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Missing 

by Bethanya Abe 

 

It was a normal Friday in Los Angeles. Liv said something as I tried to not look as if I 

was about to collapse on the floor, sleeping. Liv noticed my exhaustion, so she decided to go to 

Starbucks with me after school and have some coffee. She got a Frappuccino while I insisted on 

hot chocolate. 

“Any new news, Daniela?” Liv asked, laughing about her word choice. 

“No.” I knew what she was about to ask. “Soon.” I said, standing up and walking out. 

I knew things would never be the same again. It felt like everyone knew what happened 

on Monday, the day someone found out about my family being former members of the FBI. I 

rode my bike to Wendy’s where I talked to Dane. 

 Dane Core was an 18 year old star soccer player and a serious studier. The first time I 

had met Dane, I knew we would be good friends. He was playing soccer while I was walking 

around. Our eyes instantly met. His eyes matched his perfectly cropped hair, which fell onto a 

part of his face. While I walked towards him, he met me halfway. 

“I saw your shirt” he said, staring at the Italy logo while talking. “Want to play soccer 

with me? That is, unless you have something else to do……..”  

I told him to stand near the goal post. I took the ball and crossed it. Dane received, and hit 

a perfect header. He grinned at me. 

We met every Friday from 5-7pm to play soccer scrimmages and practice tricks. It was 

one of the things I looked forward to. 

When Dane turned 16, he got a job at Wendy’s and offered to chat during breaks. We met 

there ever since. 

“What’s up?” Dane said, energy sparking out of him like a firecracker. 

“We need to talk.” I said, sitting down at a table. 
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 “My break is 30 minutes long.” He said. “Will that be enough time?” 

“Definitely.”  

 

 

 

Everything seemed to be absolutely perfect. Dane was heading over to Bank of America 

to deposit a check. He walked in. The first thing he noticed was an employee, laying forgotten on 

the floor, clearly deceased. There were other people laying lifeless ten steps away from him, 

while two men were stealing money out of the cash register. Two armed men. Dane retreated, 

shocked and terrified. A surge of familiarity struck him. There was a shatter of glass next to his 

foot. One of the armed men shot at a flower vase an inch to the left of Dane’s foot. He turned. A 

man a foot taller than him was towering over him, gun pointed at Dane’s heart. He felt someone 

inject something into him, and the room spun as Dane collapsed on the floor, a gold coin and 

check in his pocket. 

   

 

I was worried when Dane didn’t show up for his break. Zack and Jared recommended 

that John waited outside, while we visited the place Dane said he would visit before returning to 

work. Bank of America. 

Zack and I were searching for clues when I turned and saw something gleaming on the 

floor. A gold coin. I picked it up, remembering the coin from when I had given it to Dane for his 

birthday. I made a mental note to show the others the coin later.  

Jared sat down in a chair. Probably the only one not soaked with blood, I thought, 

watching the faces Robby and John made as they walked in. Robby was in his late twenties, 

while the rest of us were entering our junior year of high school. 
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“Now what?” Zack asked, as we all got settled in the car. Zack yawned as Jared stretched 

in the space he had. I glanced out the window, pretending to be interested with the view. 

“We can’t stay here.” John said. “I think we should head north and give our friends 

Michael and Joshua a visit.” 

“We could stay there until we get everything planned out.” Jared suggested. 

“Joshua’s place it is.” Robby declared, and I saw out of the corner of my eye that 

everyone glanced nervously at me. 

The car was silent. It felt like we had been in the car for years. Jared was playing 

hangman on his phone with Stephan, who we had picked up along with Khue, Susannah, and 

Liv. We were on the road to San Francisco. I was silent in the backseat. Robby was driving and 

Zack sat next to him, looking bored. We were in a Toyota minivan, John sitting on the floor. 

Jared and Stephan were in the middle, and Liv, Khue, Susannah, and I were squished in the back. 

Zack unbuckled and switched places with John. 

“If you need anything, we’re all here for you Daniela,” Zack said. 

 I didn’t respond. Zack snuck glances at me the 6 hours it took to reach San Francisco 

until the car stopped at our destination, a huge house with a Mercedes parked outside. Suddenly, 

a car approached behind us. A tall man with blue eyes walked out of a black SUV and stood 

adjacent to the driver’s side. 

 “Long time, no see.” Michael said, a grin spreading across his face. 

 

After dropping our belongings off, Michael told Robby to take us out for sandwiches. We 

arrived at Burger King and got a seat away from the only other customer inside. We sat four to a 

side, boys on one side and girls on the other. Liv was sitting against the wall in front of Zack, 

Khue was in front of John, I was in front of Jared, and Susannah was in front of Stephan. Robby 

pulled up a chair and sat at the head of the table. I showed them the coin and Robby had a theory. 

“Do you think Michael and Joshua know what happened to Dane?” Robby asked. 
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“If they did, why?” I asked Robby. 

“Well they do hate each other, and Dane witnessed the death of their father.” Zack said. 

“They probably want revenge.” 

We talked about it until we eventually dismissed the idea and headed back to Michael’s 

house. We planned to leave, since we didn’t know if our theory was true. I took a shower, 

changed into Nike shorts and a blue shirt, and climbed out the window. I met the others and 

made a quick count. 

“Where’s Susannah?” I asked. All of a sudden, we heard a scream. We instantly turned. 

“Susannah!” We whisper-yelled, running towards the scream, and into the darkness.  

We ended up a few miles away in a small house. Robby went first, with me behind him. 

It was empty and dark, with only one light on in a closed room. While Robby and I waited for 

the others to catch up, he spent his quality time tying his shoe. Once everyone was inside the 

house, he kicked open the door, which wasn’t necessary, but looked cool. 

Dane was sitting in a chair which was back to back with Susannah’s. The chairs were tied 

together. Michael and Joshua were standing near them, with their hands filled with treasures. 

Then the unexpected happened. Robby pulled out a badge, which I immediately 

recognized. Sounds of cars filled the room, and men entered with their guns drawn. 

“I’m Agent Robby Peaks, Federal Bureau of Investigation,” was all I could make out as 

the men with guns grabbed Michael and Joshua and took them outside. While Robby untied 

Susannah and Dane, Robby explained everything and filled in the blanks. 

“Those two men are actually Thomas and Lois Machender, who are wanted criminals 

around the world. They stole whatever they could whenever, and then disguised themselves as 

regular people. Dane was robbed once and he knew it was the Machender twins who did it. He 

told the police their information, but no one believed him. Then, when there was a train accident, 

Thomas and Lois’ dad died inside. Dane, who happened to be next to him, miraculously 

survived. Since then, the Machender’s have been seeking revenge on Dane.” 
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“Why did they take Susannah?” Zack asked. 

Susannah answered. “I was outside waiting for you guys, and since you all were still 

inside, I decided to take a stroll around the place. I found this house and went inside. 

Unfortunately, Joshua heard something, probably me walking in flip flops, and came out of the 

room. He saw me, grabbed me, and tied me up.” 

“How did the FBI know to come here?” I asked. 

“Remember when I was tying my shoes?” Robby asked me. I nodded. He took off his 

right shoe and showed us a red button hidden well behind his shoelaces. “This button sends a 

message to the FBI. I pressed the button and whispered ‘Machender’ so they knew where I was 

and what I found.” 

Once the FBI finished questioning us, they said we were free to go. I stepped outside and 

was greeted to smell of fresh air which I had so dearly missed. 
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The Moyuvular 

by Victoria Ambrosianek 

 

Look, I know what you’re thinking. Me, writing? Ha, what a joke! But, I made a promise 

to Max that I would write this all down, which is the only reason I’m doing this, okay? So if you 

see me at school or something, don’t think I’m crazy, because I’m not. Everything that write 

down on this paper is 100% true. Mostly.  

It all started on a typical Monday morning. But, everything starts on a Monday. I was 

sitting in my seat in the back of my Algebra 2 class (I know, Algebra! Monday’s best friend!) 

when suddenly, a new guy walked in. He had wavy brown hair that sort of fell into his eyes in an 

annoyingly cute way. “Class, this is Max Eidengleid. He just moved here from,” my teacher, Mr. 

Florence stumbled. “Where did you say you were from?”  

Max looked at him in an annoyed manner. “Let’s just say that it’s a small country that 

you’ve probably never heard of.” Mr. Florence looked shocked that a student would talk back to 

him like that.  

“Young man, that is not the way that you speak to-“he was cut off by Max’s piercing 

gaze. “Very well, Mr. Eidenglade. Go sit down next to Crystal, there in the back,” he murmured 

almost incoherently in a dreamy voice.  

Max sauntered over to the empty seat next to mine. “Hey,” he stated in an arrogant 

manner. I was gaping at him. What I had just seen couldn’t be hypnotizing, right? “Yes, it was 

hypnotizing. Yes, I can read your mind. Yes, I’m not a typical 16 year-old guy,” he said, all 

monotone. “Come to the Starbucks next to Target and I’ll explain some stuff that might not make 

sense right now.” I was still gaping at him. “What’s the matter? Did I cast a spell on you?” He 

chuckled softly and turned his head back at Mr. Florence, who had just started teaching us about 

the wonders of the identification of appropriate domains and ranges of functions.  

I don’t know what came over me that got me to go to the Starbucks next to Target. I 

mean, Max Eidenglade was a complete stranger! But for some reason, I felt safe with him, but if 

for some reason he wasn’t as safe as I anticipated, at least Starbucks was a public place.  

“Hey, Crystal!” Max said, almost gleefully.  

“What are you?” I demanded.  
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“Wow, not one to make small talk,” Max mumbled. “First of all, I’m not an ‘it’, I’m a 

‘he’. Second of all, I’m a Faerie. And third of all, I’m completely harmless,” he uttered.  

“Why do I trust you so much?” I wondered.  

“Well, that’s just part of my natural charisma,” Max snickered. “The reason I’m here 

talking to you is because the Faerie queen took interest in you. She said that you have the perfect 

character to be a faerie,” he added.  

“Why would I want to be a faerie? I have a whole life to live, you know!” I pointed out. 

  “See, here’s the thing,” Max started, “you don’t know it yet, but you have an 

undiscovered virus living on your uvula. This is called a Moyuvular bacteria, and scientists will 

discover it exactly 67 years, 89 days, 3 hours, 57 minutes, and 41 seconds from now.” 

“So you’re saying that this faerie thing is the only possible way that I’ll survive?” I 

inquired. “Yes.”  

