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Gory Glory

Mateo Ahmad ‘23
			
The bull rams into the horse and rider like a truck
			
The stallion flailing on the ground and the rider struggling to get out
from under
Both struggling to survive in different ways
The beautiful steed wheezing for breath
The man grimacing in agony
If I could save them, I would
But I am as helpless as they are
The horse, on the verge of giving up
Despair in its face
The man with liquid gold on his traje de luces
A suit of light, about to be extinguished
Because of his overconfidence
Believing he could overcome
The dark bull looming over him
Someone with a such royal costume
Yet one of the most perilous jobs in Mexico
And does it for the entertainment of others
He was put into the modern day coliseum
But the gladiator battle became an execution
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Izzy Welsh ’22
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“Happy” Birthday
Izzy Welsh ‘22

Glossy orbs reach high for the heavens above,
Strawberry milk pink, canary yellow,
and summer blue sky
invade my slitted eyes,
shielding against the glistening beams.
Dazzling confetti sprinkles the picnic table even more blinding than the sun itself.
Feeling the grassy heat
on my bare ankles,
the cooling ecstasy
as icy lemonade rolls off my tongue and trickles down my throat.
The warm breeze picks up,
swiping the chuckles and giggles away with its hands,
and galloping for the hills.
Friends, candles, cake. Bliss.
Now on our birthdays, we experience a different kind of blind from a different source. Not the sun, but the
police floodlights that invade our precious eyes and drown out the gentle glow of the candles
and the sweet chorus of voices.
that sing half-heartedly, concerned more with capturing the perfect angle and feeling the affirmation of selfworth from another instead of experiencing
the indescribable swell of happiness
that flourishes from celebrating
with those who we shroud
in the deepest vaults of our hearts.
Sure we are surviving, but life is made of little moments that easily pass us by like a missed plane because we
are engulfed in the never-ending spiral that is stored in a seven-inch piece of metal.
Down, down, down,
Like wax melting off a candle.
Yes,
humanity is surviving,
but we have stopped living.
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“Klondike”
Bronwen Roosa ’22
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The Wandering Salesman
Lana Lim ‘22

You’ve heard of the Wandering Salesman. They say he wanders the streets on moonless nights,
seen waiting by the side of empty highways with only his briefcase. They say that if you should
see the Wandering Salesman, you can only run. He will try to make a deal with you, one you
cannot resist. He does not sell his goods, he trades them, barters them for your soul. He cannot
be trusted.
You completed all the preparations, you stayed off of deserted highways, took no shortcuts,
followed the road signs and the instructions given as best you could. But to your horror, as you
speed down the road, you find it empty in both directions. The gray sedan that was in front of
your car has disappeared, and you’ve failed the first step of safety, to make sure you are never
alone. It is only you, and the desert. And then, the Wandering Salesman. You’re first glimpse of
him is on the side of the road. He wears a simple suit, some dark color that becomes black in the
night. His hat blocks his face, just like in the stories. If the stories are true, he has no face. You
speed down the highway and past him, but he is there ahead of you and you pass him by again.
And again.
Panic begins to fill you a fast, breathy panic, knowing there is no escape, you’ve heard all the
stories, and at this point it’s too late. He is now standing in the middle of the road. You can see his
suitcase, a little splotch of grayish-brown in the distance by his side. Your grandmother told you
that it contains what you desire most, and that, he will sell to you. Your barber told you it contains the souls he collects. A friend believes it is full of wasps...
“A whole swarm of wasps. But they’re not scary. They’re the good sort of wasps”
You begin to wonder what the “good sort of wasp” is. He seems to be getting closer, and though
you try to slow it down, your car is approaching him faster. He does not move. He simply stands
with his briefcase full of wasps. He has no shadow.
“I might run him over” You muse.”But my insurance can’t cover that.” You have terrible insurance. He is getting even closer. You notice his tie. It’s patterned with what looks like white polka
dots. Not very professional.
As you near, you realize they are not polka dots. They are full moons, no, they are eyes. There are
eyes patterned on his tie. You are getting too close.
You slam your foot against the break again, and this time, the car stops, sending your forward.
You’re a few feet away from the wandering salesman. He still does not move. His hat has a crimson band wrapping it, and a thin owl feather trapped beneath. You still cannot see his face.
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And then he takes a step towards you, towards the car, and moves straight through it. He is
standing where the engine should be.
He takes another step. For a few seconds, your body is frozen, shaking. You want to move,
to run, to do something, but you can’t. And then it kicks into overdrive, into full panic. Your
limbs flail uselessly around you, fumbling against the car door to open it, to free yourself, but
it is useless. The handles have disappeared. When you turn back, you realize that he has taken
another step closer. There really is no escape.
You remember what they have told you. Do not accept his deal, no matter how alluring. Few
have escaped from him.
He is getting closer. You still cannot see his face, but you imagine the horror of its emptiness, a
sheet of skin void of expression.
When he takes another step forward, you realize no face would have been better. But it seems
they were wrong. He had no nose, no eyebrows, no ears. Only eyes.
They are differing, yet all the same. The eyes cover every part of his face like a disease, every
spot where his nose or ears should’ve been are just eyes. They do not blink. They have no
irises, only dark, slitted pupils. They are reptilian, or perhaps feline. It’s hard to tell. You were
never really an animal person anyways. He does have a mouth, and it is thin and lipless.
He is now a foot away from you. His mouth opens and you expect teeth, thin needles like a
piranha or huge jagged ones like a sharks, or maybe fangs. But there is nothing. Not teeth, no
tongue. Just darkness. He begins to form syllables.
What is he saying? What is this creature trying to tell you?
The whole desert seems to fill with eyes, his eyes. You hear the message not from him, but in
the wind, shifting of sand, the owls hooting from unseen perches, as if the desert is whispering to you, relaying his cursed words.
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Natalia Johnson ’23
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A Green Court
Aariz Irfan ‘23

