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Sun and Moon
Painting by Ellie Di Le
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My Painting & Melancholic

Poem by Resi Cooper

I have a painting;

filled with beautiful swirls of color,

and personality,

the perfectly imperfect painting of me;
I fell in love with melancholic,

in my heart;

shared my painting with him;

one day,

melancholic tarnished my painting,
with grief,

with words piercing as black paint to color;

i have a painting,

now splattered with black;

all that time to come to this;

how disappointing;

but paint with colors over the black,

I shall do;

to save the perfectly imperfect painting
of

me.
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Girl

Drawing by Carys Carlisle




Page4 Rugged Winter2025

Drawing Collage (Color)

by Lynelle Cantero
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Grocery

Drawing by Lynelle Cantero
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Death

Poem by Kristen Clifford

Darkness isn't something to be afraid of.

Death said to me.

Why?

| had asked.

Because every time you close your eyes for bed, you're smothered in
darkness,

You somehow find peace in that still, solemn silence,

Death had responded.

Then why are we afraid when we are younger?

| had asked, clutching the remains of my childhood.

When you are young, you see darkness as the absence of everything.
Too afraid to embrace her.

Yet too desperate to go without her.

As you grow older, you realize you need that black part of your soul.
You realize you need to have a rough spot on your heart.

You know you can't be perfect,

So you fear true imperfection as a child.

Deat hds secrets were true.

Even though | hated to admit that.

Darkness isn't something to be afraid of.

| had finally come to terms

With the sincerity in her living words.
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Running
Painting by Carys Carlisle
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Waterfall

Painting by Dawson Burns
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Desire
Poem by Kristen Clifford

Lost in the echo of time,
A solitary soul slips between a rhyme.
His lips sweet as honey,

As he speaks of anything but the desire for money.

For you see, he has been through it all,
Seen every crevice and crack of a brawl,
But he is anything but a brute.

No, he is gentle and careful, even though he's mute.

No words need to be spoken when it rests in his eyes,

That look of craving will last even when he dies.

Many try to manipulate this sight,
But none can for the key to it lies within.
Only those willing to sacrifice their heart,

Get the gift of a love so beautifully harsh.
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Butterfly

Photo by Ashlyn Carter
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Collage (Black and White)

Drawing by Lynelle Cantero
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The Heirs of War [excerpt]

Novel in progress by Anonymous

Aloysius

It's been two days since Orphie and | made our plan, and now it's time for
the first step: Get out of the castle. | get dressed as quietly as possible so as
not to alert the five personal guards my moms stationed on me. Then | tie a
rope around my waist, getting a flashback to when me and Orphie jumped
out and the rope failed.

Ah, yes, memories. | open the window, set a secure holder in, and right be-
fore | start, an owl comes in and drops a note in my hand.| don't think

much of it, so | throw it on the ground. It lands on a sharp object and tears
open, but | start propelling down anyway. Unfortunately, I'm not very athletic
and bonk my head certainly over a million times.

Once I'm down | creep down to the gates to meet Orphie, and | see him wait-

ing out there. | walk up to the gatekeep
open the gates? Orphieand lare gonnaget breakf ast i n town
moving towards the gate lock.

oSure, anything for my favor i AséwaRout nce, 6
Or pheus s aggusnanageéite get out, h u h ? dstardie from the wall
he was leaning on.

oOYup,O0 | say lpegmaddgmesWehk, hard part é.
der . 6 sAmd .| 0 L edays,and westadt wadkeng. It takes about three

hours. By the time we're there I'm completely exhausted, but we can't stop

now. As | try to walk up to the gate, Orphie yanks me and sends me flying in-

to an alley.

0 OW! what wassktovau 1drid26!l@ hewhivese® . i 0
no way they'll let the Prince go through the border, let alone to meet the ene-
my.o6 | think for aSowhmtsohd. pb@miRibhhhhsk.
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Scream
Painting by Carys Carlisle



