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A Note from the Editors
Three a.m. on a muggy August day, we were stuffed onto a sectional with sharp
corners and lumpy cushions. Silence had descended for a moment before one of us
said, “Fight. That could be our theme this year.” Our eyes were drawn to the droopy
punching bag hanging from the ceiling.
The idea seemed so abrasive, so scraping, honest and rough, that we were both
drawn to it, as humanity has been before us. The bloodshed of physical conflicts that
scourge the land, the individual fights we have to forge our identities, the battles to
keep our relationships, the hope we have for justice, and the way we war with our
own minds. There are the bullies on the playground and Bernie Sanders pointing a
finger at the cheering crowd.
Moments of peace are only moments before the thrall of fighting pulls us back
again. We savor those bits of silence and tuck them away, because we know that our
life is dominated by drama. Our memories are conflict-filled and only broken by
brief interludes of calm.
Writers are often known for glamorizing, exaggerating, entertaining,
schmoozing, and lying. But there is no hiding the way plot is centered around
conflict. Stories about perfect marriages or utopians or successful jobs are no longer
stories; they fall into a category that cannot be understood or related to by
humanity. Instead we actively seek out violence and change--and the monsters that
hide under our beds. The bullies become the bullied, and the real-life villains of the
world are defeated.
Our magazine annually takes in over a thousand different pieces ranging from
slam poems to ten-page short stories. As the editing staff sifted through our haul,
we noticed that the idea of “fighting” was not just on our minds. Many of the pieces
were charged with thoughts on social injustice. Teenages are often undermined
because they don’t have life experience. What we do have is an awareness of the
inequality taking place in America.
Our theme seemed dynamic enough to touch on all aspects of the adolescent
life of our writers and readers. Not only did “fight” seem to translate through many
of our writing submissions but in our artwork as well. Portraits of shadowed faces
and bright contrasts seemed to dominate. Artists this year seemed focused on their
perceptions of their inner demons brought to life in a portrait.
It is difficult to connect to words without conflict. Kids don’t fall in love with
Harry Potter because they have a pet owl or are haunted by ghosts in their
bathroom. They fall in love with Harry Potter because they understand the natural
clash between good and evil. Life is real and raw, and our magazine should be that,
too.
Let’s fight.
Sincerely,
Taylor Davis and Alexis Fischer
Editors of The Essence, 2016-2017
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Enough, Enough
Chloe Rappe
We’re called the laziest generation because
we don’t like to play outside
How can we,
when our days are spent hunched over
textbooks,
memorizing equations, memorizing
poetry.

memorized all the questions on the ACT
But the answers to the economic crisis
can’t be found on the ACT.
The answers to world hunger

We don’t have time to go outside
because there are 300 million people in
this country
each more impressive than the last,
and we all have to be “special.”

“Over one million
words in the English
language and none of
them scare me quite
as much as the word
inadequate.”

Over one million words in the English
language
and none of them scare me quite as much
as the word
inadequate.
Inadequate is a state of mind
forced upon us by the people who say,
“Kids today are what’s wrong with this
country.”
Well, I say, adults today aren’t much better.

can’t be found on the ACT.
The ACT is what’s wrong with this country,
measuring a student’s worth
based on five subjects,
one number.

Because you’re putting the future in hands
you consistently told
weren’t good enough,
weren’t strong enough,
weren’t enough enough.

We can pass that
standardized test with flying colors.
Then what?
We start to realize
we don’t really know anything.

Enough is a relative measurement,
one that can’t easily be described
or apparently fulfilled.
I’ve certainly tried.

The system is broken;
students aren’t learning.

We’re like well-trained dogs,
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They’re memorizing, memorizing
memorizing the pressure on their
shoulders,
it’ll be there awhile.

So tell me again
that kids today are what’s wrong with this
country.

Yet we do it all willingly
just so that maybe, we could possibly,
only slightly, have a chance
at a bright future.

No, what’s wrong with this country
is that kids today are killing themselves,
metaphorically, figuratively, literally
because what looms ahead
doesn’t seem worth all the struggle.