Tensions rise
My body stiffens;
Yet my hands stay relaxed.
Emotions on the edge
My mind focuses within
Concentration.
A display of tranquility
A belief in my ability
The weight on my breath
My lungs reach for oxygen
Exhaustion knocks on the door
I can’t resist anymore
Absorbed by the court,
My sweat drips thick
Slipping off my tough skin
The racket clasped in my hand
A perfect fit.
Gripped with intent
I grasp the ball
Forever deteriorating
A short life.
Puzzled for its pain
A sport filled with joy
But the joy–I can’t recall
I stand ready and cry
“Love all.”
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Perspective

Mateen Sharifi ‘22
My eyes
don’t work as others do.
Where you see a lush tree
I see a tall bush.
You see leaves
I see blurry circles.
I do not see a horizon,
more of a blend of colors.
Where the light blue of the sky
meets the dark indigo of the water,
where vibrant greens of grass
meets cold grays of concrete
I see a painter’s palette,
colors being mixed together,
no
distinct
line.
Although what I see may be different from the
average eye,
that same eye cannot see what I can see.
I see things from a different perspective,
from a different
reality.
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Bronwen Roosa ’22
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Cat Fishing

Bronwen Roosa ‘22
Slam. The car door closed behind me as I walked briskly up the ramp. As I strode towards those familiar glass doors, I heard Dani’s voice in my head. “You’re late yet again. The only reason why you
are still here is that you took that other late-night shift.”
Before I knew it, my hand reached for the skinny green handle. I was screwed. Usually, I could
think up an okay excuse by the time I reached the door every day.
I opened the door and prepared myself for Dani’s typical inquiries: Where have you been? Why are
you always late? Why didn’t you wipe down the tables last night? Where are those shakers you were
supposed to clean?
I barely talked to Dani, she mostly just talked at me. I don’t think we’ve ever had a full conversation
about anything except work, and being a Starbucks barista wasn’t very interesting.
I usually manned the register. Taking peoples’ money, counting out change, and handing back
baked goods or paper cups filled with a poison called caffeine wasn’t exactly a riveting job. It’s not
like Dani helped make anything about the job very compelling, she never engaged in small talk
with me. I always saw her standing in the corner behind the counter, scratching herself or grooming her head of short hair and watching everyone. She occasionally left her solitary post and sulked
around the customers.
But whenever she actually spoke to me, I never met her gaze. Maybe it was because she reprimanded me all the time or because she always wore cat-eye eyeliner that just deepened her already piercing green eyes. They always seemed to be analyzing me.
But today, Dani, instead of standing by the counter with arms crossed, charged towards me and out
the door I still hadn’t walked through. I jolted back, a flustered Dani pulled me out to under the
green awning and sat me down in one of the mesh metal chairs on the patio.
I tapped my fingers anxiously on my leg and I braced myself. I could hear two words echoing
through my mind: You’re fired.
I had barely sat down, let alone got my wits together when she just started talking. “I just broke up
my boyfriend, I’m not quite sure why, but I did. I can’t believe I did that. I didn’t even mean to, the
words just came out. And I loved him, I really did. You know, we dated for the past two years?
“Aw, he sounded like a sweet guy,” I said awkwardly, in an attempt to sound genuinely sympathetic.
“He was my Fish,” she smiled to herself.
“You see... His name was Stan Fisher, but that just seemed too ordinary for such an extraordinary
guy. Ironically, fish was his favorite food, we always had cans of tuna in our pantry. Although he
never cleaned up after himself after eating. That always bugged me.”
“But I’m sure that was such a small cost for such a great guy, right?”
“Yeah… I guess.”
She smiled at the memories of him and laughed to herself occasionally and then stared silently at
her hands, and I was taken by surprise when she stopped talking. I sat there still quietly processing,
and she looked up at me expectantly with teary eyes.
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Okay. So your once stereotypical, annoying boss basically just spilled her entire love life to you.
Ugh, sorry about your failing relationships, but you are my boss. There are unspoken boundaries
and I need to continue making minimum wage.
I spoke slowly, cautiously, I kept the fact my job was on the still on the line in mind and I said, “I’m
sure you did the right thing by ending it. Sometimes you have to put your own needs before a relationship or in this case your boyfriend. What exactly happened before you broke it off?”
She seemed to question my previous statement, but brushed it off with a couple quick blinks, “I
don’t really remember what happened. I think I had just walked through the front door of our
apartment, and I smelled something strange. I think it was disinfectant and the faint hint of something else.”
“So he cleaned up your apartment? That’s so sweet that he’d do that for you.”
She ignored my comment and continued, “It was dead silent and I walked into our now tidy
living room to see him sitting in our large armchair. He was stroking a furry lump, which as I came
closer, was purring softly. The only signs of uncleanliness were the many empty cans of tuna at his
feet. And the last thing I remember, was him looking up at me and smiling.”
“Wait, so when did you guys actually break up?” I blurted abruptly, forgetting what a sensitive topic
it was.
Immediately after I asked, I realized what I had done. She stopped staring at her hands, glanced at
me with those piercing, narrowed eyes and burst into tears. Her mascara ran down her face and cateye eyeliner had smeared across her cheeks. She buried her face into her hands, I was fascinated by
their peculiarities: short stubby fingers, small nail beds, and long gleaming nails. I couldn’t help it, I
stared at her shiny red polish and was taken aback by the sheer length of the nails themselves.
Oh my god. How can a working woman such as Dani manage to have literal claws? And how had I
never noticed them before?
She composed herself and looked me dead in the eye and said, “What are you talking about? I never
said we broke up. Or if I did, I meant to say I broke him up. To be honest, I don’t remember my
actions, but I woke up to find his body, covered in deep claw marks, laying on the ground.”
The next day I never walked up that ramp, and the next, and the next… I quit, which I guess
was better than being fired.
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Interference
Josie Jennings ‘22
Have you ever heard
The chirp of a baby robin
On a clear spring morning
As the sun streams into her nest
And wakes her into a new life?
Smelled
The clean world
After a perfectly rainy day
As the water pours down
Bringing life and hope to Earth?
They say I don’t pay attention
That the world distracts me
But what a wonderful thing
To be distracted by!
Tasted snowflakes
That kiss your cheeks and nose
Stinging the world with cold
Before giving birth
To a new forest?
When I experience life
I let it take me in directions
That I never thought possible
Let it consume me
Until
The only piece left
Is my full heart.
Some call life a distraction
A mere diversion
From success
Wealth
Fame.
But what about the happiness
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You experience
When you see
A rose
Opening its petals for the first time
To embrace the sun?
The wonder
You feel
When your head rests on your pillow
And you close your eyes
Soon to open them to a world
Far beyond what society has deemed possible?
Forests breath
The wind laughs
And the foal takes its first steps
Towards life.
Sometimes
When we are distracted
We are able to experience life
More richly than we could if
We were focused.
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Grace Ma ’22
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the third wheel
Joie Zhang ‘22

