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On the island, under the ocean blue sky with clouds that parted with the seagulls that flocked from the 

shattering earthquakes, sending waves of the seas crashing towards the shores of every chain of islands from 

every mainland, I spawned. 

The bright sun glowed on my green skin as I followed them to the ship dock, lacking ships and people. 

There was a man with a green circle surrounding him that prevented his character from moving. He 

dressed of a merchant with a sailor's hat and stood beside his fish and rum. 

ñSir, sir, Grant us a ship!ò My brother gave the man four thousand berries for his service then a large 

wooden vessel with wide sails appeared out of nowhere on the dock, floating on the waterôs surface. Awaiting 

the crew for our voyage. 

ñSet sails!ò We boarded and my brother took the helm. 

Above the crows nest our Jolly Roger waved, a four eyed skeleton with two bones that crossed. The sails 

dropped and the ship sailed, gliding smoothly across the open sea of clear crystal water which the ship's bow 

divided. 

In the waters, the fishes swim against the current of the ship's stream. The merchant with the sailorôs hat 

stood on the island behind us that disappeared out of our sight, in front of us, a ship sailed. 

ñEnemy ahead!ò We caught sight of a lonely ship in the lonely waters. 

The crew on board fired at us as we approached. My cousin unsheathed his sword and jumped into the 

sky. He slashed and cut at the air, red waves of strike charged at the ship and damaged the crew. As he landed on 

the water, the sea froze into an icy glacier floor under his steps which he used to board the ship. 

ñHeôs got a devil fruit!ò they typed in the chat.  

ñAttack!ò The chat spammed. 

As their ship began to sink, their captain rose with flaming hands and scorched our ship, burning all of 

us alive in a fiery inferno. 

ñWe gotta fight as a team!ò my brother yelled after our defeat. 

 

We lifted our heads from our screens, disappointed at one another as we continued to our next class on 

our computers, hiding our cameras from the teachers. 

In my room, we sat wrapped in our own blankets, covering ourselves from the chill creeping in, leaving 

frost on my silvery window. Bags of open chips, candy wrappers and unfinished drinks littered around us as we 

huddled by the warmth of the air vent, a blue screen in our faces as we boarded the ship and hunted for the 

dragon fruit that dropped after a pirateôs death. 

 

ñHe dropped it! Go get it!ò The chat spammed after hearing about the battle that took place on the 

marine island. 

Pirates and marines raced across the great ocean, from storms and windless seas, hurried to claim the 

fruit. Muskets fired and cannons exploded as we approached the island. Hundreds of ships crowded the waters as 

if forming an island of their own, swords clung and clashed, slashing and cutting into flesh and bone. 

The sea formed into a bloodbath of corpses thatôs attracted the hungry sharks that lurked and devoured 

the pirates and marines casted overboard. 

Devil fruit users fought on the land and among each other, their special powers of light and shadows 

destroyed entire ships and buildings into rubble. 

We reached the island and passed the chaos of slaughter. As we searched for the fruit, we encountered the 

pirate crews who attacked with their pistols and swords and powers of thunder and lightning. 

My fingers slid across the screen, tapping on my selection of attacks, my avatar created a sand tornado 

that lifted their crew and sucked them in the attack until theyôre weakened. 

ñWhitebeard has spawned,ò was written in the chat. 

In the center of the island, The pirate captain Whitebeard appeared, and stood at twice the size of the 

average man, a white coat hanging on his shoulder and, in his hand, he held a large naginata, a spear-like weapon 

with a long continuous black line spiraled around its staff that reached his shoulder with a large white silver 

blade thatôs as big as his head where a big white mustache curved like a smile planted. 

Earthquakes erupted and cracked the island as players attacked the boss without avail. The chat spammed 

their deaths, one by hundreds, dying by a single punch and slash of his weapon. 

We hid in the alleys of the buildings, afraid of what could happen. Outside, we could hear the ruckus of 
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the fight, the brave died like fools and the cowards shaking in their holes, hidden from struggle. 