A future that is uncertain
because we’ve just about reached our limit.
I learned that
every great civilization in history
lasted an average of 250 years.

What’s wrong with this country
is that kids today
pop more antidepressants
than they do pimples.
What’s wrong with this country
is that kids today
are so afraid of failure
they can’t muster up the courage
to ask for help.

Well, if you want to call this country
a “great” civilization,
then you should know,
you took the Golden Age
and didn’t save any for us.

What’s wrong with this country
is that kids today
have been taught the only way to succeed
is to stomp on the success of others.

Living in this country,
the land of opportunity,
we’re always told
to count our blessings.

What’s wrong with this country?
What’s wrong with this country
is that you’re telling us
we’re not good enough,
but we already do that.

You can say we don’t know struggle
because we’ve got a roof over our heads,
food in our stomachs,
poetry in our brains.
But I’m still tired.
and I’m still scared,
and I have an unfathomable fear
that even with all the luxuries life has
afforded me,
I just won’t match up.

We don’t need to hear it from you, too.
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How Often Do You Interact with People of Another
Race or Ethnicity?
Saria Omer
make up a very small percentage of
Americans--and a small minority of
Africans in general -- but does that mean
we get no representation in the media?
Nobody representing us in Congress? No
books? No classes or museum exhibitions
about our history and culture?
How am I supposed to learn about
my identity if I almost never see healthy
portrayals of it? Your answer might be,
‘Well, what about your parents? Can’t you
learn more about your roots from them?’
But do most white Americans learn about
American history from their parents?
Should I just not care about my race
or ethnicity because “race is just a social
construct?” If it’s just a social construct,
does it mean it’s not real? To me or to any
of the other racists who made me believe
that my race doesn’t deserve any real
recognition or representation?
And this isn’t just an African issue or
an Arab issue. It’s an issue every
person of color has had to deal with. We
hear this false narrative about how
America is a melting pot of different
cultures that cherishes each culture and
identity equally, but that has never been
the case. If you’re white, you see white
people in your history class, on your TV, in
your Congress, at your school, work, and in
every single band aid commercial. That’s
not exactly the case for everyone else.
So quite frankly, I don’t really care about
about how often you interact with people
of other races and ethnicities.
What I would like to know is what
are you doing to recognize and
acknowledge that other people exist?

Every. Single. Day.
Every day I interact with people who
aren’t like me. I don’t just mean the predominantly white population of
Naperville. On TV. Movies. Books. YouTube videos. The old white guys on dollar
bills. Even band aids (the “flesh- colored”
plastic strips are never actually the color of
my flesh).
I actually find the question “how
often do you interact with people of
another race?” extremely ignorant. It was
probably written by a white person for
white people to answer by telling some
extremely superficial story about how
they could never be racist because of their
childhood black friend named Jamal that
they used to play basketball with every
Saturday.
For me, I feel like a much more
introspective question would be: “how
often do you interact with people of your
own race or ethnicity?” My family is from
Sudan, making me an African- Arab.
Besides my immediate family, I almost
never get to meet and connect with other
Sudanese or any other Afro- Arab
Americans. In fact, many people might
even be confused by the term “AfricanArab” because most likely you’ve never
heard someone talk about them in a
realistic sense. The only time I’ve seen
African-Arabs get any kind of coverage or
exposure in the media was during the Arab
Spring plus every time a white person is
casted to play an Egyptian in a movie.
Except many Egyptians aren’t white.
They’re people of color. African-Arabs.
And I guess it is fair to say that
Sudanese and other Afro-Arab people
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Pieces, Jim Van Den Broeck, acrylic

Anxiety is a Pyrotechnics Show
Emily Wesolowski
A swirl inside.
Spinning, bumping, grinding,
onto every little thing surrounding it.
clenching in fear, shrinking down,
to the smallest that one could ever be.
Then all bursts into flames.
colors flying out from every direction,
raining down on a dark garden in the sky,
with one heavy question hanging in the air.
But in your hesitation fkfkfkkkkkfkfkfkf
			