We were then best friends.
Inseparable.
Interdependent.
Then
he appeared in her life
Instant infatuation
Interlocking fingers
Weekends binging movies
Afternoons loitering at the mall
Mornings mischievously crafting plans
what used to be our thing
but
now
she’s doing them with him
I’m the third wheel
trailing behind
those traitors.
Reeling from the pain
that they didn’t want to see.
I severed that parasitic relationship.
Better to suffer through this temporary agony
than to be tortured by her neglect for eternity.
She can’t define me.
She won’t define me.
I define me, and
I
can be
whoever
the heck
I want to be.
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A Mermaid’s Tale
Sarah Mittleman ‘22

Imagine;
Spring from mossy rocks,
Burst bubbles of salt.
What more could one desire
Than a glittering tail
To swim with?
Ungrateful as she is,
Ariel disagrees
Begs to feel the frigid air
In the wintertime
Or the eager star
Glinting sharp heat
Every second solstice
On the shore,
Mind numbing ink
Dyes sun stained floors,
The droppingsof wiry cloud
Incomparable
To whipping waves of blue crystal
Affectionate as she is,
Ariel disagrees
Begs to feel a tender embrace
Unlike the envelope of water;
A lover’s touch
Naivete stings the sea,
A coarse fire burns against soul
Watch her
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Pray to a witch who cannot forgive
To disintegrate a world she will never forget
Scales turn to flesh
Limbs split and cleft
For what?
Another bundle of bones
Charred by light
Dampened by the weight of life
To hug?
Was the agony worth it?
Only to crumple to the ground
Tear-stricken and trembling
And watch him run away?
No voice to cry,
“Wait for me!”
No gills
To breathe in azure ripples
And float away?
Instead cursed to heave
water from lips,
Legs limp and weak?
No.
It is not.
A sea’s temptress lures him
To lairs of putrid desire
A thieving witch spouting a stolen voice.
Sunlight quilts white grains
In unending heat,
Torturing freshly birthed legs.
Lips cracked,
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Heart torn,
Lost in the clutches of unrequited love
For a man broken by sweetened spells,
She stands
On stabbing feet
And splinters into seafoam.
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Izzy Welsh ’22
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God’s Decision
Ellie Koo ‘24

Who made the world?
What do you choose to believe?
I imagine
God
Reaching down to cradle the first
Bit of luminous light in the universe
Molding it into the Earth
Stirring up the oceans
Like batter with a wooden spoon
Raising mountains
To its very pointed top
And compressing land with the palm of his hand To create valleys
Then with taps of his finger
Out come mammals, reptiles, insectsThe first life
And then after evolution
Humans
And now he gawks at this world
So contrasting from that he had created Pollution, global warming, death
Pondering
Were humans for the better or the worse? Now it is his decision
To decide what to do with us
Because mother earth doesn’t need us And he really doesn’t either.
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“Why Did the Chicken Cross the Road?”
Hannah Yanover ’22

23

Hawaiian Monk Seal

Lucas Cohen-d’Arbeloff ‘23
Beached on the shore of a Kauai hotel
he slumps in an inability
to move, mate, eat or drink
Startling unexpecting guests
He reflects on aquatic life
All behind him
here and now
Utterly “cute” to onlookers
Prior to becoming a tourist attraction
he had an established routine
of chowing down
on squid or eel
Standing his ground
on the saltwater battlefield
One of the last of his kind
Comrades died away
He seems a forgotten jewel
left behind
Occasionally gawked at
or inducing of woeful faces
If I were such a crowd-pleaser
similar to him
I would mourn the loss
of companions I love, memories I recall
values I hold close, my freedom
The life I know to be mine
What would my existence entail
if those I cherish were gone?
Looking out
The beauty of his islands
a sedative
for his patient eyes
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The
Playground
Jade Harris ‘24

Twenty
years since I’ve last seen it
I
return to my favorite
Childhood
playground
Its
stairs and slides
Stained
with the past
Etched
and scratched
By
the pins that we used
To
engrave our names o
Onto
the slide
That
rotting stench
Seems
to adhere itself
To
the lonely unbalanced bench
The
countless cigarettes
Littering
the ground with ashes
The
broken alcohol bottles
Give
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the floor a nice sprinkle
Of
broken glass
Tears
launch down my cheeks
As
a man walks by
He
asks with his ratched voice
She’s
beautiful isn’t she?
I
nod as I wrap my hand
Around
my wet face
It
hasn’t changed one bit.
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“3, 2, 1”
Hannah Yanover ’22
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Dear Lonely Will o Wisp
Elise Chen ‘22