ñWe canôt hide here forever,ò my cousin said, ñWhat do we do?ò my younger brother asked. 

ñFind the fruit, weôll hold them off,ò my brother said to my cousin and my younger brother as he took 

charge. 

I followed him out to battle. 

ñKill him! Kill Whitebeard!ò They allied among each other in the chat, the entire server fighting as one 

to defeat this overpowered boss. 

A phoenix flew above the red brick buildings, its colors of golden and ocean blue shining like a star in 

the ice and fire that formed from the players. He struck the boss with his attack and pushed him against the hill 

as the players began to jump on him and fight him until heôs on his knees and on his last few bars of health. 

ñTsunami!ò 

Whitebeard ripped into the air, cracking its fabric, pulling the island apart and sending waves crashing in 

causing a large tsunami, larger than the mountains of the island, rush towards us, drowning almost all the devil 

fruit users, pirates, and marines. 

Clouds darkened the sky and covered the bright yellow sun. Upon our struggle to fight, Whitebeard 

stood firmly with his blade, cutting down the survivors who were too weak to escape from his wrath. 

ñI got it!ò my younger brother said, eating the dragon fruit. 

In our despair, the dragon with its flaming tail rose above the dark clouds and swept down, breathing its 

fiery breath towards Whitebeard who looked like a small sheep compared to his adversary. 

His fire burned Whitebeard and took his last few bars of health as the chat exploded with, ñHeôs dead! 

Yay!ò 

 

We jumped and hugged each other, leaving the phones behind as well as our teachers, calling for us on 

the computers. 
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I have been familiar with my own dreams. 

I escaped reality and walked back. 

Iôve seen it all, Iôve felt the break of seams. 

 

Nightmares are dreams we decide to attack. 

I have had nightmares. I have seen visions. 

Visions of terror, of gray, of pitch black. 

 

I am confused, stuck in a division. 

The home in my head is safeéand more clear. 

I am afraid dreams will be gone and done. 

 

As much as I wish, I can't be a deer. 

I cannot escape and run in the dark. 

Every time tried, random thoughts just appear. 

 

I know I have strength, have ability. 

My mind can be my safe spot, my safe place. 

A powerful will to live and study. 

 

I have a dream, a dream I can go chase. 

The world has me in chains, I hold the reins. 

And this feeling, this freedom, canôt be changed. 
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The hair seemed to tangle so much and, in the moment, I contemplated putting it down and saying forget 

it. Looking back I should have taken that as my sign to leave it alone and do it some other time. The water 

switched between hot and cold different mixtures of shampoos and conditioners trying to configure what would 

work better to get this curly ball of falsely claimed human hair to detangle. It seems as though I just made 

matters worse. 

The way the kitchen sinks are set up is built in with two sinks side by side, I'm on one side fighting with 

this hair from hell while on the other side there's dinner defrosting. In the midst of me doing the hair in the 

kitchen sink I was detangling the hair so hard and rough that some of the suds from the product got into the 

water for the meat. Of course I noticed the suds in the water and I had planned to get them cleaned up. 

Chloe, my oldest sister, walks into the kitchen. I see out of the corner of my eye as she observes the 

ñmessò I've just created.  

ñI'm hungry, can you hurry up?ò she says with no patience at all in her voice, almost as if she was 

rushing me to go now.  

I was so into it I brushed her off with a quick, ñJust a second I'm almost finished.ò  

Her face scrunched up and her body stiffened up as she got into her ódid you seriously just tell me to 

wait stance.ô Of course, I see her out the corner of my eye and, with every strand of control in my body, pettily 

continued doing what I was doing, making her stand there longer than she could hold. 

After what seemed like eternity she states again, ñI said I'm hungry. You need to move,ò with a more 

authoritative voice with a little more aggression.  

The tone in her voice made me stop in my tracks, ñI just told you after I'm finished with this I would 

move and clean up. With you talking over me I bet you didn't hear me.ò  

Her face filled the color of a ready to pick tomato in picking season. She reached her hand over me and 

turned off the sink water I had running while detangling the hair. Without hesitation I snatched the faucet back 

and tried to continue detangling the hair but, before I could she pushed me, knocking my balance off quite a bit.  