I find my answer.
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Acrophobia
Justin Campos
I hate Tuesdays. Personally, I think
they’re hands down the worst day of the
week. Life is basically the same thing
everyday, but Tuesday is just the worst
perversion of that routine.
The elevator up to the 107th floor
always seems like it lasts forever. My
coworker, Andy, and I arrived at the two
mammoth metal doors at the same time.
“Good morning, sunshine!” he
hollered, as we shuffled into the cubicle.
“Morning, Andy” I said, trying to
smile amiably.
“What a day to work at the Windows
on the World!” he announced, a blindingly
white grin on his dark face. He was acting
as if the five or six other people that we
shared the elevator with didn’t exist. In my
two years waiting tables at the Windows on
the World, I had yet to see Andy in a bad
mood or hear him complain.
After a six minute ride that included
several stops, Andy and I walked out of
the elevator in unison and through the tall
doors of the restaurant.
“Sure is one hell of a day outside,”
declared Andy.
I turned to look out of the tall,
narrow windows that formed the
perimeter of the restaurant. Andy was
right. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky as
the sun started shining over the horizon.
From our side of the building you could
see both the vast city skyline and the river.
People on the sidewalks looked like little
more than constantly moving particles.
It put a smug smile on my face. I felt like
I had power over the rest of the city. The
outlook from the 107th floor never failed
to give me chills.
It turned out to be a very busy
morning. All of our tables were full with
hungry people. It wasn’t until 8:40 AM that
I got a break from the chaos that serving
uptight businessmen and women brings.
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I got comfortable in a chair in the stuffy
break room behind the kitchen and I was
tempted to take a cat nap. The bar was
playing “Crash Into Me” and I felt at peace
listening to the slow song with no one else
in the room.
“Man is this city fulla some jagoffs,”
barked a busboy named Gerry, pushing
into the room.
“Tell me about it,” I responded.
“I was tryin’ to clear this table and
this lady--”
There was a deep and violent sound,
almost like rolling thunder. The sound
carried so much intensity that everything
around me began to visibly shake. Then
came an explosion that erupted beneath
us. The sound alone almost knocked me
unconscious. It was unlike any noise I had
ever heard, both in strength and variety; it
seemed to carry enough intensity to fill the
room while vaporizing everything within.
It was almost like someone had fired two
shotguns at the sides of my head. The
entire building moved, about ten feet
sideways. For a split second I thought that
the building was going to collapse on top
of me. The force of the explosion threw
me on the floor.
“Holy shit!” yelled Gerry.
I haphazardly got on my feet and
walked out of the break room and into the
restaurant. I was greeted with the screams
of panicking people and the blaring of an
alarm. The view outside was a lot
different than the one I had admired two
hours before. Dark, arid smoke made its
way up to our windows. Debris floated in
the air. Above everyone’s voice I heard
Andy shout.
“Everybody calm down!”, while
attempting to hide his anxiety.
“Somebody call 911!” a lady shouted
frantically.
The noise of the explosion still