					Dear Lonely
Will o Wisp
Lost on the woods
Wandering alone
I hope you find your way
		
Through the dark woods
			
May your bright soul
				Your burning flame
					Blaze a trail
				For you
			To follow
		
Always in search
Of lost souls
		To befriend
			And betray
		
To make them
				Stray
					Farther
							And Farther
											Away
								From the city
						From the truth
				An illusion
					To keep them
						By
							Your side
								A leash
									To make sure
								They stay loyal
							 To you
						But why is it
					That you restrain
				Yourself
					To this forest?
						Why not abandon
							This place
								Your prison
							For freedom?
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				Maybe
It’s 		

								Because

You’re
					
								

Lost
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“Bright Baby”
Hannah Yanover ’22

30

Hope
A Flash Fiction Story
Leo Craig ‘24

Paradise, Missouri, was your average American town. It had your average bank, your average
post office, your average grocery store, your average hardware store, and your average town square.
In the middle of that average town square, a flag lay, situated on top of a flagpole, waving above
the entire town. It was once said that, from the top of the flagpole, one could see into heaven and
beyond. That is what drove people to Paradise, because it seemingly radiated a optimistic, leave-allyour-worries-behind kind of feeling. That was the only thing special about Paradise, the only thing
that separated it from all the other surrounding towns.
She, an average Paradise citizen, was having an average day. She worked at the post office,
had breakfast at the grocery store, clerked at the bank when Her savings were low, and went to bed
in a small farmhouse miles away, in the countryside. A large part of Her day revolved around the
town square, as normally She was looking up at the flag at the moment the sun disappeared over
the horizon. This was one of Her many customs, as at the moment the sun began to set, She would
ask for a bathroom break and then head outside. She loved that fulfilling feeling looking up at the
flagpole gave Her, the pink light reflecting off the cleanly-scrubbed metal of the flagpole in all
directions.
Her day started regularly, driving into town and gazing at the flagpole for several seconds
before, usually, the honk of the car behind Her prompted Her to press the pedal again. During Her
working hours, She normally, quietly, sang a little tune to Herself, one that Her mother had instilled in Her brain when She was little. Those brought back cherished memories of Her childhood,
a time when She was able to leave behind Her worries and simply have fun. Now, it seemed like,
She couldn’t get any of that, faced with the day-to-day struggle of living life. She battled Thoughts,
Thoughts that She couldn’t get out of Her head. Thoughts that told Her that She was falling into
oblivion. She was losing Her mind.
On a very special day in Paradise, Missouri, the wind blew, the telegraph lines buzzed, and a
fearsome tornado approached. It knocked out the generating station, robbing the small town of its
light and its only source of hope. A harsh darkness fell over the town. When it seemed like
morning, people, like Her, went to work. When it seemed like the day was done, they, including
Her, would head home and fall into a deep, dreamless sleep. Nobody could tell. But, one day, She
was fed up. She climbed on top of the flagpole, and burst into a loud cry of angst, anger, and the lust
for redemption. Her body glowed with the yellow radiance of Hope. And that was the end of the
beginning.
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Alexa Druyanoff ’22
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Forest 		

Thomas Baker ‘22

				

Back behind my house,
Covered with leaves,
There was a clearing
Remaining unseen,
Only to me and my friends
As we adventured through,
Did we find a little grove
And our childhood too,
Where the filtered sky
Always shone blue,
And green grass
All around us grew,
Surrounded by old oaks
It was protected around,
From the outside world
Which would look down,
On some children;
Running, chasing, dreaming,
hoping to find gold
At the end of a rainbow,
But as we walked back
We were never defeated,
Because we had a secret
It was all that we needed.
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“Dylan”
Alexa Druyanoff ’22

34

The Jewel of Indochina
Rohan Mehta ‘23

Cambodia
Not well known
Known only for its surface
Culture as rich as a chocolate cake.
But you have to dig
Deeper.
Deeper as you hear the scooters honk
The vendors yelling
The babies crying
Because they haven’t eaten in three days.
Dig deeper
Into the mountains of trash
That are really where people sleep.
The smell like recovery,
Horrid and hard to bear
Dig deeper.
Hope
That help is coming
That help will get rid of everything bad happening
Hope
That’s all we have left.
Hope for rebuilding such a culture like this
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Izzy Welsh ’22
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A Parrot

Leo Saperstein ‘23
I think I must have lived another life.
A life in which I played the role not of a boy,
But of a curious parrot.
A parrot that flies away,
Is captured and its wings clipped.
It is caged.
And it cannot fly anymore.
I look at myself with high regard.
I know my capability, I know
My limits, I know my effort,
And I know what it will get me.
I could try harder,
Chat less, focus more. I could
But what’s the fun in that.
A parrot that’s vibrant in color,
Wings a damp red,
Like a freshly dipped paint brush.
Beak aggressively yellow,
Like a single light bulb in an otherwise dark room.
Vibrant in personality.
A parrot that does not as he is asked
But as he finds most amusing to himself.
A parrot that draws attention.
One unfamiliar to quiet.
Yet craves it.
Wings clipped, legs short,
It has little place to go.
Rocking on it’s insignificant plastic tube
Roped to the roof of a cage that
Remains it’s whole existence.
A parrot who is excellent
But unexpended in every manor.
He is clever enough to claw loose the clutches of his cage.
He could unhinge the lock and free himself to potential.
But then again,
How much effort would that take.
He captures himself and he clips his own wings.