To say I was infuriated was the least. I was tired of my older sister trying to take the place of my mother 

even though my mom was right there. Besides that fact, I hated that my mom never corrected my sister and only 

backed her upé even when she was wrong. It pissed me off even more when my mom added her input as if I 

wasn't already on the verge of tears from the push. 

That was my last straw. I screamed at the top of my lungs for her to never put her hands on me again. As 

I made my way into the bathroom that was just off of the kitchen, still infuriated, she continued to talk smack 

while I walked away, ñYou shouldn't have been in the kitchen in the first place.ò  

ñYouôre crying cause your mad.ò  

Then my mom buts in, ñCynai, you know you shouldn't have been doing hair in the sink. That's 

unsanitary.ò  

In my mind, I'm losing it but physically I'm trying my best to keep my composure because I'm about to 

lose my marbles. 

I grew tired of it all. I say I'm over it and I stop, drop the hair where it is, and go upstairs while still 

hysterically crying, packing my stuff up. I already had plans to go out but I was for sure not coming back tonight. 

I finished packing and left them to deal with my problem. 
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TO ME  

 

to me he is the sun. 

bright and warm 

everything he touches seems to shine 

a brilliant storm of fire 

to shield me from the frost 

i love the way he smiles 

like every beautiful thing in the world is painted across my face 

to me he is the sun. 

a searing warmth that melts the wax of my wings 

at times i think it would be better to brave the cold 

to hide beneath the shadow of a cloud and to pull the darkness close to my chest 

but then the chill bites at my bones 

and I find myself again in his light 

to me he is the sun. 

so close yet so far away 

just beyond the tip of my tongue, scraping against my teeth 

 i cannot hold him close, the heat is too much to bear 

and even far away he burns his smile into my skin 

melting the skin from my bones 

 to me he is the sun. 

to look at him is agony, 

his brilliance is beyond blinding 

a star I can never touch 

to me 

to me 

to me he is the sun. 
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De Donde Vengo/Where I Come From 
 

 

Iôm from Maracaibo, Venezuela,               Soy de Maracaibo, Venezuela, 

A place of maximum beauty, full of gentle people           Un lugar de suma, 

Iôm from a beautiful city,                Belleza en donde todos somos personas amables. 

Full of culture and traditions,                Soy de una ciudad con bella culturas y tradiciones, 

A place, where in December,               Un lugar en donde cada diciembre celebran a la virgen. 

We honor the Virgin de La Chinita.              Soy de Los Robles unos y familia trabajadora y fuerte 

I am from the Robles and a hard working family.             De mi madre Mariel y mi padre Wolfgang. 

From Mariel and Wolfgang.               Soy de una familia trabajador y amable 

I am from a gentle and hard working family.             De que creció como el nieto más alto de la familia. 

From the tallest grandson and the darkest child.             Soy de Catolico una religion que me inculcaron de niño 

Iôm from a very Catholic family.              Soy de Maracaibo, Venezuela, familia Robles y Gonzalez 

Iôm from Maracaibo, Venezuela,              De las arepas, cachapas, patacones, comida tradicional 

I love arepas, cachapas, patacones, etc.              Desde la muerte de mi tío Manuel, una persona que 

From the death of my uncle,                Me enseñó a ser quien soy en la actualidad. 

A person who helped shape the person I am today. 
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Midnight alone in the darkness a bore  

Tiredness has not yet arrived to doze;  

Falling to wonderland would be a chore  

But in this moment, whatever goes, goes 

 

Pictures in mind are all I can think of  

Of trees, and seas defiled by chaos  

Stories of heartache and stories of love  

Stories of heroes stricken with loss 

 

Excitement is short for the search is long  

Time is dying and I am uncertain 

To stay a while awake to hear a song 

Of the sun singing gold through the curtain 

 

Searching is not long and boredom will cure  

A Galaxy far away will assure. 
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Right Here; Right Now 
 

It was a morning like every other morning, me and my brother would wake up to our dad in the doorway 

saying, ñget up time for school.ò 

But, I mean, what kid gets up right away when they are told to?  