lingered in the building, like the sound
waves had filled the restaurant with jello.
Every movement I made was accompanied
by resistance, and my limbs felt
incredibly frail. The air in my lungs felt
thick and heavy. I looked around and
realized that smoke was starting to
accumulate in the restaurant. My vision
was growing white around the edges. I
began to fall backwards, disoriented.
I opened my eyes, coughing dryly.
My watch told me that I had been on
the floor for ten minutes. Chaos ensued
around me. Some called their loved ones,
others crawled on the ground. The alarm
was ongoing and unending. I envied it.
Listening closely, I could hear Frank
Sinatra coming out of the restaurant’s
speaker system. “New York, New York” was
playing.
There was a crash. Someone had managed
to break one of the windows. I began to
migrate towards the fresh air. My hands
trembled as I gripped the steel beam that
bordered the window, climbing my way on
to the ledge.
After breathing in some fresher air
on the ledge for a few minutes, I looked
back towards the restaurant. There was
no restaurant. The flames had destroyed
everything in their path. A woman was on
her knees as the flames began to swallow
her. She was was a business woman, her
stark black hair was tightly pulled back into
a bun and she was wearing an expensive
black suit. The dust from the debris had
painted every inch of the cashmere a pasty
white. On her face was a look of dull
surrender; a white flag, personified. She
started sobbing violently as the flames
enveloped her body. The blaze worked its
way upwards and as she took her
final breaths, she screamed. The scream
couldn’t be described as anything human.
It wasn’t human, not even in the barbaric
or impassioned sense. All of it reminded
me of when I was ten or eleven, with my
little sister and her beloved Julie Doll.
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When she would squeeze the doll’s
stomach, the small plastic figurine would
let out a laugh. One time, my sister
brought Julie into the bathroom and
accidentally dropped her in the toilet. Julie
lifelessly sunk to the bottom of the toilet.
Her automated laugh sounded as if it was
melting as she malfunctioned in the water.
The flames had the same effect.
I turned and saw what appeared to
be an overweight black man in an
undershirt and dark green pants looking
downwards. He was standing on the ledge
a couple of windows to the left of me. I
could see flames jutting out of the window
he was at, yet he didn’t seem to notice as
he coolly shifted from standing on the
ledge to sitting on it. After a few seconds,
I realized it was Andy. I barely recognized
him without his uniform jacket and wire
frame glasses. He closed his eyes and took
out the chain from underneath his shirt.
His legs fluttered beneath him, as cool as
a school girl swinging at a playground. In
one smooth motion, he kissed the cross on
his chain and slipped himself off the ledge
and into the smoky abyss that was beneath
us. I closed my eyes as his body contorted
and cork-screwed.
The scorching air and the pungent
smell of burnt flesh told me that the flames
were now only a few feet behind me. I
looked down for the first time with the
intent of seeing the ground. The smoke
had gotten even stronger and despite my
best effort, I couldn’t see much farther
than 100 feet below me. I was on a three
foot ledge between flames and a
bottomless hole.
The situation took a few seconds for me to
grasp. I had a choice. Either I could burn
in the flames or I could jump from the
107th floor.
Andy’s twisting body plummeted
ceaselessly through my head. I’m not like
him. I can’t just jump. I’d rather let the
fire take me. At least with fire I know what
would happen. It would burn me, it would

melt me, it would ingest me. The same
routine.
I wish I was like Andy, I really do. I
wish that I could just jump, but there’s just
too much to risk. Too many people watching from the ground. No one wants to see
somebody jump. I wouldn’t be able to live
with myself if I upset that many people.
I don’t want to be a victim. I don’t want
to be like Julie. I don’t want to give in to
the flames, but jumping is unsafe. It’s too
much to ask out of me when I can’t even
see the ground.

A flame bites at my leg threateningly.
Rage fills my body. I’m tired of getting
burnt. I don’t owe the flames anything.
Whether I give into the fire or jump, this
is going to end. I’m about to find out what
death feels like. Maybe I’ll find out what
living is like. A choice.
I look down.
I lower myself until I am sitting on
the ledge.
My legs shake violently.
I can’t really remember the last time
I used them.
“I hate Tuesdays” I muttered.

Puzzle Pieces Don’t Always Fit
Amanda Poe
a dreadful itching accompanies a sense
of being both within and without
as if this skin,
the only skin you’ve ever known
is not home
as if you are the splash of white
in a sea of crimson
the gringo in a tight knit community
as if people are shouting
even if it’s only a whisper:
people like you aren’t supposed to be here
people like you aren’t welcome
people like you don’t belong
anywhere
anywhere you go, there’s a sense of
dissonance
like you almost fit, but not quite
like you’re the puzzle piece that could fit,
but everyone knows isn’t quite right
the one that people use because they are
too frustrated,
too impatient,
too sick of trying to find the perfect fit,
too fed up to care that you’re
an unfulfilling temporary solution
and even then not a solution,
just a consolation,
a distraction,
that allows them to forget that
they’re wrong