37

“Izzy”
Hannah Yanover ’22

38

Obsessive Compulsive Special Lens
Julian Andreone ‘22

Obsessive
Compulsive
my special lense
all imperfections must be perfected
my outlook affected
but now my organization
will contribute to my elevation
to the top
don’t skip a beat
make sure you tap your feet
untie your cleats
tie them again
jump up touch the top of the door
count to four
close
open
close
open
close
the drawer
Obsessive
Compulsive
my special lense
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“Sunshine”
40 Kimberly Tan’ 22

i am hello

Rhea Madhogarhia ‘22
acquaintance, stranger, friend
Whatever we could have become.
A warm, well meaning nod or smile,
Accompanied with my brevity of speech,
Just enough to mean,
Hello.
You accepted my notions and took them
How you wanted. You thought thoughts
Of kindness and welcome, but something,
Wasn’t good enough for you.
Your mind may not race like mine does,
The fear of who we may be to each other,
Or not. Would you be subject to my friendly
Admiration, or just another face who’s forgotten
Mine. Never knowing what it’ll be
I take chances.
A deep rippling kick to the back of my mind
Says, I won’t suffice,
Says that you think I’m odd or unappealing,
Or uninteresting, but i’m still puzzled,
Why?
From a kind wave and a word spoken,
How do you see me? What did I do to you
That turned you away? How can you let me
Put myself at fault, and why do i question
Who I am because of you?
Why am I not good enough for you?
Chances must be taken, it’s how
I’m connected to my people today,
But you discourage me, you make
Me question myself, and if you are my
Lucky chance that asks my name in
Return, the odds may have raised.
But the kick will never cease to exist.
A dent has been made and no warmth
Can repair it.
Always thinking about the past
Dwelling on what never was,
Seeing you time and time again,
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But only glancing- this time not a word.
Because this time is different,
Chances are low, because now I know
Hello would never be good enough for you.
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Alexa Druyanoff ’ 22
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The Vulture

Czeslaw Lincir ‘23
Scavengers
Picking apart a crimson carcass
In a barren grassland.
Underappreciated,
Perhaps because of their profession
A scrounging bird.
Perhaps it is their head,
Ugly and devoid of feathers,
Lacking the beauty of an eagle’s.
Maybe it is disguised fear,
That one day,
The Vulture may come for you as well.
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Hannah Yanover ’ 22
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The Witch’s Redemption
Frances Ross ‘22

A dark, empty house creaks with the footsteps
Of long forgotten ghosts, condemned to wander
Through luscious gardens,
Untouched, rampant, beautiful.
But one among them,
Although pale from fear and nearly translucent
Under the shining moon,
Has blood coursing through his veins,
Hot and furious,
As pulsing and dizzying as the life
Ebbing from his wife and unborn child.
The man’s eyes shine, reflecting the light
From the flashing luminescence of the fireflies
Drifting over earthen vegetables,
Patches of lettuce
Yanked from the ground to perfume the air,
Now tangible with fear.
And from the dark, boarded up window,
A hooded figure watches,
Her vermilion eyes glowing with spells of unspoken anger,
Invisible hands reaching out, seizing the man’s heart,
Her vice-like grip finding what he loved most in the world,
And finally, owning the heart of his unborn child,
Leaving his to wither in tacit anguish.
Years pass, and sunsets blur together with streaks of gold
As glorious as the tresses that escape the tower window,
Falling through the air, heavy with a sweet melodic voice,
All the way to the ground, brushing the tips of the flowers.
The hooded witch is here, but the claws that grip her heart
Have loosened,
Growing soft perhaps from years of solitude
Or from the sight of the pale face that appears
High, high, up,
Smiling at the only mother the poor girl has ever known.
But, after all, a witch is a witch,

46

And though her heart can never match
The passionate love that bore this beautiful child,
A bit of vermilion from her stone-cut eyes
Bleeds into her heart, a soft and flaming spot
That ignites, but is stamped out by the cold claws
That clamp around the flame to suffocate it
Once again.
Seasons pass, and aching neglect grows
In spiderwebs on the windowsill.
Youthful lips that have forgotten how to smile
Have found the soft touches of another,
And a new flame ignites, as desperate
As the ghosts in the garden once were.
And now something is wrong to the witch that returns,
Unaccompanied birdsong drawing the keys to her hand,
Clattering in the hidden stairwell.
And when the rooms call back the echoes of a lonely girl,
And the drawn curtains and dust-filmed windows
Speak for themselves,
The flame erupts from deep within her heart.
This time, even her clenched fists aren’t enough to stamp it out,
And her vermilion eyes are fading
As she begins to feel what that man must have felt
As he fought to hold on to those he loved,
And she realizes that maybe a twinge of jealousy,
A longing for that intensity,
Had brought her her Rapunzel.
Unfamiliarly warm tears cascading down her cheeks,
Her heart leeches all the crimson from her shining eyes
In a new emotion, softer but as fierce as her anger.
For the witch, with eyes now as clear blue as a gentle stream,
Had learned to love.
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Looking Down
Lily Lee ‘23

Looking at his reflection
Yet he is not there
Someone else
Swimming towards him
Can’t find himself
Look harder
Reflecting on his reflection
Look harder
His conscience in the water
Now look deeper
Deeper in the water
And deeper in his soul
If he dives in
He chooses the path of innocence
If he walks away
He leaves the other man, the other him behind
Wearing pure white
Representing his youth
When he had innocence
And no cares
The reflection of the sun
on the floor of the pool
Light shining up from the bottom
Looking up at him
Wondering if he will join the light...
Join the reflection
Or just walk away to take his shadow’s place
Looking down at himself
But no
That is not him
Not anymore
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An Enlightenment
Izzy Welsh ‘22