That one word, that simple “yes,” changed my life forever. It wasn’t an easy decision, but 

the thought of a bacteria living in my uvula was sort of weird, so my decision was made from 

that perspective. I finished high school, got my Major in bacteriology and discovered the fatal 

Moyuvular bacteria, got married, and had 6 kids. I met Max 189 years ago. 
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Misery 

by Regina Andrews 

You know, there`s a saying in The Land Of the Dead: you live once, you die twice and 

you love never. The Land Of the Dead was a distant wasteland between the living and the dead; 

people who not passed on to the better live here in the place where all Unawaken go to. The ones 

to go to the Land Of the Dead are usually the people who die suddenly or are suddenly killed or 

murdered or slaughtered. Like you get ran over by a bus or an axe was flown through the air and 

landed in your skull or you at a wrong place at the wrong time. Though none of that applies to 

one individual in the Land Of the Dead. His name was Misery Gloom and he was killed for a 

purpose.  

Years ago when Misery was alive, his father never really loved him or even liked him. He 

only got scowls and grunts and glares from the man. Ignoring what his mother said on that his 

father was just not very affectionate, then why he was he more affectionate towards his other 

children? It's just had, his father didn't like him and it showed during when he and his father were 

alone or in the same room together.  

Misery wanted to ask why his father hated him so much, but never could and never did 

because his father took his hatred to the next level. When one day, Misery was at the small lake 

located in their backyard when cold, strong hands grabbed around his neck and he was choked; 

he felt his body grow cold and he was pushed into the depths of the lake under he sunk down to 

the floor and he died there. Drowned and choked by his own father. Though it seemed his family 

disagreed with his father and so died several days after him in a car crash on the way to his 

funeral. 

The people of the Land Of the Dead never saw Misery aside from his watery grave; he 

haunts the place, never faltering, never leaving and never mourning his own death. He just wants 

to know why his father killed him, why did he do to deserve such punishment and why did he do 

it? Out of hatred? Out of spite? Or out of the fact that Misery was such a disgrace to his family? 

Either way, Misery will never find out because his father died an old man without a wife and 

children; Misery`s death was on his hands as well as his family`s. Misery has never hated or 
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seeked revenge, only questioning why. Why? Why? Why did he deserve his death so early? 

Why? 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

Today was like any other day in the Land Of the Dead and Misery was still at his 

haunting grounds, waiting for something, anything, to tell the reasons on why his father hated 

him so much. Though no such answers came up and today as like no other. Misery sat in his 

usual spot; staring unwavering and never leaving his small lake grave.  

Misery is custom to wear what his sister picks out for him everyday and today was still 

the same.  

Misery was wearing short shorts with black leggings and combat boots, with a short 

sleeved dark purple shirt with a net undershirt and fingerless gloves. He wore a headband that 

had a skull on the side and a studded choker was around his neck. Even his hair looked perfect 

today! It cascaded down his back in waves and trailed long inches after his feet. Misery never 

grew tired of staring at the black water; it never rippled, it never wavered, it never moved. 

Misery sighed, small hands running absently over a dead flower and he placed one finger 

on the stem and it came back to life. Or maybe his father killed him for his powers of raising the 

dead.  

Yes, Misery has the power to raise the dead. And refurbish life itself.   

Misery never really appreciated his powers simply because they scared and worried him 

to no end. Whenever he touched something dead, it would come back alive and it scared people; 

even his family. Misery was miserable and lonely when he was alive and more lonelier when he 

was dead. His powers follow him everywhere; even when he was dead. 

Misery sighed, fingers grazing over the grass and his eyes dropped down. The dead grass 

came alive again; green and strong. 

“What're you doing here, all by yourself?” 
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The voice startled Misery and he spun around to see who said that. Finding no one, he 

thought he was finally going crazy and sighed before watching the black water again. “Hey, I'm 

over here.” Misery looked to his right, squinting and seeing a boy his age hanging from branches 

of a tree. He blinked in confusion before watching the water; he must be seeing things because 

who can explain seeing a vampire this far out from his home? 

Vampires were known as the Living Dead and were welcomed among the living; posing 

as humans and such, but really they were there too thirst. And thirst they did. They suck the life 

from humans and make them into the Living Dead as well; some do, anyway. Others who don't 

have that same ability come to the Land Of the Dead; more mouths to feed and suffer.  

Misery sighed, the dead grass growing rapidly and flowers sprouting all around him; 

some curling around his fingers and hair, weaving with the greasy locks. “Hey, what's wrong? 

Didn't you hear me?” Misery looked up, surprised to see the vampire suddenly at his side; 

smiling at him. “I asked if something was wrong?” Misery nodded and looked down at the roses 

sprouting by his hands. The vampire must've noticed because he made a sound of awe. “Oh, I 

guess everything is fine. But, your plants seem happier than you are. What happened, kid?” 

Misery ignored the question as the vampire suddenly kept appearing everywhere; wanting to 

know what was wrong with him and Misery sighed. 

“Wow. You sure are miserable. Who bit you on the wrong side of the neck?” Misery 

turned away from him and the vampire sighed; suddenly out of ideas how to cheer the boy up. 

“Well, if you aren't going to tell me, I might tell you something.” Then he handed his hand out 

and smiled down at the boy. “Hi, I'm Romeo. But my friends call me Rome. What's your name 

or do I have to guess?” Misery looked at the hand presented before him and looked up at the boy 

before looking to his hand again and looking away. “What? What's wrong? Something on my 

hand? Do they smell bad?” Then he even smelled his hands, making Misery snicker softly. 

“Oh, see! You can smile!” Misery nodded and looked away from him as a blush suddenly 

developed on his face; the boy was extremely attractive. Rome looked to see he was making the 

boy blush and laughed. “What`s your name, sweetheart? Someone as beautiful as you should 

have a name.” Misery hummed and fingers grazed over a dandelion; the seeds sticking to his 

fingers and he smiled. “So, uh, Misery?” The boy glanced up, shocked, at the boy and he smiled; 
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guessing that was his name. “Did I get it right?” Misery nodded, Rome sat down beside him; 

plucking a rose and handing it to Misery. 

The boy took it gently, glancing at him confusedly. “So, uh, I've been watching you for a 

while and uh, yeah...” he trailed off looking into Misery`s large, sad copper eyes. “I've watched 

you since you got here and was wondering. Why are you always here? You seem so, uh, 

miserable, you know?” Misery nodded, knowing what he was talking about. “Uh, do you-” 

“Misery!” 

The boy in question turned and looked behind him before standing; the spot he was 

sitting in blooming even more. He started walking away, Rome stood while calling to him, 

“wait! Will I see you tomorrow?” Misery turned and nodded before walking away. 
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Unification 

by Noah Blackmon 

The aircraft hovered over the remains of the once proud New York City, and passed it’s 

light across it. 

“We’re at the drop point Alexander!” The pilot yelled from the cockpit. “If there were 

ever a time to move, it’s now!” The second tallest of the five figures in the standing area looked 

out the gaping doorway, and into the street below. 

“I hope you guys are ready! Ryan might’ve been the one to pass the test, but all of you 

are in the fire today!” He turned to face the others, who were clad in dark grey metallic combat 

armor just as he was. “I know that you guys didn’t sign up for this, but if you all listen to each 

other, and trust your training, you all are gonna come out as heroes. Any questions?” All four of 

the soldiers shook their heads. “Good.” Alexander tore his helmet from his head, and let his long 

dark brown hair free. “Then let’s get down there and rekill some zombies! Follow suit guys!” 

Alexander twisted around to dive from the aircraft, but the pilot yelling from the front of 

the craft snatched his attention. 

“Alexander! There’s a surge in the streets! If you guys go down there now, you’re all 

toast! And not the god kind either!” Alexander looked back at the four heroes with concern in his 

blue eyes. A pink monkey creature with the ears of a fox and a spade like tail crawled up one of 

their backs, and onto their shoulder, before whispering in his ear. 

“Alexander, Lubell says it’s down there.” He waited for a time before responding. 

“Are you sure Ryan? We can’t get this wrong, you know that.” Ryan was about to speak, 

but another person stepped forward. 

“If Ryan and Lubell say it’s down there, then it’s down there. No one know’s Ucarmn’s 

energy like they do.” Alexander nodded slowly. 

“I didn’t expect you to speak on Ryan’s behalf, but you’re right. Are there any objections 

to a drop?” The other two shook their head, and another stepped forward. 
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“I’m following you guys to the grave beyond, and farther.” She said, firmly gripping the 

handle to her glowing red broadsword. Alexander nodded. 

“Then I think it’s time we got this party started.” 

“Cuz it ain’t no party till we get there!” John continued, pulling a purple mace out of the 

air. 

“Right you are! Now let’s go!” Alexander was the first to jump out the large doorway, 

but was quickly followed by the other four. 

“Ryan, what do you think we’ll find down there?” Asked the girl. 

“I’m not sure Sarah. Honestly, we’ve seen the worst of the storm already, so I don’t 

expect any surprises. Lubell! Transform!” Lubell crawled up onto his shoulder, and jumped 

forward towards the ground. A second after doing so, it began to shine, and its form changed 

from that of a living creature, to a long staff, which Ryan caught in the air, and used an energy 

wave to soften the team’s fall. “Atta girl.” He said, taking off his helmet. His face was covered 

with marks and scars from previous battles, his brown hair was matted to his head, and his same 

eyes of the same color had lost the light of their youth. 

“If we wanna get anywhere, we gotta start now.” Said John, also removing his mask. His 

head used to be covered with long light brown hair, but was now nearly bald, having only a short 

cut of his old hair. “Ryan, do you have a lead?” 

“One, but it’s risky. Very risky. Does everyone have their Bullmies?” All at once, a small 

one legged creature with two buglike pincers for hands, and a gem on its silver head emerged 

from their backpacks. “Good. Transform!” All of the creatures began to shine like Lubell had, 

and shifted into small wand like objects. “Use the Bullmies like a gun. Things get tricky in hand 

to hand combat with zombies.” Just as he had finished talking, a few appeared over the horizon, 

the stench of rotting flesh following them closely. 

“William, Sarah, take them out!” Alexander exclaimed. John and Ryan, follow me! 

We’re going to find that spirit!” 
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“We’ll cover you and follow when we can!” Cried Sarah. 

“Aye! Don’t worry about us, we’ll do just fine!” William shot a few blasts of energy at 

the approaching zombies, and Alexander led John and Ryan away. 

“Any ideas you guys?” He asked them as he pulled out his glowing blue sword and shot a 

zombie’s head apart from a distance. 

“Notaone.” Replied John. “Ryan, keep your third eye open. If anyone can find 

Ucarumn, it’s you.”  

They navigated through the broken remains of buildings and streets, killing as many 

zombies as they could as they ran. Alexander’s sword charged up with red light, and when he 

twisted around, he leapt into the air, and shot a wave of fire from his sword. 