that they’re inadequate
that they’re not quite right either
that perfection may have already been lost
and they may be able to ignore it,
but you can’t
you are in agony
you can never forget that you were only
close enough
that you don’t truly belong
as if you were born in the wrong place,
wrong time,
wrong body,
wrong race,
wrong life.
and you make a desperate plea,
a last ditch effort,
a final cry to be fixed,
searching, searching for anyone
who will help
for anyone who will listen:
put me somewhere else;
put me in the queue again;
put me somewhere I can make a difference;
put me in the place that needs me;
put me somewhere I belong.
put me anywhere
anywhere
anywhere but here.
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Reccuring Tradgedy
Carmen Crusoe
Between freshman and sophomore year, the tragedy of Trayvon Martin’s
MURDER was fresh like when you first open a pack of skittles and the scent fills the
room. In the aftermath of his death, he would come and speak to me in my dreams and
tell me why he was put on trial when he was the one gunned down, hunted. I woke up
crying because I did not have an answer to give him. His KILLER going free was the
validation of my own hunting.
Junior Year, Mike Brown was SHOT by police and it was justified because he was
a “thug.” How is stealing a crime when you’ve been PUT in a position to NEVER HAVE
because of a physical trait you have no control of. His tragedy showed me how powerful
Black people can be when they come together.
My senior year, the names of those SENSELESSLY killed are too many to name
personally even though they deserve it. Sandra Bland went to my church and I faintly
remember seeing her in the congregation. Jordan Davis was rocking to his hip hop like I
do. Like I do. And my senior year, a boy chose to wear a confederate flag to my 4th
period classroom. My shocked SILENCE was overpowered by the laughter in the room.
I will never forget my silence. It haunts me to this day. I just wanted to have a good first
day of school where my race wasn’t a factor, but I learned quickly that my race will
always be a factor-- my silence will be a sneaky betrayal to myself and my people. I am
a senior who doesn’t have her driver’s license. I can go and get it any time I want to,
but I’m afraid that a cop could stop me and my parents will miss me. I could become a
hashtag that people who never even knew me will use for their tweet just to gain likes.
Like how I’m using these names for this poem like I know these people. Using these
names so people can one day like people like me. People who are Black like me.
All my years of high school have been accompanied by recurring tragedy. These
tragedies have been happening to teens like me. Melaninated sorrows like me. My high
school career is ending, I hope this recurring NIGHTMARE does, too.
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Survivor, Jim Van Den Broeck, graphite and watercolor
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This Is What We Are Living For
Kiya Gaskin
A mother,
up before dawn,
ready to go
to her dead-end job
where no one knows
she barely got two hours
of sleep last night
because the phone won’t
stop
ringing with shrill voices
begging for money
that she doesn’t have
on the other end of the line.
Her son
wakes up to an empty home
forced to feed himself, get clothed, and
find a way to get to school-because mommy left for work
three hours ago.
After the mile trek
through a rough neighborhood
alone,
he sits in the
back of the classroom
with his head
down
because he doesn’t understand
what he’s being taught, but
mommy doesn’t have time to help,
and no one else cares enough.
The land of the
underpaid and overworked,
and the home of the
underprivileged and overlooked.
Is this the
America
we are living for?

10

Good Morning
Shope Jimoh
She got up to make breakfast,
set the table for two,
put his coffee—
black,
on the side.
‘That’s how he likes it,’ she remembered.
She remembers everything he told her.
She called for him.
No answer.
She cut his omelet in squares
‘That’s how he likes it.”
She remembered.
Again,
she called for him.
Silence.
The leaves were rustling outside,
the tree branches were
scratch,
scratch,
scratching on the window pane;
the birds were singing their daily tune.
It was morning,
yet there was still silence.
‘He never misses breakfast.’
She remembered.
She walked to the foot of the stairs,
and called again.