Ruby glossed lips hug the slick skin
of the forbidden fruit.
Curiosity pulls her finger
like a magnet too close to the needle and
prick.
Raindrops of blood trickle down her hand:
both succumbing,
forever in their engulfing slumbers.
Such tales spiral on endless loops in our jaded brains,
grasping them when craving a taste
of the sweetness of hope
that’s enticing as syrupy honey.
Yet, why does no one stick in their shovels
and dig
beyond the polished surface?
If only they knew,
their eyes would open,
their deafness cured,
realizing the true meaning
of these lies
people adoringly call fairy tales.
Me, however,
I can see.
I see the horrors at the cores
of these censored narratives.
Teeth sinking into flesh
like a crisp blade
through hot, taut skin
wrapped around an ankle
shoved into a crystal heel.
Golden grain hair whips the air:
pure no more.
Lips lock,
Ever afters resume.
Nothing changes.
The mouse wins
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Nightmares

Adrienne Usher ‘22
My brother reached out to turn the volume down. I faced him and pouted.
“Naaaate! The radio never plays a song I like! I wanna play it louder!” I whined. Nathan’s
hands tightened on the steering wheel and he released a sigh.
“Mom just started to let me drive you to school, and I really don’t want to fu-, I mean mess
anything up. So I really need to concentrate, alright Anna?” he replied as patiently as ever. I pushed
out my bottom lip and crossed my arms over my chest. Nathan lasted about three minutes before he
cracked.
“Oh, come on Anna. I know I seem like a cranky adult, but I really need to concentrate so
nothing bad happens!” he tore his green eyes off the rode to glance at me apologetically. I didn’t
listen. I never did.
For a while we lapsed into silence, but I formulated a plan in my head. Little by little, I reached my
hand up towards the volume knob. I glanced at Nate for a split second to see his eyes trained on
the road before I twisted it as hard as I could out of spite. Deafening guitar and drums filled the car
within an instant. Nathan cursed and fumbled for the volume. He turned to me, his green eyes wide
with anger.
“God Dammit Anna! I asked you to not do one little thing, but you did it anyways! Sometimes you
can be the most spoiled kid I’ve ever met.” My lip quivered and tears rolled down my cheeks, and
I curled up into a little ball on the passenger seat. I heard a sigh and felt Nathans big hand on my
head. I slapped it away and shifted as far from him as I could.
“You know I hate yelling at you,” he said softly. I peeked to find him gazing guiltily down at me. “It’s
just that my responsibility is to protect y-” Nathan never got to finish that sentence. His side of the
car was suddenly engulfed in shadow as it caved in with an ear-splitting screech. Glass and metal
flew everywhere, and I tucked myself back into a ball. The whole car tilted and flipped over and the
last thing I saw was Nathan’s soulless eyes still locked with mine, the only recognizable part of his
mangled face. There was a continuous ringing in my ears and my vision went from blood red to
black.
I bolted upright and gasped, my head cold and sodden with sweat. My gaze flitted across
the room as I tried to gain my bearings. Eventually, the beaten up wooden desk to my left and light
green nightstand adjacent to the bed I was perched on revealed themselves as part of my room. My
breathing slowed and my clenched hands began to unfurl, only to shake erratically. With a strangled cry, I dropped my head forward and my shoulders shook uncontrollably as anguished sobs
racked my body.
“Nathan…” I whispered when my body finally tired itself out.
“I’m so sorry, Nathan…..”
___________________________________________
“Are the nightmares not getting any better?” I glanced up at my mom and shook my
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head. She sighed and leaned against the island in the middle of the kitchen, the edges of her mouth
turned downward in pity. Like always, she looked right past my left shoulder and only glanced at
my left eye from time to time to signify that she was listening to me. She told me it’s because she
couldn’t bear to think of all the pain I must have gone through in the crash. But then again, the
accident was ten years ago. I knew that deep down inside, she really just couldn’t accept that I
killed her only other child. Unlike getting used to a scar, that isn’t something that fades with time. I
looked up at her. She turned her head away.
“I’m not hungry anymore,” I said softly. I moved towards the sink. She opened her mouth
as if to say something, but I walked quickly to my room to get ready before it could get any more
awkward.
Usually, I don’t like to look at myself in the mirror. My scar is like a big ‘FUCK YOU’ sent
by God, so that every time I look in the mirror I have to think about what I did. As a kid, it was
mostly because the thought of not being able to recognize myself scared the shit out of me. I mean,
it would scare anyone. My first memory after the surgery is almost laughable. I was in the car on
the way back from two weeks in the hospital. I remember not being able to look out of my right eye
because of a wad of gauze, and half my face feeling like it was stretched too tightly across my skull.
Almost like a really big band-aid.
“Remember, don’t take the eyepatch off until tomorrow, okay sweetheart?” my mom had said
when she glanced through the rearview mirror. She was able to look at me back then because of all
the bandages. I nodded, but knew fully well that I’d end up taking it off the minute we got home.
I had hopped out of the car, and waddled through the door and up to my room because I was still
weak. I remember just sitting on the bed facing the wall, and thinking. Even though I was only six, I
think I knew that deep down I wouldn’t look, or even be the same. I didn’t know if I wanted to look
at the new me, to know the new me. But of course, my curiosity won out over everything else.
I remember the cold wooden floors as my feet padded over to the bathroom. The muffled
rolling of the gears as I gently slid open the slider door and slipped in so that my parents couldn’t
hear me. I turned around and away from the mirror, like any child would if they didn’t want to see
a monster. My tiny hands had reached behind my head and fumbled with the strap of bandage that
was keeping me from seeing what I had become. Eventually, it loosened in my grasp and fell to the
floor. I had scrunched my face up and hissed when I felt the rows upon rows of stitches pull. Then
with a tiny huff of breath, I had turned around and raised my face to the mirror. But then here’s the
funny part. I don’t remember what my reaction was. I remember waking up a bit later on the floor
to see my mom’s worried face. She was sobbing, and I panicked and burst into tears. My father had
picked me up in his arms to take me out of the bathroom. When he turned around, I happened
to catch my reflection in the mirror. Half of my face was covered in blue stitches. The side of my
mouth was pulled up to bare my teeth and attached somewhere where I’m sure my cheek should’ve
been. While both my eyes used to be a bright green color like Nathan’s and my mom’s, my right
eye was now a pale blue, and I couldn’t see out of it. I continued to stare at where my reflection was
even after I was taken away and put to bed.
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______________________________________
“Where’s Ava? First period started 20 minutes ago,” I heard a girl whisper.
“You didn’t hear? She died in her sleep. Must’ve been one hell of a nightmare.” replied
another.
“I guess she was a lucid dreamer. Those people must have it rough. I’m just sad that I have no
one to copy the homework from!”
“Katy, that’s mean!”
“I know, but I really need something to boost my grade!”
I glanced up at the whispering girls quickly before I dropped my head again and gripped my
skirt underneath my desk. That could have been me.
I have read many books about worlds where people are not affected by their dreams. Albeit a
nightmare or a dream that pulls one into a euphoric state, one can just...wake up and go about their
lives with no consequences. How great it would be to live in a world like that. In mine, everyone
is affected by their dreams. I’ve known people who have changed overnight because of a dream
they’ve had. People who went from shy-stay-in-the-corner types to nationally ranked debaters.
Athletes who went from average, to setting world records, all because of a mere dream. But with
anything inherently good, there is also a dark side. Everyone has heard the whispers about the
people so traumatized by their dreams that they change in ways many don’t want to acknowledge.
There are even extreme cases of people dying from nightmares so horrid, that they go into a state of
shock.
Everyone is put into one of two categories: those who are lucid dreamers, and those who are
not. People who are not lucid dreamers can’t remember most of their dreams; otherwise, they only
remember strong emotions. Lucid dreamers on the other hand, can remember every little detail of
their dreams or nightmares. You can only hope that you have dreams.
