boy ate the pearls and

book ;
B = T aran pitor (s)lt%)ll.ncleried himself in the tepid waters
1s lake. When he emer i
ged from
waters, he.was no longer a boy. He e '
was a fish in the sky. :

surprise, the moon
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L 'a i By Coleman Hughes book
A 9 \ —— v
\ ¢ Just off the Edisto River, there is a creek that K Mo —
T & winds through the town of St. George, South —
. e Carolina. The water is cool and flows smoothly.
At night you can hear alligators bellowing and owls hooting in the distance. The creek is

\\'\
ﬂ\\_\\w/ surrounded by all types of trees draping over the water. Occasionally you will see an alligator :
/ or a water snake swim across the creek. The ducks weave through the trees as Woodpeckers .

_::““/A peck. The sound of the rushing river is occasionally interrupted by the rumble of a motorboat ~ _

\ _ ordogs barking in the woods. On the bank, there are two houses: one bigger than the other, -
both with scars from the floods that have come and gone. The road leading here is made of

gravel that crunches under the tires of cars and the feet of the people that come and go. Down

by the water there is a boat ramp with scratches and scars that show its years. There are two .
plywood boards lining the ramp to keep the damp dirt from falling and covering the gray

concrete. Next to the ramp there is a flowing well full of clear cool water with a spigot that is

always spewing out cold water you can wash your hands under after a long day of fishing. This__

= is my favorite place; a place where I can just be... )
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Artwork by

many ways a story can be left unfinished. Maybe the most tragic are not the ones that
come suddenly and without prediction, but the ones that are left unfinished on purpose.

Authors choose this every day, do they not? Why is it suddenly so important that
someone’s story is purposefully left unfinished? Perhaps the fact it has not properly
ended is looking too far. Perhaps it is because no one except the author has seen what
went into the draft. Thousands, even millions of words; all passion and triumph that are
invisible to the world. And at the end? At the end, the draft tapers off, leaving only the
frustration and emptiness that comes with an unfinished writing. Countless reasons fuel
this fire: stress, lack of inspiration, boredom even. In honor of my friend who hates the
vague, flowery prose authors’ use, who prefers to get straight to the point, who suffers
through the unsubtle meaning in this writing: suicidal thoughts; the purposeful and
abrupt ending of an quthor’s heart. I ask you, again, is this your story?

I want to tell you so many things; I want to tell you that it will be alright; that eventually
there is a light at the end of the tunnel. But you've heard that all of this before, haven’t
you? So instead, let me offer you this. This story, the one you areé currently reading, was
an unfinished draft left in my notes app for 2.5 months. Originally, it did not end the
way I wanted. In fact, I never even finished it. The draft felt hopeless. Every word I
would type wasn’t the feeling I wanted, or the beat that matched. It was infuriating; the

blinking cursor taunting me into what my brain simply wouldn’t provide onto “paper.”
Yet, here I am now, aren’t I?

I finished this draft not because I was forced to by a deadline, but because I wanted to
make an impact. I know someone will listen to my words here; whether it'll be in a
magazine, read by only my friends or even only my teacher. So, 1 ask of you to apply this
logic to your own story. I ask of you to spill your heart out in a story of your own. I ask of
you to kneel down to the world who you feel won't listen, and to tell it anyways. Do not
be afraid of judgement; of snake tongues that tell you it is “just hormones,” or to just
“jgnore it like the rest of us.”

It is not pointless to write a story. It will always be your thoughts, your ideas and your
words. You made it, and therefore there will always be a point to be made, which can be
said about life as well. For my friend who hates flowery prose and is afraid to ever show
their writing to the world, I give you the same emotions I feel towards them, whenever 1
read their stories: Ilove hearing their thoughts, their ideas and opinions, their
characterizations and their twists. Someone will love your story, too; your
characterization, your thoughts and your ideals. Someone will take joy in reading your
story until its end. It is important to remember that reading a long story that never truly
was finished always leaves a need for more. It leaves with us hope that the story will

continue.

If you feel no one ever will, then search. Explore and don’t stop! Do everything in your
power until you physically can’t anymore. Sometimes, it is enough to want to live just to
discover. The world is cruel, but the people that count, the ones who make it, cannot all
be defined by that label. T have no flowery prose for this section. 1 can offer only

advice: a reason to live is never pathetic. You are not pathetic for living to see another
episode of your favorite show or because you just want to play a game. Any reason at all

is enough reason to continue your story.

I ask you, out of concern of the one reading this who resonates with my words, and for
the people who want to read that person’s story, to keep going. Keep writing, and

eventually you will find that finishing a story is always more satisfying than leaving an
eternally blinking cursor.
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