The door creaked.
Water dripped from the faucets.
Nothing.
She walked up the stairs,
and called again.
“Breakfast is ready.”
She thought for a bit,
then said,
“Your omelet is getting cold,”
She was starting to plead.
She quietly walked into their room.
Letters were scattered across her desk:
she couldn’t bring herself to read them.
Dark clothing sat in a pile,
in the corner of her room.
He liked the lace one.
the one that flounced around
when the wind hit her thighs
on those spring mornings
The bed was desolate.
Her blanket scuffed on her bed.
Pillows pushed against the pane.
She was alone.
She had forgotten she was alone.
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My Mother Is a Fish
Hannah Gerdes
My mother is dead and I killed her.
Matricide made martyrdom
some sort of empty where my soul should be,
and hers all fingernails and teeth trembling in my fist.
It is alive--yes, but just barely,
clinging to Aristotle’s genetics and
the notion that there must be some of her,
some water, in my blood.
My father is a fisherman;
my grandfather, a storyteller;
and I, all paternal (and the worst of it too):
Hook
I caught a bluegill in the lung once.
It bled its namesake out onto the deck.
In Haiti, it rains fish and they name it miracle;
my blood runs the same and I cry monsoon
tsunami, Asian Carp, Great Flood, global warming
mouth breather, bottom feeder,
suffocation.
We are drowning in each other,
my mother and I,
In understandings of the vast complexities
of scale and skin
and each of their citrus and unravelings.
So I caught her here to me,
and she taught me how to breathe.
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To My Future Children
Lauren Kania
Sorry you’ll never exist.
Sorry that the entirety of your mother’s
love was stolen by setting suns and rolling hills.
Sorry that instead of the feeling of soft, youthful skin,
your mother desires the promising breeze that
brings to life her unruly locks.
Some people call your mother selfish,
but she will attest again and again that the only good thing
she has ever done in her life is protect you from her.
People smirk and say there she goes again,
your mother off on another
tangent about the evils of humanity.
And maybe they’re right.
Maybe those are the exact insecurities
she is protecting you from.
The unstable, collapsable, barely-hanging-on structure
of virgin white bones leathered to bruised skin that is your mother.
You don’t deserve someone who has lost what made them human.
For she no longer walks on two legs, but floats
from every thought to action without a stable feeling
to ever weigh her down.
She cries salt-water tears as your fate is left in
no other hands but her own.
So she makes a choice.
She chooses to suffer the torment and humiliation
so you can remain an innocent thought.
An uncorrupted memory.
A dream that once was and never will be.
So close you eyes and rest little one.
And know that mommy loves your unborn fingers.
Your unborn toes.
Your unborn smile.
And your unborn laugh.
Mommy loves what you will never have the chance to be.
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Hidden, Kayla Weiss, acrylic
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Something Religiously Significant
or Morally Redeeming
Hannah Gerdes

He sat, the yellow undercarriage of
youth, thinking about taxes and sex and
other grown up things, wondering if he
couldn’t charge for love. Having already
had more stalkers than he, or the police,
cared to admit, Gordon figured he could
make a profit if this were the case, at least
enough to cover his student loans. It wasn’t
as if he was particularly good-looking; his
face sported the hollowed out apathy of
addicts (which he pretended he was not)
and the abused (which he pretended he
was), but the people whom he favored
were happy, inexplicably so, and so latched
onto him while Gordon pretended this
newfound zest for life had absolutely nothing to do with him. In actuality, Gordon
was extremely lucky, not lucky as in privileged, nor the lucky as in finding money
on the streets or getting out of parking
tickets, but the lucky that turns your life
into a déjà vu of your daydreams. He got
what he wanted, a fact that, for most of his
life, Gordon was blissfully unaware of.
He went to church, but mostly
because that’s where you went on
Sunday mornings before football and
grocery shopping. It was hard for him to
believe in something he had no need for.
God was for the poor and miserable; Gordon was wealthy in any global definition
of the word and wasn’t allowed to be unhappy, so God and Gordon only tolerated
each other. He believed in God in the kind
of way you believe in flying reindeer and
Christmas Eve. It was how he had been
taught and it made his world make sense.
He figured this was the way of the
world: what is good will be, and Gordon
just happened to want more good things
than most. But as will happen when we
age, the goodness of Gordon’s desires became considerably more questionable, and
yet they continued to become a