I’m a lucid dreamer, and every night I have to relive killing my brother over, and over, and
over again. I gripped my skirt even tighter.
Any day now, I could be in the same state as people like Ava: dead.
______________________________________________________
“NATHAN WATCH OUT!” I screamed as I saw the bus head full speed toward us. He didn’t
listen. He continued to apologize when he didn’t do anything wrong. I squeezed my eyes shut and
clenched my teeth in agony. I tried to grab his arm, but I couldn’t. I never can.
“It’s just that my responsibility is to protect y-” His bright, intelligent eyes were the last thing
I saw before everything came crashing down like countless times before. But this time, I was sure I
saw betrayal flash across his eyes.
I woke up sobbing harder than ever before.
_______________________________________________
I picked at my spaghetti. My parents gave up on conversation a long time ago. My cat
jumped onto the seat to the right of me. I didn’t look at it. I couldn’t bear to. That chair belonged
to my brother. I looked behind me and down the hallway. I could almost see my brother stumble
out of the room across from mine, a vacant look in his eyes as he feverishly looked over his notes
from school while he simultaneously shuffled to the table. If I closed my eyes, I became six again. I
smiled at Nate. He looked up and his eyes cleared, a faint smile spreading over his face. He picked
me up and spun me around even though I was in the middle of eating my spaghetti and my parents
laughed and I squealedI opened my eyes. I looked back at his door. I waited. He never came out. He hasn’t come out
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in a while, but I still hoped. I looked back down to see that I had the fork fisted in my hand and had
subconsciously flung some of the strands of spaghetti onto the table. I looked at the smatter of marinara sauce. It looked a lot like Nathan’s arm after it was ripped up from the glass shards.
“I’m no longer hungry,” I mumbled and put my plate in the sink. I didn’t wait for an answer,
because I never get one. As I turned around and headed to my room, I heard a fork clatter to the
ground. I glanced behind me and widened my one good eye as I saw my mom. She was shaking,
and her face was bright red. There were tears streaming down her face, and her bottom lip was
trembling as she looked at the table. But then she lifted her head and looked directly at me. She
hadn’t looked me straight in the face for a while.
“It wasn’t your fault,” my mom managed to get out through her clenched teeth. My dad
leaned over and tried to comfort her, but she brushed him off. With her hands still shaking, she got
up from the table and walked towards me. Out of habit, I took a couple steps back because it’s been
a while since anyone had been this close to me andShe put her warm hand on my cheek. My bad one.
“It was never your fault, Anna,” she whispered. There was a heartbeat of silence, and then we
were both crying, and I was in her arms for the first time in too long.
“You were so young...it hurt me to see you blame yourself.” I suddenly felt so weak and
vulnerable, like something had been building up in me for a while. We sunk to the ground and
sobbed in each other’s arms.
“I-I-If I hadn’t dis-s-stracted him he would st-t-till be alive,” I choked out. I reached a hand
up and slapped myself in the head. Stupid, stupid, stupid child.
My dad’s warm hands gently engulfed mine before I could harm myself anymore, and he
wrapped himself around us.
“You can’t keep blaming yourself, Annabelle. You were so young and so sweet. We all know
that you were and are not capable of harming a single living organism on this planet.” He
murmured softly over the sobs that were still crawling their way out of my body.
“You need to know that we love you. And now you need to love yourself.” he said against
the top of my head. Slowly, my sobs died out, and I was left a shaking mess. We stayed there, in our
own little bubble, for what seemed like an eternity.
____________________________________________________
That night, I didn’t dream about the car crash. I dreamt about seeing my face for the first
time.
I had just dropped the bandage to the ground, and my little lungs took in a big gulp of air
before I mustered enough courage to turn around. I peered into the mirror. I waited for the fear and
repulsion to hit...but it never did. My chubby hand raised to touch my cheek. My fingertips gently
traced the outline of the stitches. They were kinda rough. I cocked my head to the side and studied
my upturned mouth. I giggled. It looked like I was always smiling. The only time I frowned was
when I trained my good eye on my bad one, just then realizing that it wasn’t the bandage that was
keeping me from seeing out of it. But almost immediately, the pout disappeared to be replaced with
a look of awe. I’d always wanted to have two different colored eyes. It reminded me of those really
cute puppies that have like one blue eye and one green, just like me! In that moment, I didn’t hate
what I looked like. I kinda...liked it. I was different, but a good different. I smiled so widely, that
I felt a few of my stitches tear, and blood started to drip down my face. I’d never been good with
blood, so with a bit of a groan, I fainted. And then everything after that came rushing back, the
crying and the depression and what had been my life since then.
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That was the first time I woke up without crying. I just sat up and went about with my morning
routine. I picked up my backpack from next to my desk and turned to walk to the kitchen, but I
stopped. Almost by their own accord, my arm dropped the bag, and my legs carried me over to the
bathroom. When my fingers grasped the edge of the squeaky slider door, I was catapulted back into
my dream. I was hit by a sense of fear and uncertainty as I moved towards the mirror. With shaking
hands, I grabbed the counter and my head lifted itself, almost in anticipation. My eyes wouldn’t stay
shut, and so I stared directly into the mirror for the first time in 9 years.
I don’t know how to explain how I felt in that moment. I lifted my hand to touch my cheek, and
I could almost feel the roughness of the stitches even though they were removed a long time ago.
Since I spent so much of my life avoiding my reflection as much as possible, I failed to notice all the
little things about my scar. I missed how the scar tissue gently pulled up the side of my lip not in a
grimace, but like a constant smile like I had seen it as so long ago. How it wound up my cheek like
one of those vines that creep up the sides of handsome houses. For such a long time, I despised my
blue eye. I thought that it made me look like the sick creature I believed myself to be. But then I was
hit by how Nathan would’ve liked my eye. He probably would’ve said something along the lines of:
“Now you look just as special as you are.”
I looked back into the mirror and realized that the unscarred half of my mouth was tilted upwards
into a gentle smile. Ironically, I realized that it was the first time that the normal side of my face had
ever up tilted like that for a long time. Too long of a time.
______________________________________________
“...what did you guys get on number six?” I shyly asked the girls who sat in front of me in geometry class. They simultaneously glanced back at me, and then at each other. Look sof confusion and
surprise flashed across their faces.
“We were kinda asking the same question.” the girl on the right, Samantha, answered. The other
girl, Katy, scratched her head.
“Your name is…. Anna, right?” she asked with uncertainty. Neither of them looked directly at my
face, but it didn’t bother me this time. I just nodded and smiled. After a little hesitation, they smiled
back.
“Ya. It’s nice to finally talk to you guys.”
___________________________________________
“God Dammit Anna! I asked you to not do one little thing, but you did it anyways! Sometimes you can be the most spoiled kid I’ve ever met.” Nathan glanced over at me. This time, I didn’t
pout or cry. I sat up in my seat and turned to my brother. He looked over again in surprise at the
sorrow that was engraved into my small face.
The world exploded into shards of glass and metal.
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“Nathan, I love you so much. There are so many things I wish I could have said to you.”
I knew that he couldn’t understand because this was all just a figment of my imagination, but I
thought it was finally time for me to get everything off my chest.
“I never wanted to hurt you, and I’m sorry.” I said as I saw the familiar shadow loom closer
to the car. Nathan stilled. His face took on an emotion that I had never seen before in the dream or
even in my other memories.
He turned to me and the complete and utter love that was etched across his face astonished
me. His lips turned upwards in a sad smile, and his deep green eyes held mine. As if he could hear
me, understand me. A single tear dripped down his cheek as his hands loosened on the steering
wheel.
“I know.”
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In the Dead of the Night
Alex Shane ‘22