But my dad seemed upset that morning and we didn't want to hear him scream so we got up and got 

ready.  

As I'm getting ready I think to myself about the dream I had last night: it was scary but at the same time 

I heard a voice say, ñKeep going ï It might be scary now but it'll be worth it in the end.ò  

What did it mean?  

Before I could even answer, my dad said we have fifteen minutes so I threw on my clothes and searched 

for my backpack. As I looked for my bag, I passed my parents room to see my mom sleeping, which is 

understandable because it was six in the morning plus she hadn't been feeling that well for the past couple of 

days. I find my bag and head outside with my brother to go wait for the bus. 

 

We get home and I put my backpack in my room and head to my parents and notice mom is still in bed. 

My dad wakes her up and tells her she needs to eat something because she hasn't eaten due to her not having an 

appetite.  

I make her a cup of ramen because, if she wonôt eat the noodles, she can at least drink some broth.  

She takes three bites and says she's full before she ends up throwing it all back up.  

I get nervous because I freak out when people throw up so my dad says he will take care of it and tells 

me to go back to my room.  

I eat some candy and watch YouTube.  

My dad comes in and tells my little brother to get ready because he has a wrestling meet tonight. They 

get ready to go but, before they leave, my dad tells me to go sit with my mom until he gets back just in case she 

needs something. 

I climb in bed with my mom and lay on her thigh while I watch tv. Time passes and my mom says she 

needs to use the bathroom. She stands up but her face gets a little pale so she sits back down.  

She didn't make it to the bathroom in time so I grabbed a rag and a towel to help her clean up. I handed 

her a change of clothes and I saw a tear in her eye so I asked, ñwhat's wrong mommy?ò  

She tells me she's embarrassed that her child has to help her clean up herself.  

I reassure her that it's not a big deal and I'll do anything for her because she's my mom.  

She lays back down and falls asleep so I continue to watch tv until my dad gets home.  

I heard the steps and the door and my dad comes in and asks if everything was ok and I tell him what 

happened while he was gone. He freaks out and tells my mom to wake up so they can go to the hospital. She 

looks at me and my brothers nervous face and says no but she will go tomorrow morning. My dad was fine with 

that and told me and my brother to go to sleep because we have school tomorrow. 

I head to my room but get a weird feeling in my stomach. I ignore it and lay in bed but, before I fall 

asleep, I go to my parents room and hug my mom goodnight and kiss her cheek and tell her I love her. She 

smiles and I tell my dad I love him and goodnight.  

That night while laying in bed I felt lost and confused. I began to just talk to God while I looked out the 

window. I tell him about life so far, but I mean you can't really keep any secrets from God so I tell him about 

healing my mom and making her feel better because I hated seeing her like that. I tell him to also heal her 

because my birthday was coming up and I knew she was planning something special. We talk a little bit more 

before I say amen and fall asleep. 

I don't remember my dream from that night, I just remember seeing black. 

  

The next day comes and my dadôs alarm never went off so he woke us up late. He was upset because we 

would have to get dropped off at school instead of him and my mom going straight to the hospital. 

Me and my brother get up but instead of getting ready we begin to play fight with each other. We 

continue to play fight until I hear my dad saying, ñbabe wake up,ò a lot more than he should be. 

I go into the hallway, stand in my parents doorway and see my dad trying to wake my mom up but she's 

not moving at all. His voice gets louder and louder but also more worrisome. He rolls her over and I see her eyes 
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roll back and mucus come from her nose and mouth. My heart drops and I'm terrified but sad but angry and 

confused at the same time. I run to the steps and begin to scream and cry.  

That's when my aunt and uncle open the front door because they live in the apartment underneath us. 