reality. You may ask about the student
loans or the drugs or the stalkers, but all in
all those were mere nuisances in Gordon’s
life, not worth the energy of wishing them
away. Plus, they kept life from
becoming a monotonous singularity of the
most pretentious kind. And so he found
himself hoping, most days, for distraction,
not the kind that stunk of alcohol, but a
little soul shifting or intellectual stimulation. Being a person of a certain age these
last two desires came sporadically and not
so hormone driven as the rest, so it was
only in brief periods when Gordon felt
that he was being robbed of life.
This was a fact that settled deep
inside of him, reminding him of his undeserved unhappiness, of his ultimate
privilege and the way the world was spread
out like subways under his feet. There was
something more than human about him,
and yet his humanity enveloped every part
of him. It stripped miracles into
mundane acts of self-interest and ecstasy.
He did good, curing the common cold for
the couple who lived above him and other
such miracles, but, if he was being honest, that was mostly because he couldn’t
sleep with all the hacking and stoppage of
breath. He lived like a man with nothing
who suddenly discovered everything and
realized he had been robbed.
And he was, which is not something
as terrible of being too full of it, because,
as much as pop culture will have you believe, the single most identifying aspect
of human life is suffering. Yes, there is the
joyful overcoming of it, but that’s it:
suffering and perseverance.
So Gordon abandoned the
perseverance and went to discover why
everyone hates the carpe diem poets. And
so he went, living days like kindling. There
was a power about him, always had been I
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guess, but power is only power once wielded. He had only ever considered his good
fortune as such, and power is not good
luck. It consumed him.
He shaped the world, drugged and
sleepless. Poverty and wars sickened him
in his awareness of them and their
perpetual invasion of his decidedly lack
of a life. Gordon withdrew. The world
went on as it always had, all spinning and
tilt and no one much noticed the second
best apartment on the corner of John and
316. And because it was only the second
best apartment on a mediocre corner or a
relatively insignificant town in one of the
states that most people only see
from plane windows, no one, least of all its
inhabitant, even guessed that that
particular apartment sat their Messiah.
This was not a case of ignorance
nor spite. This was a doubting Christian,
or perhaps an undoubting atheist trying
to discover himself and his God, and not
quite realizing that these two entities were
so interconnected that they mixed in his
bloodstream. This was how God worked
in the world: a 23-year-old boy and good
luck. And yet, no booming voice called
from above claiming Gordon as his
beloved son. There were no cups to be
given or taken and no will to be followed,
and Gordon was definitely not God’s favorite. He was a test of blind faith. Could even
the boy with God’s very essence disbelieve?
And the answer is simple: yes. Without
faith Gordon was nothing more than
ordinary. The world lost its savior over an
insignificant disburdenment of belief.
For the most part, the people who
went to church before kept filling the pews
and the people who didn’t slept in on Sundays. The world, as a whole, was largely
unchanged. But the widow, who lived
below Gordon and largely off social security and whiskey, her ceiling started leaking.
Construction on Route 316 created a traffic
jam that lasted four days. The ground was
covered with that snow-masked dirt that