In the streets
normally filled with deafening crowds
and the constant hum of work,
Silent footsteps the only sound.
The boy walked aimlessly
across the grey pebbled streets
surprised to see an open bar
as even the crickets had
drifted into a deep sleep.
In the bar sat a couple and a
man.
As the boy glanced at the man
noticing he was hunched
over a shot of whiskey.
The man downed the whiskey
in a single, fluid motion
he had nearly perfected
only tasting his regret.
The man refilled his drink
ready for many rounds to come
But then he grabbed his chipped glass bottle
staring down at the stale whiskey
however, it wasn’t the whiskey
he saw.
He saw all the mistakes
All the bad judgments
All the things he wished he had done differently.
The man quickly looked away and
saw the couple,
a man in a freshly groomed suit and a woman in a crimson dress
talking and enjoying themselves
a constant reminder of his mistake
The one mistake that cost him everything,
his marriage, his happiness.
As he looked back into his glass
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He realized he hadn’t fixed his mistake.
The man turned and saw the boy
whose eyes were in constant movement
and saw everything.
They saw the lavish suit
the posh fedora.
they also saw the whiskey
and all the empty chairs.
They saw a face telling a million stories
each ending in pain and sadness
As the man continued to watch the
boy whose eyes never stopped
He realized that there was good in life
That he wanted a life of happiness.
he wanted a family
The man could walk out the door to start a new life
or stay and grow old thinking of what could’ve been.
As the man pondered his choices,
the scraggy old bartender held up a bottle of whiskey
daring the man to keep falling
and the man pushed his glass forward.
He hadn’t changed.
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Regrowth

Glory Ho ‘24
As the sun melts orange and pink hues
Into the baby blue sky, pastel clouds shift
And assume a million different identities.
Tall trees around me are growing
Into what they once were.
Yellow leaves dance to
The music of the breeze,
Thinly hanging on to thin branches.
A small brown bird flits down
And joins another on one of these branches.
They greet each other
With high pitched chirps.
Gray bushes start to regain their color.
Tiny weeds rest in the
Cracks of the pavement. I stroll
Towards the middle of the street
Where an island of clean cut grass
And flowers of gold begin to bloom. I lay down,
Breathe in, and grow along with them.
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