“To cover our tracks.” He explained when he landed. “Fire will burn them as they pass, 

and our allies will know to jump.” Their attention turned towards a standing building when a 

portion of the walls collapsed, and the undead poured out. “Well, no rest for us. Come on, let’s” 

Before he could even finish speaking, a zombie head near them began to scream, startling 

them. “Valdea.” Alexander muttered, stepping over to dispatch the head quickly. He raised his 

sword above his head, and was about to bring it down, when a large tentacle came out of 

nowhere, and smacked him back. John and Ryan pulled out their Bullmies, and shot blast after 

blast at the enemy, but it only seemed to agitate it. The wires of decaying flesh turned towards 

the two soldiers, and a laugh began to echo throughout the city. 

“Alexander Crow. I knew you couldn’t resist the opportunity to find me.” Said a mass of 

the same material while rising from the ground like a mountain of dead bodies. The being grew a 

skull shaped head, and talons emerged from dull hands as it roared at them.  

“Talvii?”Said Alexander as he rose to his feet. “Actually, you were really low on my 

priority list. i didn’t even think you were going to be in New York.” The creature drew back and 

narrowed its eyes, insulted. 

 “Well, I am.” It began to raise it’s arms into the air. “Now we shall have our glorious battle of”  



16 
 

“Look, I hate to interrupt, but we have to find Ucarumn. We can have a playdate later!” 

He began to run off, but Talvii picked up a car, and threw it at him, screaming, “LISTEN 

TO ME!” Alexander grinned devilishly before batting the whole car back into Tal’s face with his 

sword. 

“I was going to save you for later, but if you insist.” He kept his grin as the creature rose 

to unsteady feet, and they began to pace in a circle. 

“I’ve been waiting for this for a long time Alexander.” 

“I know.” They paced around each other for a few moments, wondering who would strike 

first. Tal was the first to attack, and sent the tendril towards Alexander, who jumped out of the 

way, and returned with a blue energy wave from his sword, that hit Tal in the chest. The monster 

staggered back, and John and Ryan rushed past them. 

“Go find Ucarumn! I’ll handle Tallvii!” Both of them nodded, and ran through the ruined 

streets. 

“We’re on our own Ryan, we have to be careful!” Said John. 

“Yeah. Any bright ideas?” 

“None. I don’t know the normal city of New York, much less it’s ruins! I’ll try to think of 

something, but don’t expect much!” It wasn’t long before their progress was stopped again, this 

time, but two super zombies, creatures who resembled either sumo wrestlers, or heavyweight 

champs. 

“Ryan, go on ahead! We’re short on time as it is!” 

“What!? Against two super zombies?! I” John hit him with the mace, and pushed him 

away.  

“You might’ve been the winner during the test, but I was still the best in the class!” He 

called after Ryan, who rose to his feet steadily. “Don’t worry about me, I’ll be FINE!” He swung 

his weapon, toppling one of his enemies, and stabbed the second one in the gut, buying him 
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about 10 seconds of peace before they were up again. Following his orders, Ryan ran as fast as 

he could, with no real goal in mind. After what seemed like forever, he stopped to catch his 

breath. He was now alone, in one of the most dangerous areas in the current world. He 

suppressed the urge to scream, and fitted his helmet back onto his head. Gripping Lubell firmly, 

he stamped his foot into the ground, and put on a brave face. He had to find Ucarumn before it 

was too late. The climax to this war was quickly approaching, and he wouldn’t miss it for the 

world.  
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A Magic in Our Reach 

By: Brianna Devadoss 

 

A book is a very magical thing 

A book has the power to take you where NO human could ever dream 

And even though we own this earth our books take us places beyond this world  

For a book can take you to the past, where kings and queens did rule 

A book can take you to the future, where robots enslave the world 

A book can keep you in the present too, in many different ways  

For the way you see a book is ONLY up to you 

Now, you see the power behind a very simple thing 

For a book has the power that ONLY an author can bring 
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Simba 

By: Brianna Devadoss 
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Flower 

By: Brianna Devadoss 
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The Fear 

by Erika R. Diaz 

 

My thoughts are numb with fear 

there is nothing I can hear 

--or feel-- as I ride 

away, away, from the world outside 

through and out the neat-trimmed forest, 

away from the widowed florist, 

into the Grave of Dreams, 

away from the scalding lava streams, 

under the bridge of fallen angels 

away from the time-turned tables 

 

I warn you, stranger, beware 

of your fears watch and be aware 

Because wherever I ride, wherever I go, 

these fears I keep from long ago 

unable to rid myself of them 

I close my eyes and never count again 
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Insanity 

By: Neha Ganapathineedi 

 

Insanity, what a crazed state 

Everywhere I look I see a sadistic fate 

I’m lost inside of the dark depths of my mind 

The screaming and shouting make my senses go blind 

The pain and torture makes me want to hide 

As if one of my loved ones has suddenly died 

I’ve tried and tried to make it go away 

But no matter what, the torment will stay 

I want to fight back, I don’t want to suffer 

But I guess that I just have to be a bit tougher 

It’s scary, its creepy, the heart wrenching ride 

But I just have to trust that I’ll still be alive 

It can be overcome, I shall not be fearing 

But now the storm is done and I might get to finally see the clearing 
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Tree in Snow 

By; Neil Gupta 
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Untitled 

By: Alaynna Helmick 

 

 

She sits at the sandy shore listening to the wind blow, the waves 

crashing slowly.  As she walks her feet sink down into the sand making marks. 

She was born with saltwater in her veins.  As she breathes in the salty air her body  

is coming alive more than ever before. She’s home.  She’s at peace. 

 

The beach has always been her home. 

She fell in love with the ocean.  Just as the ocean fell in love with her. 

The waves get stiller and calmer when she’s around.  She calms the ocean 

 just as the ocean calms her.  She relaxes. 

And instantly she’s free—from everything.  Of worry, doubt, everything. 

 She’s free. 
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Anchors 

By: Alaynna Helmick 

 

Don't anchor yourself onto another persons ship.  

You may think they can hold you down.  

But their ship has problems too.  

For one day their anchor may give up.  

And they'll start sinking you. 
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the ballad of suburbia 

By: Bella Iven 

 

everything is frozen in eight a.m. aesthetic 

petrichor soaks through paved roads and crisp air 

trees hang still, leaves sparkling with anticipation 

skies are painted in bright redspinksbluespurples 

vintage schwinn tires crunch over gray and green 

the sun opens its eyes, and so do i 

 

 

phantom embrace 

By: Bella Iven 

 

i don't think i ever truly loved you 

because in order to do so 

you would have to feel real to me 

instead of a distant ghost that i must let go 
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A Noisy World 

By: Pranav Jaganathan 

People on their gadgets, 

Radios blaring sound, 

TV as a contraption, 

Nature thinks it is loud. 

 

Why not take a break,  

Off the gadgets you love, 

Be awake says Nature, 

 Be awake to other sounds.  

 

The fake sounds that you like, 

Does not give you glory, 

Open your ears to the nature sounds, 

You will find true music there. 

 

Rain, sleet, hail, and snow, 

Makes the ears glow, 

Birds, bears, rabbits, and deer, 

Make sounds that you will never hear. 

 

Earthquakes, tornadoes, hurricanes, and more, 

Are storms you don’t want to hear, 

But they keep you more alert, 

Than Taylor Swift’s music galore. 

 

The outside music calms me, 

While made up music makes me sleep, 

I suggest nature’s music, 

For a fun and happy life. 
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The World's Looking Glass 

By: Riya Jain 

 

The cat asked the lady, "Do you want this treat?” 

She said, “No, it doesn’t look complete”. 

 

The cat asked the old man,” Would you like this thing?” 

“Why would I? It looks like a fool’s dream. 

 

The lonely cat just wanted to give his heart. 

But such a simple treasure came apart. 

 

He wandered the streets of life 

Only to stop at the road named strife. 

 

What a lonely and dark night 

There was nothing left but a sadness so infinite 

 

The cat looked and called to the moon, 

“Please help me, I’m going pretty soon”. 

 

Then, before him precious gifts gleamed 

They were embedded eternal expression or so it seemed 

 

The hours passed by 

And soon  dusk became dawn 

 

Before the cat left, he placed a silver spoon, 

To display the wealth of his love, In front of the lady’s saloon 
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And a timeless clock 

For the man’s arrogance and a brain like a rock. 
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Nurse Vamp 

By: Maleeha Khan 

After several years of school and countless hours of studying, today is the day it all pays 

off. For today, is Lily Shaw's first day as a nurse at the Thorne Wood Hospital. "Oh my god! 

TODAY! IS! THE! DAY! I'm going to be a NURSE!" Lily squealed as she admired herself in 

her full-length mirror wearing a brand new pair of scrubs. They were a lavender color and looked 

perfect on her. She was five foot six, has light brown wavy hair, deep green eyes, fair skin, and a 

patch of freckles over her nose. “The only thing that could make this better would be if Robert 

was here!” Her loving boyfriend Rob was gone away on a business trip.  

Although it may seem like it by the way she is screaming, Lily Shaw is not a teenage girl. 

She is actually twenty-three years old and, as anyone can tell, excited for her first day of work. 

Lily grabbed her coffee, purse, and car keys and said, "Don't want to be late on my first day!" 

••• 

When Lily got to the hospital and checked in she heard the P.A. System announce in it’s 

ever-so dull tone, "Nurse Shaw report to room D105 immediately." 

"It's time!" Lily smiled and ran over to her first patient’s room!!! But first, she pinched 

herself just to make sure this was actually happening. 

As she arrived at the room, she picked up his medical chart. Apparently he was a John 

Doe, dropped off unconscious at midnight last night by a random person. No significant injuries, 

he was kept at the hospital for observation. Lily knew the drill, check the John Doe's vitals and 

make sure all his needs were taken care of.  

Lily started with the patient's pulse. She put down the medical chart and couldn't help but 

notice how attractive he was. The John Doe had short brown shaggy hair, beautiful hazel eyes, 

pale skin, and a bold gorgeous jawline.  

“Focus Lily, you have a boyfriend !” She whispered to herself. Then, she started to take 

the patient's pulse, however, she failed at all of the attempts. Lily chalked her failure up to first-
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day-jitters and she tried again. When Lily did, she was interrupted by a deep moan from the John 

Doe. 

"Sir? My name is Nurse Shaw, what is yours? She asked hoping to revive her first 

patient. "Sir?" 

"B-Bl-B..." He moaned 

"What was that? Blake? Blaze? Blair?" Lily shot out random guesses and leaned in 

towards him. Then, the patient abruptly grabbed her shoulders and bit her neck, guzzling all of 

the blood out of her. 

Lily wanted to scream for help, she felt so much pain. But a strange force eased all of her 

panic and all her worries melted away like water. It was a strong and compelling force. 

When her first patient, a monster, let go of her he roared, "GET! ME! OUT! OF! HERE! 

NOW!!!!" Lily opened her mouth to say no, but instead she felt the manipulative force once 

again and agreed. 