She asks me what's wrong and I try my best to speak but nothing is coming out. She freaks out and tells me to 

breathe then tell her. I breathe then all I could tell her was, ñmommy isn't waking up and I think she's dead.ò She 

screams what and runs by me to my parentôs room and I hear her scream and freak out. 

We go to my aunt's apartment and sit on her couch and all you can hear is crying and screaming from me 

and my brothers and from the adults upstairs. I don't know if she was dead or in a coma, I just remember praying 

to God that she's in a coma and not dead so she will still be here with us. We continue to cry and we see the 

ambulance and police pull up. 

I can't stand being inside so I step outside and see my aunt so I go up to her and she looks at me while 

crying and says, ñBaby I'm so sorry.ò Immediately I scream and freak out when she wraps her arms around me 

and tries to calm me down but I can't hold back anything anymore so I keep screaming. I just keep thinking to 

myself about how so many bad things happened the night before, the party, mommy was throwing up, dadôs 

alarm never went off, and so many other things. 

I see my grandmother's car pull up and my older brother gets out with tears pouring out his eyes and I go 

up and give him a hug. It's strange because I was never that close with my older brother. We used to fight all the 

time and rarely had that many heartfelt moments but I didnôt wanna pick fights with him anymore. I wanted to 

let him know I love him and it'll be okay. My uncle came downstairs and told me and my brother to get in our 

grandmother's car because we were going to the store. At the time I never knew why we had to leave. But we 

went to the gas station and each got a drink, we drove around for a little bit then headed back to the house, most 

of the police and ambulance had left. 

I didnôt wanna be outside so I headed upstairs to go in my room but, as I was walking to my room and 

passed my parentsô room, the room felt so empty. My mom was no longer there. The happiness was gone and the 

room no longer felt like a room. It felt like a void.  

I wanted to walk in the room but I just couldn't so I stood in the door and looked around the room as 

memories with my mother came flooding back to me. All I could do was cry and cry and cry. That's all you 

heard from everywhere: crying, screaming, anger.  

I go to my room and lay in my bed and my cries are no longer loud but my pillow becomes darkened 

from the tears soaking it.  

All I could think about is how I saw my mother last night and she was alive and sleeping. To see my 

motherôs body on the bed this morningé it's a memory that I'll never be able to forget. It's burned into my brain 

and it haunts me when I'm alone with my thoughts.  

I stop crying and lay in bed. I feel empty. Like I'm just a shell with no emotions. I just wanna keep them 

shut off so I can't feel the pain anymore. 

 

I see my aunt from my momôs side pull up in the driveway. She gets out and all the feelings I pushed 

down come right back up so my tears come back and I run and hug her. Her light gray t-shirt already had a dark 

gray spot from her tears. She hugs me tight and tells me to look at her. I look up while crying and she tells me, 

ñListen, you gotta be strong. We will get through this. We have to be strong.ò But as she's telling me I see all the 

tears and pain in her face. She heads upstairs and talks to the adults before coming back down and says she's 

going to the store. My brothers and I hop in her car to go with her because we don't wanna be there anymore. 

 

We come back and I head upstairs and see some of my momôs friends who we called our aunts. They see 

me and give me a hug and look at me and smile. I stare back confused and they say I look just like her and they 

see her in me at all times. I smile and go to head back to my room when my dad hands me the phone ï itôs relatives 

saying their condolences and asking if I need anything. I say no and give my dad his phone back. My dadôs face 

is all red from crying all day so I give him a hug to let him know it's gonna be okay. 

My other aunt from my momôs side pulls up with my nana and I give my aunt a hug and run to my nana 

to give her the biggest hug ever. I was extremely close with my nana so we sat in the car and cried together. I think 

to myself about how sad me and my brother are after losing our mom but then I think about how sad my nana must 

be after losing a daughter. And how sad my aunts must be after losing a sister. Or my dad who lost a wife. Or my 

ñauntsò who lost a best friend. I never realized how many lives were affected by my mother. 
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I just wish she knew how much love people had for her and continue to have for her. 