••• 

Once she helped her first patient escape, Lily started freaking out, “I JUST HELPED 

YOU ESCAPE A HOSPITAL! I COULD LOOSE MY LICENSE ON MY FIRST DAY! 

OHMYGOD! OHMYGOD! WHAT DO I DO!?!?!? AND YOU! YOU ARE A― ARE A― V-

VAMPIRE?” 

“Shhh… Calm Down…” The bloodsucker patient eased all of her panic using his 

soothing voice and that same compelling force. “You are going to be okay.” 

“You- You’re a vampire? But they don’t exist, vampires are myths. Not real, right?” 

Confused Lily asked. 

“Wrong. Vampires are real, I am one and you are about to be one.” The vampire said and 

Lily just stared. “Let me explain: My name is Ted Rock, actually that’s my modern name. My 

real name is Theodore Rodrick. I am five hundred and sixty-seven years old. To become a 

vampire you must be bitten by one, the venom transforms a human to a vampire. I was turned 
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when I was twenty years old by an old enemy, who vows to bring me infinite pain. Last night my 

enemy found me and we started to fight for the millionth time. A vampire fight is no ordinary 

fight, there is super-speed, super-strength, super-hearing, you can only kill you opponent for 

good with a wooden steak. As you might have guessed, I lost the fight.” Lily Shaw’s mind was 

racing with so many questions. So she blurted them all out at once, “Why would you turn me? ” 

“I turned you because I was in the hospital and I needed blood. Without it, I would have 

desiccated.” Ted explained. 

"This. CANNOT. Be. HAPPENING!" Lily started to panic again. "Oh no. I'm going to be 

A MONSTER!!! BECAUSE OF YOU!” 

“I know you hate me, but I just need one favor.” Lily could not believe that Ted, a 

vampire who ruined her life, had the nerve to ask her for a favor? 

 “Fine. But in return you have to LEAVE ME ALONE! ” Lily demanded. “What’s the 

favor?”  

“Thank you! Please drive me to 876 Willow Lane it’s not too far from here. I would 

super-speed there but I don’t have enough strength.” 

••• 

When Lily drove to 876 Willow Lane and she looked at the house her jaw dropped. She 

asked, “Are you sure this is the right address? There must be a mistake.” This was Rob, her 

boyfriend’s house. Lily could recognize it anywhere. 

“No, this is it, I was here yesterday. It’s my nemesis’ house, today I am going to end our 

battle for good.” 

“What’s you arch enemy’s name again?” Lily hoped for any other name than Robert. 

“Robert.” Ted said. “Thanks for the ride!” Ted hopped out of the car and left. Lily drove 

off, thinking about what this meant. If Robert was Ted’s enemy, then he— he was also a 

vampire? What? At that moment, Lily’s entire world crumbled. Robert was someone in her life 

that she trusted and now Lily discovered that he didn't trust her enough to tell her! There must be 
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another explanation, Lily thought. She turned her car around and decided that she was going to 

get some answers. 

••• 

When Lily got to Rob’s house she heard a scream. Lily ran into the house and saw Rob 

pinned to the floor by Ted holding a wooden stake. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING? THAT’S MY 

BOYFRIEND!!!” Lily screamed. 

Ted, clearly startled, said, “Lily? What are you doing here and what do you mean by 

boyfriend?”  

Robert used Lily’s entrance as a distraction to escape from Ted’s grasp and pinned Ted 

down. “This feud between us is finally over.” Then, Rob mercilessly stabbed him with a wooden 

stake and smiled!  

Lily gasped, thisㅡthis could not be happening! Robert, just killed someone! While Lily 

was panicking, Robert got up and attempted to explain, “Lil, I know what you must be thinking, 

but I can explain!” 

“Oh really? CAUSE I DON’T THINK YOU CAN!” Lily was raged. “HOW DARE 

YOU NOT TELL ME YOU ARE A VAMPIRE? HOW DARE YOU KEEP THIS FROM ME! I 

ALWAYS KNEW THAT YOU WERE HIDING SOMETHING FROM ME, BUT THIS? THIS 

IS RIDICULOUS! I NEVER WANT TO SEE YOUR DISGUSTING FACE AGAIN!!! ” Robert 

tried explaining again, but Lily juststormed off. 

••• 

In the end, former-Nurse Lily Shaw was all alone. Her nursing career was ruined due to 

bloodlust and her love life was ruined because of lies. Lily Shaw was left with nothing, but a 

curse… 

The End!!! 
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Passion 

By: Nandini Mangalapalli 

 

LIKE A SMALL BOAT 

                              ON THE OCEAN SENDING BIG WAVES  

                                 INTO MOTION  

 

LIKE HOW A SINGLE WORD 

                       CAN MAKE A HEART OPEN 

I MIGHT ONLY HAVE ONE MATCH 

           BUT I CAN MAKE AN EXPLOSION 

 

MY FIGHT, KEEP 

                      TRYING NO 

                 MATTER WHAT…. 

                      LIKE      PASSION 
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By: Nandini Mangalapalli 
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The Unexpected Turnout 

By: Kylie Mannan 

 

I scan my surroundings from my high vantage point. I see my target a couple feet away. I 

rear my arm back, aim, and- 

"Hey Angie! Whatcha doing?" A voice asks . Startled, I grab the tree branch, dropping 

the projectile. I cringe as the water balloon drops and explodes on Faith's head. She opens her 

mouth to scream for our mom and I swing down from the tree and clamp my hand over her 

mouth to prevent any noise.  

Then I drag her behind me kicking and clawing. I take my hand off her mouth, and place 

a finger in front of my mouth in the universal sign for 'shush'. 

"I'm trying to protect us!" I tell her. She crosses her arms and looks up at me. 

"Didn't mommy tell you not to try to hurt people?" Her wet hair falls into her face and 

she brushes it away. 

"Water balloons are harmless" I wave her off. She looks at me with that I'm-six-and-I-

know-better-than-you-look. "What?" I say. 

"I'm gonna go dry off." She says, stalking off. I shake my head at her and head back for 

my tree with my box of water balloons. I climb the tall plant, grab the box, and propel myself 

back down.  

Then I see it. The little white note tacked to the side of the box 'Warning #3' it reads. 

Under it there is a picture of me with my hand over Faith's mouth. As I look around my heart rate 

doubles in speed. This is my 3rd warning this week. I need to complete my mission, or else I lose 

another family member.  

On the counter inside, there's a note saying my sister and mom will be back in about an 

hour. I run upstairs to my room, and jump into my computer chair, causing it to roll a little and 
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my arms shoot out to grab my desk and catch myself. I log into my computer and check my 

mission status. 

Mission Description- To watch over "Angel Face Bad Boy" Jacob Fang.- 

 

Okay what type of code name is "Angel Face Bad Boy"?! 

-You get close... Do whatever you have to. We need a file off his computer. Due- 7/24/48 

Okay so I have... 2 weeks. The job is as good as done. As I stand up, the doorbell rings.  

"Got it!! I yell. I take the flight of stairs and throw open the front door. 

"Hey. I'm Jake Fang.. I just moved in next door." A bored voice reaches my ears and I 

look up to greet the most angelic face. 'I see what they meant.. 'Angel Face Bad Boy'...' 

"Oh! I'm...erm... Angie." He looks at me as if I need to continue. "Oh! Angie Knight." I 

say, but it sounds like I'm reassuring myself rather than him. He smiles at me. 

Over the course of the next week we go from acquaintances to friends and friends to 

more than friends, and by the 17th we were officially an item. I figure it is time to start the actual 

mission.  

Tonight my mom is out of town, my sister is with my grandma and I is spending the night 

at Jake's. I still have "homework" to do for "summer school". So when I get there I ask to use his 

laptop.  

I open the browser and pretend to go through the websites about the growth of bacteria, 

then he tells me he is going out to pick up pizza. I figure its perfect timing.  

When I hear his car pull out of the driveway, I pull the small flash drive out of my pocket 

and plug it into the computer. Then, after a couple hacks, I move the file from the computer to 

the drive. I hear his car pull in and I grab the flash drive, clear the history, and go back to the 

websites.  
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Then he came in with the pizza. We eat, then spend the night talking and laughing. I text 

the agency that I got the info before I go to sleep.  

I wake up the next morning, and Jake is gone. Jake moved away. How could I not have 

noticed? The moving boxes...the cleanliness? I spend all day texting him with no answer. I get an 

award from the agency, but no answer. I wish I knew what happened to the boy “Angel Face Bad 

Boy”, but to this day I still search. 

“You get use to someone—start to like them, even—and they leave. In the end, everyone 

leaves.”  

~Rachel Ward, Numbers 
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An excerpt from “Kindness of a Demon” 

By: Ashton Morris 

 

The once gorgeous blonde limped towards Tasan. Cuts in her legs and burns in her arms weighed 

her down while tears streamed through her crystal blue eyes and over her pink, chapped lips. 

Using her remaining strength and effort of both her aching arms, she held a short, blunt war club. 

The red, stone walls and jagged ceiling released plumes of smoke and sulfur, along with the 

screams and pleas of suffering men, women and children. Juna heard these sounds, and thought 

about all the people who had died that week. All those billions of innocent people, their corpses 

rotting and decaying on the hellish surface world that was once called Earth. She stopped in front 

of Tasan, the devil himself, and raised the club, prepared to remove whatever life was left in him. 

Tasan leaned on the armrest of his massive blood red throne, with rivers of blood running down 

his ash-covered arms and dripping on the cracked cobblestone floor below. He turned his head 

and raised an open hand towards Juna, either pleading for her either to stop, or to make one last 

effort to convince her to join him. Perhaps both.  

“You don’t have to kill me...” He coughed and dark red blood dribbled down his chin. He 

struggled to take a wheezing breath, then spoke again “The planet. It’s not destroyed; just reset. 

We can start the world over. A new world where we live in charge. A world where I can give 

you mountains of gold; an infinite kingdom to rule; billions of servants working to your every 

command and treating it as a privilege.” He coughed again and grinned. His teeth were painted 

red with blood “I can give that to you.” 

Juna raised the club high above her head, crying as she looked into the eyes of the devil. 

She slowly shook her head while her short hair clung to her mouth and teary cheeks. 

“Juna…” Tasan pleaded once again, striking something in Juna: compassion. Yet for 

Tasan, she had bled out all the compassion she contained. 

Juna screamed as she slammed the club into Tasan’s neck. His spine curved inwards as 

the dull round rock made contact with it. Vertebrae disconnected and splintered, severing his 

brain stem and crushing his cerebellum. Tasan instantly fell limp against the armrest. With his 

eyes wide open and steady streams of blood flowing out his nose and mouth. 
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Juna released the mace and let it drop to her feet, stumbling backwards. She let out a 

weak noise, almost like a dog whining. She turned and faced the entrance of the seemingly 

infinite hall. She sat on the steps and leaned against the opposite armrest from Tasan’s body. She 

pulled her knees towards her and hugged them, placing her head between them and sobbing. Not 

light tears, but every pint of remaining water in her body poured through her eyes. She leaned 

her head back and bawled. She would not be surprised if the dead themselves could hear her.  