 

Night comes and me and my brother are in the kitchen, our aunts brought us food but no one really ate it. 

I sat at the table but every time it got quiet I just kept crying and having to leave the room and come back.  

It's just hard to think about how my mother is no longer with us anymore. I go to the car with my nana 

and my dad comes downstairs with a box and hands it to me. I see some shirts and toys and a pair of character 

slippers and was confused. He tells me these were some of the gifts my mother was gonna give to me on my 

birthday. I start to cry and scream because she's not here to give me the gifts or celebrate my 12th birthday. 

 

Everyone begins to go home or to a hotel and I head back upstairs and I head to my parents room but 

hesitate before I walk in. My dadôs standing by the bed and staring at the floor. I step in and ask why he's staring 

at the floor. He tells me they put my mom there and tried to use a defibrillator on her.  

I stare at the floor and just feel empty. I begin to cry again and my dad hugs me and says it'll be okay.  

That night me and my little brother slept in the parentsô bed. It felt so strange lying in that bed. That 

night no one really slept. 

 

We have my momôs funeral and I see a whole bunch of people. Some I know, some I don't. It's time for 

it to start and I sit by my aunt.  

I cry and my aunt hugs me and rubs my shoulder.  

It's time for people to come up and talk. I want to but I can't get myself out of my chair. Part of me 

regrets it but, at the same time, I don't wanna say that much because half of the people at the funeral claim to 

have been there for us but they weren't.  

After the funeral people come up to us and say they will be there for us and if we need anything ask 

them. Plot twist: they weren't there and they didn't help us. 

 

I go back to school and it's all eyes on me in class. I hear some whispers and see people just staring at 

me. My teacher tells me I can sit at the big table and put my head down if I need to and tells me he's sorry for my 

loss.  

The school year goes on and I just keep to myself, I feel alone and lost and scared.  

 

At the end of the school year, I'm happy. It feels nice to be happy insteadé but it's not long till the 

sadness takes overé which is then taken over by angeré and I don't wanna hurt anyone's feelings so I usually 

stay in my room.  

There were times where I lashed out at people that I didn't mean to ï turns out I inherited my momôs 

bipolar issues with a mixture of depression. A lot goes through my mind and, when I'm alone with my thoughts, 

I tended to harm myself just to feel something else. I did it a lot and honestly didn't even care about the 

consequences because I was ready to go and be back with my mom. 

But I lived and kept pushing. 

Iôm still pushing to this day. I'm still trying to be the best that I can be. 

But sometimes I mess upé and that's fine.  

Because what I learned is that I'm human. I needed to let go because everything that I can have is all 

right here.  

Right now. 
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Spring Cleaning 

 
I cleaned my room yesterday 

Under my bed I found a pile of wonder 

It was smaller than I remembered 

Covered in dust and faded in hue 

Underneath the desk there was a box 

I opened up and found 

All the things I used to love 

Magic wands and trading cards 

Strawberry cake and broken wristwatches 

Behind my door there was a bag 

Old and worn, weathered by time 

Spilling from the seams  

Were all the dreams Iôd ever had 

They filled my hands and broke the skin 

On my shelf I saw a book 

Written on the yellowing paper 

Were all the things I used to hate 

Towers of broccoli and rivers of math homework 

Ticking clocks and loose bike chains 

I scooped them up into my palm 

They used to loom over me 

It was strange to see them look so small 

In my drawer there was a list 

Of all the things id ever lost 

For better or for worse 

Friends that said goodbye 

Family that never got the chance to 

Headphones and crumpled dollar bills 

Love letters and cell phone chargers 

They crawled their way into my throat 

And choked the tears out of my eyes 

Stuffed in the back of the closet 

I found myself 

His knees hugged tightly against his chest 

His eyes wet with despair 

We sat together in the dark 

He did not know my name 

Perhaps because it had changed so much 

Since he was last alive 

I cleaned my room yesterday 

I gathered it all into my arms 

And tucked it behind my beating heart 