Tasan was finally dead. After weeks of nothing but death and destruction across the planet, the 

cause of the pain and misery was finally gone. When Juna imagined this moment, she imagined 

leaving the castle and going home to her family. There was no more family to go home to. There 

was no more home to go home to.  

Outside the castle and above on the surface world, there was nothing but wasteland and 

dystopian landscape. Juna knew everything was over. Everything from Tasan’s life,  

to her own. 
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|false| 

By Mykala Mortenson 

 

Cubes 

Ladders 

Storms 

Flowers 

Words said in a class 

Of the study of change 

Using chemicals and matter. 

 

Cubes 

Six squares 

Six faces 

Six paths to change your ways 

Six chances contained in a little 

Three dimensional shape 

With six lies of happiness 

Five of anger 

Four of contentedness 

Three of calmness 

Two of disgust 

One of life 

None of sadness. 

 

Ladders 
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Are needed to climb 

Up through the stages of 

Life, society, money, class 

With rungs made of wood 

Or lies 

Decided by the cubes rolled 

Before you can move the number 

Of lies 

Specified. 

 

Storms 

Are the only truths that 

Clean out the lies 

Violently stomping them out with 

Strikes of bright beautiful light 

And the screaming thunder of 

A thousand voices 

Who refuse to speak those cubed lies 

And ladder rung phrases 

Anymore. 

 

Flowers 

Grow from the truths 

Gentle and fragile 

Sensitive to the lies 

That come back slowly like weeds 

Growing blocky and stiff 

Not strong 

Unable to come back the same 

Each time broken faster by the 

Sky's tears that 
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Help the flowers grow 

With true strength 

Against those lies 

Created by 

Cubes. 

 

Ladders. 

 

Storms. 

 

Flowers. 

 

 

|thoughts| 

By Mykala Mortenson 

 

 

I was never sure 

How to use my words 

In a proper fashion 

My diction twisted 

Melded into sentences 

And new words 

That make others feel 

Confusion when I speak. 

 

I was never sure 

Why they thought 

My poems and ink flowers 

Blooming from a pen 

Were beautiful 
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Filled with images that made them 

Feel emotions and empathy 

And stories that made them 

Feel real. 

 

I was never sure of how 

Anyone could see what I 

Have created with my hands 

And think it was wonderful 

Think it was good 

Unless they did not 

And their mouths spewed 

Lies and half truths. 

 

I am still not sure 

What is truth and what isn't 

I've told enough lies 

To drown a saint faster 

Than the arctic ocean 

After the Titanic sunk 

So why shouldn't they 

Have given me false information 

Meant to please my ears 

When their eyes felt like burning 

And their tongues cringed at 

The niceties falling 

Because nothing would feel better 

Than telling the truth 

Of the terrible diction 

Of the terrible artwork 

That I had created 
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With my own two hands 

Despite the fact 

That some of them 

Never spoke a lie 

Instead spreading 

Truth. 
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Legend of the Frozen Phoenix 

By: Maia Mott 

 

Long ago, before the original world, Ignik, was created, there were only three beings in 

existence: Sun, Moon, and Stars. One day, Sun formed Ignik and told Moon and Stars they could 

each create a being to inhabit her planet. Ignik remained a barren desert until Sun, Moon, and 

Stars each decided what life it was that they wanted to create for their planet. 

Moon fashioned a Black Wolf to howl to the creators if there was ever any danger on 

Ignik. Next, Stars created a Man, one of the many shapes that Stars could take, so Moon’s Wolf 

could have a companion. Finally, Sun created a Phoenix, to heal the injured in case Man, or Wolf 

were injured. She also gave the bird the ability to create plants and other animals, such as rabbits 

they could hunt to help Man and Wolf survive. 

At first, the planet was peaceful. Every day, Man and Wolf would hunt together. On 

certain days, Man would harvest plants and herbs to share with Wolf. While Man was busy, 

Wolf would play with Phoenix. As time passed, Wolf and Phoenix formed a stronger bond, and 

Man found himself to be lonely.  

One day, while Wolf and Phoenix were playing, Man created a destructive trap to pass 

the time. By accident, Wolf set off one of Man’s traps. Phoenix immediately came to Wolf’s side 

to treat her injuries. Man watched, unsure of how to feel. He felt guilty about his trap and wanted 

to help make amends. Man felt that Wolf and Phoenix were angry with him. While happy that 

his companion was healed, he felt hesitant about trusting Phoenix. Despite Man’s mistrust and 

jealousy, Ignik was prosperous. The creators were all satisfied and often would join each other in 

the sky to watch over their world proudly. 

It wasn’t long until Man became increasingly jealous of the Phoenix’s abilities to create. 

He tried to create more, but he couldn’t create life like Phoenix could. Man had great ideas, like 

houses and innovative uses of fire for cooking. But he had many more destructive ideas, spurred 

on by his jealousy, like bows and arrows, knives, and even wooden swords. He felt like nothing 

he made was as special as Phoenix’s creations. When the Stars sparkled at Phoenix’s creation, 

Man devised a plan to destroy Phoenix so he could be the most significant being on the planet. 
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It took him a few days to plan. He knew that Wolf would talk to the Moon if anything 

were wrong, so Man fashioned a cage from the wood he usually collected for fire. Then, he 

followed Wolf to Phoenix to spy on the two friends instead of doing his chores. When Wolf 

wanted to know why the fields were untended, Man told him that he had no help. Man fashioned 

a special bow and set of arrows made from the most durable wood that he could find. When 

Wolf wondered why he was making such an incredible weapon, he told her: “It’s going to be a 

wonderful present for Phoenix.” 

While Wolf slept, Man gently set her in the cage. With Wolf trapped, Man started his 

search for Phoenix. He knew that he had to be quick because Wolf might howl to Moon. When 

he found Phoenix, Man praised himself for learning Phoenix’s routines. However, what Man 

didn’t know was on that day Phoenix was to go through her first life cycle, in which she would 

die and be naturally reborn.  

He grabbed an arrow and drew back his bow. As he aimed to hit her, Phoenix exploded 

into flames. Phoenix cried for one last time and collapsed on the ground. Man watched her burn 

until nothing was left but ashes. He was unaware that she would be reborn, so Man began to 

leave. He was satisfied that the job was done without him having to do anything at all. Then, a 

small chick formed in the ashes began to chirp; this instantly caught Man’s attention.           

Angered by the rebirth of the creature he’d come to see as his enemy, Man ran to the chick and 

began to stab at it. Phoenix, saddened that Man was trying to kill her, began to cry. Every wound 

Man inflicted upon her was healed by her tears, which only frustrated Man more. When Sun saw 

what man was doing, she became infuriated- how dare he harm her creation? A volcano formed 

nearby and Sun caused it to erupt. The lava enveloped the chick to protect it and burned Man’s 

hands. She started to attack Man, but Moon and Stars prevented her from causing any further 

harm.  

Man ran back to Wolf’s cage and set her free. Together, they ran from the fire that was 

engulfing the trees and searched for some place safe to hide. As they ran, Wolf saw the stone 

chick and picked it up in her mouth. Neither Man nor Sun noticed what the Wolf had taken.  

Angry that Stars’ creation was so destructive, Sun demanded that Man be placed on his own 

planet, instead of her planet. Neither Moon nor Stars agreed and tried to reason with Sun that 

Stars’ creations could change. In retaliation, Sun created more volcanoes that hatched baby 

Phoenixes and purposefully made Ignik uninhabitable for anything except for Phoenixes. Ignik, 
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once green and abundant with life, was covered with fire from end-to-end. Man and Wolf were 

cowering from the heat, so Moon and Stars immediately took them from the planet. They 

together created a sister world not far away: Earth. 

On Earth, Wolf tried to break Phoenix out of the stone but wasn’t strong enough. The 

only being in creation that could save Phoenix was Sun. Saddened, Wolf buried the Phoenix 

chick as deep into the ground as she could dig. She covered the hole with dirt and hoped that it 

would be enough to protect her friend from Man. Ever since then, the frozen Phoenix has been 

trapped somewhere deep in the Earth. 

Sun was furious that her first chick was lost. She had searched all of Ignik for Phoenix, 

but could not find her no matter how hard she tried. Sun refused to talk to either Moon or Stars, 

so she kept her distance from Earth. Moon stayed in between Sun and Stars, and Stars wrapped 

herself half-way around Earth to protect Man from Sun. At night, Moon and Stars protect Man 

and Wolf from Sun’s glare. During the day, Sun tries to find her frozen Phoenix on Earth. 
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My Thoughts 

By: Sarah Nehring 

 

My thoughts fill the air with wonder and dreams. As I think it becomes harder and harder 

for me to breath. I think so much I slip into a dream of a snowy cliff. I jump. Regretting my 

decision. I fall and I fall and I fall. The wind rushing through my wandering mind. At the bottom 

I see the two young looking people but as I near the bottom they become older and older. I hit 

the ground and then start to fall again. Falling, falling, falling. I realize that the old people have 

opened a hole to another land. I slam on to the ground with a thud. “Spirit into the forest” I tell 

myself but, none of my body parts will listen. The only part that does listen is my head. So, I turn 

my aching head and notice that my body is in shards. A sudden jolt brings my body back 

together. I wake up from my dream still breathing in air that is fill with my thoughts and dreams. 

I turn around and see something new. I take no more thoughts and jump right into it without a 

second inkling.Knowing that thinking about it will bring me back under. 

 Once I  jump in I have no clue what I've done. One moment it is pitch black; the next it is 

bright and filled with tons of color. I breathe in heavily and and try to walk but something's 

holding me still on the ground-that is no where to be seen. A gush of wind goes chasing after me. 

Still I can not move. The wind finds me and helps me out of the trap that I have jumped into 

moments ago. 

 When on my feet again I try to run, but find myself staying in place instead of moving 

forward. I can not walk. I can not talk. I can not run. So I swim in the air that has been opened, 

for me to wander through. I swim and I swim until I find something but unfortunately I find 

nothing. That was until my face hit something that was not there before. I swim backwards 

desperately and look at what I hit. A sign. That I am certain was not there before. It states that 

“Whomever views this writing has found himself in the world of realization. For they must do 

the impossible...which is finding where they belong and who they are.”  Once I have read this 

message I think about who I am and what has become of me. 
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A King’s Fury 

By: Lucas Robinson 

 

Clarise hated kings. 

She hated kings even more when they threatened to have her killed in horrible, 

unimaginable ways. But that was life in Kilan. 

She looked up at the king, a finely dressed older man in black and red robes, and a 

distorted, evil-looking crown atop his head which strangely resembled the wicked horns of a 

terrible monster. His white hair was disheveled, his face had paled considerably and his veins 

had darkened to the point of appearing black. His eyes were the most appalling feature of his 

face, almost glowing bright orange and giving off the appearance of destructive flame. They 

darted from side to side, seeming to search for any dissidents to his will. Two members of the 

king’s honor guard, clad in shining white armor and gleaming, gold cloaks, stood watch at the 

base of the massive steps that led to the king’s throne. 

Clarise herself was a trembling mess, she stood at her knees. Silk-smooth, raven hair 

covered the tear-stained face of the girl appearing barely past her sixteenth year as she begged 

and pleaded for her life. 

Frustrated with the servant’s inability to stay inside the castle, the king reprimanded the 

girl, switching from the kind and caring personality of King Aegon “The Merciful” to his less 

popular persona, King Aegon “The Destroyer” several times during the exchange. The patriarch 

of the Raelasius family had turned from a man loved by the people, to a monster who slaughtered 

those very people alive in the streets. 

With a sudden, tired yawn, King Aegon IV quickly dismissed the girl, rambling on about 

getting his rest, and fell into a deep, snoring slumber right on his throne, causing the guards to 

instantly relax. Sir Rance, the eldest of the King's guard approached the girl, still on her knees, 

and helped her up gently, concern spread across the old man's withered features. 
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"You shall be fine, M'lady," he asserted calmly, sympathy and slight resignation lining 

his voice. "He gets to the best of us sometimes. It's best to just listen and nod in his case. You'll 

keep your head that way," Shuddering heavily, Clarise released a storm of terrified wails, 

clutching Sir Rance's hand tightly. 

"How terrible!" She choked out,"That one so good can turn so wicked," 

Sir Rance nodded slightly, and turned to look at the sleeping king, who was twitching 

slightly. His pale, shriveled hand was wrapped tightly around his thorny crown, to the point of 

blood dripping to the ground from the gaps in between his fingers. 

"Indeed, M'lady. The mind of a Raelasian often leaves them, but not this late. Their 

affinity for psychotic violence often shows up early, and Aegon has been the only exception to 

this trend," He began to move the girl to one of the smaller doors of the great hall, which led to 

her, and the other servants' chambers. 

"I'm... I'm fine, Sir Rance," she stammered, pulling away from the old knight.”I can go on 

my own,”  Rance backed up instantly on request, bowing slightly. 

“As you wish. Simply call if you need me,” He said politely, watching Clarise hastily 

walk away with weary eyes. 

Moving up a dark set of stairs, Clarise walked down a long hallway lit with torches. Her 

countenance instantly shifted from one of terror, to one of amused glee. 

“Ha! The fools-” she muttered, smirking visibly, unaware of a shadow residing above 

her. 

“I’d assume you speak of the king,” It said, drawing out a shriek from the girl. Looking 

up, she caught sight of a figure perched upon a statue of a golden dragon, spewing flames. The 

man dropped to the ground gracefully, and smiled slightly at Clarise's suddenly nervous 

demeanor. 

Clarise instantly recognized the man as the captain of the guard of House Blackhurst, 

Percival Kadai, a cold and calculating man of un-exceptional height and a lean frame. He was 

dressed in a dark suit of leather armor, and looked at the girl in amusement. 

"Only scum like you hide in the shadows and eavesdrop on every word a person says," 

she whispered sharply, glaring the sharpest daggers at the man. 
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"Only idiots like you get caught sneaking out of the keep," he responded, smiling wider, 

succeeding in frustrating the girl," So far, you're only succeeding in routing out yourself. You 

want to kill a king, but you're only going to kill yourself," Percival walked around Clarise, who 

stood almost paralysed, fearing for her life and in utter shock of the man’s knowledge of her 

plans. She had heard rumors of the man and his capabilities; that he was a shaper, capable of 

manipulating poisons to a degree that was unheard of, and breaking the minds of even the 

strongest man. As he got closer, she noted the tantalizing aroma that radiated from around him, 

almost bringing her closer to get a better sniff of the man. Realizing this, she shook her head, 

freeing herself from whatever held her in place. 

“I’m...I’m not-” 

“Don’t lie to me. I can smell plots from a mile away,” He said. Leaning in, his mouth 

mere inches from her ear, he whispered “And I most definitely spot them when a Blackhurst is 

involved,” She stammered on, unable to find words, Percival had snuffed her out like a small 

flame. He walked in front of her again, his footsteps making no sound, and graced his hands 

across the brilliant gold, lion-pommel of his sword. 

“You want to kill a king? Lucky for you, my...employer, would like the same. An 

assassination that even the wisest scholar couldn’t explain. I would do it myself, but you seem 

determined to deliver the blow. If you wish the king dead, meet me at the top of the northern 

tower tonight. Remember, young one, never trust anyone in Kilan,” He said, not waiting for a 

response before walking past Clarise. 

“What will we-” She turned around seeing only an empty hallway. The assassin was 

gone. 

As the large, golden moon, Byndas, rose over the city of Kilan, Clarise climbed the long 

steps of the northernmost tower of The Crown’s Keep. She walked through a dilapidated wooden 

door into a ruined circular room. Plants grew on the walls and floor, and broken chairs and tables 

littered the ground. Sitting on the only good chair, was Percival sharpening twin daggers, the 

golden moonlight shining eerily on the man. He looked at Clarise with a serious face, a 

determined firmness on his eyes. 

“Good. You’re here,” He said, getting up quickly and sliding the daggers into sheaths on 

his hips. He only told her to ‘follow’, and made his way through the castle with Clarise on tow. 
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The two walked through unaccosted, not even a second glance was aimed at their direction. “The 

best cover is one of trust,” muttered Percival, sighing with a feeling of ease in his 

shoulders.”Quit walking like you just murdered  someone. That walk is for another time,” He 

said, chuckling slightly at his own humor, which Clarise found twisted. Nevertheless, she tried 

with heavy difficulty to relax, struggling to slow her hastened breathing and calm her rapidly 

beating heart. I’m about to do this, she thought, If the king dies, my family can walk free. 

Percival and Clarise both halted as they approached a large set of double doors, made of a 

fine, dark oak, embedded with gems and doorknobs of pure gold, guarded by two members of 

the king’s honor guard, Sir Vencis and Sir Ceol. Percival, with a quick motion, revealed a vial 

filled with a purple substance. Ser Vencis, a young man with shining blonde hair, saw Percival, 

and smiled, holding his hand up in greeting. 

“Ah! Percival, my friend, how are-” Percival threw the vial at his feet and a violet mist 

surged up, enveloping the two guards with a violent hiss. The two men gasped and choked, both 

dropping to their knees as they clutched their throats. Ser Vancis, looking at Percival with 

horrified eyes, stuck his hand out of the cloud, which suddenly receded and funneled into their 

noses, leaving both guards limp on the floor. 

Nodding slightly at the door, Percival gestured for Clarise to enter. 

“Do the deed. His only guards are gone. I’ll watch the exit,” he told her. She nodded, 

unsheathing her own well-maintained dagger, and slowly pulled the door open. Her eyes 

widened in pure terror as she spotted ten men in gold cloaks, swords drawn, and standing 

between the sitting form of King Aegon. Suddenly feeling a quick prick on her neck, Clarise 

turned and saw Percival, a thin line of blood on his dagger. 

“A betrayal can build or destroy trust; both in this case. Remember that, Clarise,” He 

whispered before Clarise dropped on the ground, her vision soon enveloped in a shroud of 

darkness.  

“Just as I suspected M’lord. The kingdom of Fairvine has sent an assassin after you,” 

Clarise heard before everything went dark. 
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Black Belt 

By: Lauren McCaghren 

 

It had been only one month since the test. He couldn't remember much but the rush of 

adrenaline, the dripping of the sweat, slick on his skin, the sticking of his uniform as it wetly 

clung to his body, and the slightly accelerated pounding of his heart. Concentrate. The discreet 

way he panted, making all of this look almost effortless and calm. Concentrate. Strike. They had 

rolled for seven minutes, two more than the usual rounds. 'This will hurt tomorrow' he grimaced 

to himself. Despite the extra time there was no defined winner, but everyone present could not 

ignore that there was a defined fire. "The fight in this boy is incredible" they said amongst 

themselves. 

After years of training here he was. Finally. A black belt. His coach bowed and Donovan 

replied in turn.  

"You have worked hard and your perseverance and dedication have resulted in you 

earning the honorable rank of black belt"  

As he was finishing tying the knot of the black belt, the coach leaned in to put his hand 

on Donovan's shoulder and said "Congratulations, I'm very proud of you"  

One week later was the tournament. Slamming was illegal, but the ref wasn't calling it. Nineteen 

to twenty-three was a fairly small age gap, but it was a big strength difference. When the slam 

happened Donovan had disengaged. There was a bolt of searing pain that shot through him and 

his opponent slipped.  

You have earned the honorable rank of black belt. That was the only thing from the past 

few weeks that Donovan remembered upon waking up in a white washed hospital room. His 

coach, his training partners, his siblings, and his parents were all there. Hushed tones. 

"What do you mean he can't?!" 

Later the doctor would come back. The injury sustained from the slam into the metal 

barrier had left him unable to walk, to remember, to fight, or even see properly. His left eye was 

nearly blind. 

"You can do therapy, you could probably even learn to walk again, but as far as fighting 

goes?" The doctor shook his head, "No. You'll never fight again." 
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The problem with that statement was that over the years fighting had transformed from a 

sport into something Donovan lived for. "No." 

He went to therapy. Endless days. Pain. Falls. Going home some days devoid of all hope. 

Eventually though, he could walk across the room on his own. Months pass. He could walk 

steadily, as though there had never been an accident. Two years and he pulled on his uniform 

pants, put on his top, tied a white belt around his waist, and stepped onto the mat. His coach was 

happy to see him, but still concerned for his health and safety. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Of course" 

"Your vision?" 

"I'll work it to my advantage." 

"And you remember nothing?" 

A pause. "Only how it felt. The rush. How much I loved it. That it was a lifestyle." They 

both smile at what many trainees would call 'the white belt cliché'. 

"I can teach you nearly everything you need to know Donovan, but no one can teach you 

heart." 

"A black belt is just a white belt that never quit" Again they both smile.  

A sharp pat on the shoulder. "Alright then, get out there and let's get started." 

It took years. Endless years. Blood. Sweat. Tears. Working two jobs, one to support 

himself and pay for college and another as trade for the training he was receiving. Going to any 

extra training that was offered in the week. He had to battle Fear. Depression. Despair. 

Hopelessness. Sprawl. And then, 'You have earned the honorable rank of Black Belt'. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



56 
 

 

By: Jillean Scott 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



57 
 

 

Side Effects 

Author: Hillary Shah 

 

       "Scarlett Morris is one of those people who has died many times in her life. The first was 

only one week after the war between the rebels and The Communal, their government, had been 

won, and the soldiers from The Office of Foreign Policies had taken her. There had been many 

other times as well, smaller ones.  Scarlett had fought starvation, exhaustion, the cold, sickness, 

and more than a few broken bones kneeling at the feet of the guards. She stands in the yard, close 

as possible to her fellow prisoners to keep the icy claws of the freezing cold from wrapping 

around her too tight, wondering if the next death will be her last.  

She hopes the guards don’t try to keep them waiting for too long. They’ve done that 

before, the guards. Kept them waiting in formation for roll call as long as possible, freezing. Just 

to see how many would be left standing.  

Prisoners mutter curses under their breath, cursing the guards for being so late, cursing 

this labor camp, cursing the day they were born. There is a lot to curse about in here, where they 

work from 6 AM to 10 PM, where it is cold, always cold, where they barely get enough food and 

death is a constant. 

The guards suddenly come into view, walking from the administration office, and women 

who were wandering about before scramble to get back into formation. 

Stopping right in front of them, there is a silence as one of the guards pushes his way to 

the front. He examines the state of them, scrawny, dirty, pathetic women who are halfway on 

their way to dying already and sneers. 

“Line up and shut up, ladies!” he yells out as the last ones that had wandered far run back 

to their places, then starts roll call, yelling out prisoner numbers. 

Rosalie appears next to Scarlett, whispering, “Hi Scarlett! Haven't seen you in a while.”  

Scarlett acknowledges the girl with a nod and draws her coat tighter around herself; 

Rosalie is new, and only 18. She is under the impression that Scarlett and her are friends, 

although Scarlett can’t recall how that message could've been passed through.   
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Rosalie is small, skinny, and hasn’t been subjected to the hardships of the labor camp 

because she hasn't been here too long. With milky skin and pale blue eyes, she hasn’t shaved off 

her long blonde hair yet like almost everyone else, and Scarlett knows that when lice starts going 

around, she will soon enough. “How you been?” she asks. 

The guard shoots Rosalie a stern look that tells her to shut up.  

He continues, calling out a number. This time though, no one answers. There is a shuffle 

among the prisoners as they look around. He calls it out again, confusion slowly creeping into his 

voice. No prisoner has ever missed roll call before. Miss roll call and you're dead. 

“295662.” The guard calls out for the third time. There is a silence, thick and heavy, as 

both prisoners and guards look around, unsure of what to do. Some women, including Scarlett, 

even check on their numbers tattooed onto their left forearms. 

“As you all may have realized, we have a missing prisoner,” a loud, booming voice calls 

out, and although the woman cannot see him as he is blocked by the soldiers, they immediately 

straighten up. 

Ubel Kronin steps out, his steps ringing out in the silence. The commander is in full 

military regalia, and medals in gold, silver, and bronze shine from his chest, a twisted mirror to 

the white badges on the prisoner’s chests. The sprawling camp is his empire, and he looks around 

the yard slowly, takes in the mass of ragged prisoners. Distaste twists his face into a sneer and 

those who have seen it before, guard and prisoner alike, draw in a harsh breath. Something bad is 

coming.   

“A crime has been committed,” he continues, and Scarlett has to resist the urge to 

shudder. There is something, just something about the commander that haunts her, haunts them 

all, and 3 years at this camp hasn't erased the feeling. “A prisoner,” he pauses, probably for 

suspense, “has tried to escape.” 

Rosalie voices what they’re all thinking. “Idiot,” she hisses, “everyone knows escape is 

useless.” 

The commander starts walking around, watching the crowd, searching, it seems, for his 

next victim. His heavy steps seem to boom and his black beady eyes flick around from prisoner 

to prisoner quickly. Scarlett can feel the anticipation; Kronin is watching them, daring them to do 

something so he can prove his power.  
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“This camp is your world. You are here because the Communal has seen fit to forgive 

your past crimes, against the people of our great country, and has allowed you to work to repay 

your debt. You are under my command, and you were warned that any attempts to escape our 

generous hospitality would be met with severe punishment.” Kronin stops to look around, lifting 

his head so he can scan the crowd of dark-coated women more easily. “Not only for the 

perpetrator of the act, but for all of you. And I am a man of my word.” He pauses, lets the 

prisoners stew in worry as he walks up and down in long-legged strides, heavy black boots on his 

feet. “You will be on half-rations for the rest of the month,” he declares, “And that includes each 

allotment of firewood.” 

“We’re gonna starve,” someone behind Scarlett groans. 

The commander’s head snaps around to them, his eyes narrowing. “Who spoke?”  

“It’s that girl, officer,” says the guard and raising a gloved hand to point at Rosalie. 

“She’s been talking this whole time.” 

Scarlett’s stomach drops. 

Kronin turns to the guard, and there is a moment, as everyone watches, with their breath 

held, as some kind of unspoken understanding passes between them. The guard darts forward, 

and before Scarlett can even blink, he is there, his face in Rosalie’s. She shrinks under his gaze, 

looking so small and terrified. Her mouth opens in a wide O, perhaps to speak, but nothing 

comes out and her blue eyes dart back and forth from the guard to the commander, who is 

watching calmly.  

Expressionless, the guard turns and pulls her with him to the front of the yard. Rosalie 

lets out a whimper as she is dragged away, and raises a hand behind her, presumably to grab on 

to Scarlett. Scarlett knows that the look on the girl’s face will haunt her forever, but she does not 

raise her hand to help. She’s not stupid enough to try.  

Rosalie is thrown down, grunting and getting a mouthful of mush. The commander walks 

slowly over to her and the guard backs off a few steps, giving Kronin and his new victim the 

stage. 

“You dare speak when I am speaking?” Kronin’s nasal-like voice rises. 

Whimpering, Rosalie shakes her head spastically. 
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“You think you are better than me? Than The Communal?” He grabs her pretty long hair 

in his fist and pulls her head back harshly so she is forced to look up at him, disgust etched into 

every muscle of his face.  

Letting out a wrangled sob, Rosalie tries again to shake her head but he is holding it in 

place. With the gleam of loathing in his eyes, he throws her back and she falls hard, her head 

crashing against the snow. She wails and Scarlett is reminded of how young she is. Too young.   

Taking a prolonged look at her, Kronin steps back, his face twisting back into a sneer. He 

turns to the new guard, who is standing rigid behind him. “Execute her.” 

Rosalie lets out a scream at that, making Scarlett’s hairs on her back. It’s a scream of 

wild panic and hysteria, tearing through the air like a shard of glass. The guard does not even 

flinch as he walks over in quick strides. 

“Quickly now,” Kronin says almost with disinterest, as if he is already bored with Rosalie 

and wants to move on to the next big thing. The guard grabs her hair in his fist just like Kronin 

did moments ago. He takes out his gun from his holster, positions it on the girl’s right temple, 

and over her hysterical sobbing, finishes the job.  

Blood splatters, interrupting the pure, white, snow, and Rosalie’s lifeless body falls to the 

floor. The blood will be cleaned by a prisoner whose fate will one day be the same. Everyone 

breaks from their lines and gets to work like they're supposed to do everyday after roll call. No 

one mourns her. Scarlett does the only thing she can do and tucks Rosalie’s memory with the 

many others in the back of her mind. She is vaguely aware of someone muttering a prayer under 

their breath for the young girl’s soul, and while it is a nice thought, Scarlett doesn’t follow suit.  

“There is no God here. " 
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in Time 

By: Nidhi Shah 

 

in Time we cower away from our fears 

yet we rise into the light 

in Time we hide in the darkest corners as we lay our traps 

yet we shine in the starlight like gems 

 

in Time we drown in the sea of guilt 

yet we fly in the clouds of happiness 

in Time we shatter our hopes like broken glass 

yet we love with a passion as fierce as the wind 

 

in Time we wage war and lose in battle 

yet we are the friend of triumph and victory 

in Time we build a mask of lies and pain 

yet we laugh with those we love 

 

in Time all things change 

but in Time we place our trust for it is never changing and constant 

 

 

 

Inspired by the poem ”Forever” by Terri Nicole Tharrington 
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Humpty Dumpty Part 2 

By: Devanshi Shah 

 

Yes, you have heard the story. Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall. Humpty Dumpty had a 

great fall. All the kings’ horses and all the kings’ men, couldn't put Humpty together again. Well, 

that IS true. But he really didn't die, you know.  

One day I was finishing up the little table in our family room. I am really good at making 

stuff and is known as the crafter in this town. I was adding another coat of paint when Peter 

Rabbit, Little Red Riding Hood, and The 7 little dwarfs came bursting through the door.  

"Did you hear? Did you hear! Did you hear?" The Rabbit yelled.  

"No, and I won't be able to if you keep shouting in front of my face,” I retorted.  

"Sorry. Humpty Dumpty fell of Brooks’s wall while he was having lunch. I was sent to 

see if you could patch him up with your skill as a craftsmen."  

"Okay, I will come. Just let me gather my supplies." 

I was soon out the door with my outdoor bag on. I got on my skateboard (yes, they 

existed back then) and rode it to the castle wall. I didn't get lost. I just followed the line of people 

there ready to see him. I pushed ahead and that was when people started getting angry.  

"Hey! Wait your turn old man!"  

"I am going to fix humpty dumpty up! And I am not old; I am just 37!"  

They still wouldn't let me through. Just then Peter Rabbit came with security.  

"He is VIP!"  

Everyone let us through. I got up to the wall and saw little itty- bitty pieces of a cracked 

eggshell.  

"You can fix him, right?" someone yelled. I didn't answer. I wasn't so sure.  

I pulled out my trusty super glue. It took me 7 hours, but I didn't give up. The public 

didn't even move. When I was done, I heard a tiny voice.  

"Am I alive?" The people cheered. I told him how I put him together.  

Suddenly I had a question in my head. "Who pushed you off the wall?"  

"It was...It was...It was, the giant." We all gasped.  

"We will arrest him tomorrow."  
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The FTIS (Fairy Tale Investigation Service) went to his house the next day and arrested 

him. It took a team of 756 men to carry him down the beanstalk. At court, he was charged of 

murder and breaking an eggshell on Friday the 13th and intention to roast the yolk in the middle 

of the road. He got a total of 98 years in the cell. Hopefully he would have been changed by then.  

So that is how he got saved by me. If anyone tells you that Humpty Dumpty died, don't 

believe them and tell them the truth. 
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The Automaton Metaphor and The Human-Universe Asymptote 

By: Gia-An Trinh 

 

At the end of 7th grade, I chose Robotics as my fourth elective because I like knowing 

how things fit together, and how things work. I thought I’d be great at it. I quickly found out that 

my understanding wasn’t as literal as robot parts. The physical, the gears and blocks didn’t fit 

quite right in my head. Looking at it I always knew how it worked, I just didn’t do so great 

building things. I like knowing how things work. I like knowing how people work. What 

influences them, how they think, why they do certain things. With this, I created this reverse-

personification in my head, making this abstract tangible. I discovered that people are a lot like 

robots but different.  

People are like robots, but when you open them up, the gears inside of them, the one that 

make them tick are always changing. Let me explain: every big thing that happens, every 

traumatic event, every heartbreak turns into a baseball, hurled at a robot. Impact. Instead of 

breaking, instead of snapping, one of the gears changes. Not breaking, but changing because 

that’s how people work. One gear either gets so much bigger or so much smaller. Then, for a 

moment, the whole thing stops. The entire robot is regenerating, it is changing. So, for a moment 

the whole thing doesn’t work. Then, all the gears next to the one that changed realize that 

something is wrong, and they shift, they morph themselves to fit, and then the ones next to those, 

and the ones next to those, and next thing you know, this ripple is ripping the entire robot apart, 

changing it, shifting it. And you look back, and the whole thing has changed.  

That’s why I love to study people. If you take apart a computer, and figure out how it 

works exactly, every computer after that is simple. They all have the same basic components and 

the same basic structure, small things vary. People: each one is insanely different, and each time 

you study one, you leave and it will never look the exact same again. Two weeks, three years, 

anything in between, time passes and they change. People are puzzles with ever changing 

outcomes. One moment it’s a picture of a beach, the next it’s a demon, angel, grappling with the 

idea of heaven, it’s always different. They always change. It’s just that the stuff from before is 

still there, just overwritten or passed by other things. Every bend or dent on their metal is always 

rewritten, it’s there, under piled of changed, it’s just washed over, repainted, hidden. People are 
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build layer upon layer of revisions. You can study one person all your life and never get bored, 

but you know what’s brilliant? There are 7 billion of them.  

On top of that, people come with these wild cards: emotions, priorities, external forces, 

social standards, other things. There are factors you didn’t know possible that come into play. 

People are simply phenomenons. 

 

-----{-}----- 

 

Ever since I was little I had a fascination with the stars. I used to stare out the car window 

at them and watch them watch us. I used to think of them to be lonely, watching us all the time 

and far outliving us. I used to think they would watch us like programs on the telly. I used to 

think that they would notice when we didn’t show up one night. I had become fascinated with the 

cosmos, and the whole idea of this ever-expanding universe filled to the brim with beautiful 

things, and wonderful miracles.  

More recently, I have begun to realize a fascination with people. Upon seeing this I 

understood that in my automaton metaphor, I had missed a critical part. I was seeing this awe, 

the beauty I found in the heavens above as an infant in the people around me. I was seeing it 

reflected into all the nooks and crannies of this Earth. I was seeing it all around me, and I loved 

that. I worked this into my metaphor like this: every person, every automaton contains a universe 

inside of them. They are oiled by the stars, their eyes are the heavens, their engines are sparked 

with Big Bang-Supernova-Extinction-Level events. All their minds contain an infinity. All their 

stomachs contain black holes for them to constantly ask for more because in this world, we do 

nothing better than ask for more when we’re done. Their wires running up and down their arms 

like veins, those wires are fueled by stardust. They are brought to life by beauty and they live 

love like law. People have all the beauty of the heavens above, the stars, the constellations in 

their entirety, the cosmos, the whole universe inside of them.  

Upon seeing this, I realized two major flaws. One, it’s a paradox. How do you contain 

what you live in? Two, I can’t expect this sort of reflection in everyone. Many of those I love 

reflect this infinity beauty, but I can’t expect them all to. That would create a problematic 

expectation level. I can’t do that. So thus comes the asymptote: my ideas of the universe and of 

humanity will continue to grow infinitely closer, but I will never allow them to touch. 
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Dancing 

By:Gia-An Trihn 

 

 

 

Finley 

By:Gia-An Trihn 
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Bullying 

By: Emily Walker 

 

The floods have stopped their violent roar, 

settling into a calming sea. 

On my way door to door, 

but none open to me.. 

A shriveled scream like a animal in a trap, 

caught my ear and harshly snapped me back. 

For a broken circle, 

stood before me cheering on the beast. 

Like wild dogs, its victim lies at his feet. 

The only color of the scene is the blood that trickled. 

 

Frozen. 

Time twisting toward this feat, 

excluded from this world, 

for was it I to slay the beast, 

or leave this scene a crimson red? 

My fist curled, 

and on I led the arm of one, 

lightly tapping on his shoulder 

but his heart grew much colder, 

and on the floor I lay. 

My eye a purple color. 

 

On that day, 

two victims lay, 

a sword through one's heart, 

the one who lost his color. 

But that sword missed me by a mile. 
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I rose to see another day, 

a day played out my way. 

out they fled, one by one, 

the flame now a hopeless glow. 

 

On that day two victims rose, 

from the broken circle. 

 

 

Dreamers? 

By: Emily Walker 

 

Where are all the dreamers? 

the ones who tried to fly. 

Now they’ve been replaced, 

with the one who won’t dare to try. 

They let their fears consume then, 

beaten into submission 

keeping their wishes  

in stone cold cages 

putting their dreams to shame. 

Lies are all they know, 

never wanting anything more 

settling for the smallest. 

 

But what if it all changed? 

and a great war was waged  

between good and wrong, 

we could forget the troubles we known for so long 

and the dreams come back 

imagination held in tact 



69 
 

when the the dreamers come around  

they wipe the judgement out of towns  

and as the years go by 

they never let their dreams die. 

 

Where are all the dreamers? 

 

Spiral of life 

By: Emily Walker 

 

Once a face of giddiness 

now one set in stone  

the unwanted face of lifelessness 

the one I've come to own  

 

people's greed consuming them 

till nothing less the beast  

lies and tricks always win 

but on kindness the sword reeps 

 

Eyes sunken with in fret 

but face young and bold 

with remembrance of regret  

and the dream of going home 
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Zephyr 

By: Era Yousef & Faith Smith 

 

"All I could hear was the metallic swish, thud, swish, thud of the knife as I sliced through 

the cucumbers. A bubbling laugh echoed from upstairs, the distant sounds of cartoon characters a 

world away. Peter. The only things on my mind were making sure I didn’t chop my fingers off 

and...work… 

 I needed someone to talk to. I needed my husband. Dimitri had been overseas for too long 

now. There was something about the occasional Skype calls and letters that weren’t the same. 

 I nearly quit. One more case and I would leave the bureau for good. After what happened 

last time...I shuddered involuntarily. Vargas promised this last case would be simple, an easy 

close, just a false claim by a mentally imbalanced woman. 

But there was nothing false about the murders, the heartbroken families, and...the victims. And 

this was all on me. I can’t just resign, it simply never crossed my mind that I would be given-- 

 Thud. 

 That did not come from my knife. 

Turning around, I nearly impaled a chest before I noticed the familiar warm eyes of Dimitri 

Romanov. “What the hell--when did you get here?” I breathed, heart racing. 

“Surprise?” he laughed nervously. 

I realized I still had the knife gripped at the ready. “Sorry, I just--”  

 “You sounded stressed--when we spoke on the phone. I thought it’d be a nice gesture.” 

 “You could have at least given me a warning,” I grumbled. 

 He giggled softly, “I think that defeats the purpose. No, I actually have a surprise though, 

besides me.” 

 I rolled my eyes, “Okay, let’s see it.” 

 He handed me a plain cardboard box. I pursed my lips, not sure what to expect. Of 

course. Another box. I gave him a look, “Is this surprise more than a millimeter or is it a box?” 

 “Nope, there’s actually a surprise, you have no idea how difficult it was to get one and 

keep it safe all the way here. But I decided you were worth it,” he muttered, wrapping his arms 

around my waist and resting his head on my shoulder as he watched he open the second box. 
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 I pursed my lips, suppressing a smile. “If you say so,” I mumbled. I opened the third box 

and my jaw dropped. “No way.” 

 “Mmhmm.” 

 “Is that…” 

 “Yup.” 

 “Dimitri…” 

 Two plump, fresh Gros Michel bananas rested on a soft bed of straw. “Are these real?” I 

whispered, reaching out and poking one with my nail. 

 “Well? Are you gonna eat one or just stare at it because these don’t come by too easily. 

Well, actually, they don’t really come by at all. I don’t even know how I found the guy. One of 

the resident nurses said a deaf man wasn’t deaf and I went to check it out and I guess no one 

really cared about his ears because he was rich. Or richer than the average Nigerian. It turned out 

that nurse was right, he just had a ridiculous amount of earwax and I just cleaned it out and he 

claimed it was a miracle and kept going on about he didn’t know how he could ever repay me. 

Well, it turned out he was rich because of his bananas, and I realized, they weren’t just bananas--

” 

 “Dimitri,” I whirled around, placing a hand over his mouth, “Breathe.” 

 “Right. That’s important,” he giggled. “Oh, there’s another surprise.” 

 “Oh, lord,” I sighed, exasperated. 

 “Okay, you have to close your eyes.” 

 I did as he said. For a few seconds, nothing happened. I didn’t feel him move, what was 

he doing? What surprise? Then I felt his lips press gently against mine. I smiled, this had to be 

the corniest thing ever. I loved him. 

 And then--“Mom?” 

 I sighed, glancing at the arched gateway that led to the dining room. 

 “Mo-om!” he called again. 

 “In the kitchen,” Dimitri answered, taking a few steps back and hastily fixing my hair. 

 “Daddy!” Peter giggled, rushing forward and throwing his tiny arms around his legs. 

Dimitri smiled, leaning down and picking him up.  

“Well hey, kiddo. You miss me?” he murmured, kissing Peter’s nose. 
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I cleared my throat, a full fledged grin threatening to break free. Oh, hell. Let it break free. I 

doubt I’ll be able to grin like this for much longer. 

 

 

Navy Yousuf 

By: Era Yousef 
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We’re All Broken Here 

By: Ilma Zamurad 

 

And walking so guilty in haphazard places 

Remembering names but forgetting their faces 

 

And kissing the ground of where their feet once were 

And following orders but never quite sure 

 

And loving someone enough to commit treason  

Then running away without any reason 

 

And we are so flawed at every turn 

Begging for mercy that we never earn 

 

And people so broken they don’t know backwards from front 

Trying to murder when their knife is blunt 

 

And being told to choose lover or fighter 

Growing up is overrated to become a writer 

 

And write down your story in pages of ink 

Forever left pondering, left to think 

 

And breathe in and breathe out the tainted air 

We’re all broken here to say you’re whole is unfair 

 

And to those who say we control our actions 

Remember we did them to reach another’s satisfactions 

 