clings to your socks and entrenches the
sidewalk in filth. Someone’s cancer came
back. Someone’s dog ran away. Someone
lost his job. Someone lost 32 cents out of a
hole in her pocket.
This is not a cruel God. This is a God
who made humans in His image. This is a
God, who in His infinitude, can be whatever type of God each person needs, and,
as much as we refuse to admit it, people
do not want perfect. We want the epitome
of humanity, Nietzsche’s Übermensch of
empathy.
And Gordon? Without the weight of
prophecy and appeal, the minute
sufferings of Gordon’s life came about in
such a way that soon he forgot all about his
string of good luck. He became infatuated
with life. He suffered, yes, but he overcame. He paid off his student loans only
three months later than he should have.
He got a job at a mediocre law firm and the
world once again became a place of
justice. He met a girl on an online dating
site. They fell in love and bought a house
with a mortgage and a front yard. Someday he will die and it won’t be anything
special. A few people will cry and he will be
buried in the warm wet dirt. A pastor will
read the same verse he reads over every
casket and it will be the first time
Gordon hears it. The prodigal son will
return home.
But today he is holding his newborn
daughter in the crook of his arm. His wife
is disheveled and asleep. A nurse won’t be
by for at least ten minutes. His daughter is
asleep. Her eyelashes are black and longer
than her hair. She has ten fingers, ten toes,
and came into the world screaming. Gordon won’t start praying again for 30 more
years. His daughter’s name isn’t Grace or
Faith or anything religiously significant or
morally redeeming, but she is perfect and
asleep and for the next ten minutes, before
the nurse whisks her away to be weighed
and measured, Gordon will be sure he can
perform miracles.
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Whirlpool
Quinn Brewer
You are a Whirlpool
a gentle Charybdis,
Bright and Strong,
unafraid.
I am a Sailor, Lost at Sea
with only a lifeboat to call home
and upon seeing your face
on the horizon,
I throw my oars away
suddenly diving into the sea
Swimming toward
your smiling,
magnetic, mystery
with all my
might.
The nudge of each wave pulls me in closer.
surrender is the hymn I sing.
I am through fighting this
Lunar Love
Though your currents may take me
to places unknown,
And perplexed I stand to figure what silent gravity
guided us together.
I cast aside the notion,
So I’ve built a wooden heart inside this
sinking ship
put in hoping i’ll stay afloat a little longer.
we are all made of shipwrecks,
every twisted beam
Lost and Found
like you and me
All scattered out on these seas.
let’s fold our lives
like crashing waves
rising with the tide
letting go of salty pride
So onward I will go,
my course set toward you
smiling,
Bright and Strong,
Unafraid.
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How to Let Go of a Lost Friend
Naimah Khatib
I had spent a lot of time convincing myself
that I wasn’t a bad person.
I was becoming secure in that fact,
and I am proud to say that
there was a brief time in my life
where I truly did love myself.
But you tore that apart.
I watched the shattered pieces
of myself with resentment.
Because you,
with the onyx hair
and black holes for eyes
sucked the life out of me.
Each time I was made the ass of a joke
or was spoken over in a conversation,
I felt smaller and smaller
than I ever had before.
Because of this,
I found myself
avoiding mirrors.
I found myself
staring at the ground as I spoke
so unsure of everything that
came out of my mouth.
I found myself afraid
of saying the wrong thing
in fear of stepping on the wrong toes.
Constantly in fear of setting you off.
I wanted to blame myself
despite the fact that it was your words of
“criticism” that played on repeat
in my head.
words implying that you knew best.
I wanted to take responsibility
the way everyone told me to.
but each time I reread the words
you said to me,
I felt more and more hurt.
I was so angry.
I didn’t have the energy

to hate myself anymore.
I spent as much time as possible
thinking of ways to get back at you,
to make you feel the way I felt.
I felt sick to my stomach
each time I looked at you and your friends.
Yesterday’s genuine compliments
were negated by today’s dirty looks and rumors.
I had spent so much time
convincing myself
that I wasn’t a bad person.
And for the first time in my life
I feared that maybe I was wrong
the whole time.
Maybe I am a hypocrite
and maybe I am too sensitive.
Worst of all,
I feared that everyone hated me
all along.
Even if I am a bad person,
I deserve better than you.
I hope a day comes where you regret
cutting me out of your life.
I hope a day comes where everyone
sees what kind of person you are.
Most of all,
I hope a day comes where
you are abandoned
the way I was when I needed you the most.
I am no longer concerned with
the opinion of people
who are afraid of opening their eyes.
who are afraid of confessing
to their own emotion.
I am no longer concerned with
the ruthlessly cruel persona you have
so carefully crafted.
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I am no longer afraid to say I do
not need your validation anymore.
I do not feel anything when I see you.
This is not begging for forgiveness
This is not making amends.
This is not crawling back.
I find solace in the bitter parts of myself.
We both do.
But the difference between us is that
I do not define myself
by the number of
friends that walk with me
through the halls

but by the words that come out
of my own mouth.
I define myself by the people
who pick up my pieces
as I am falling apart.
I define myself by the number of times
I feel genuine hope towards my future.
I want to thank you
for forcing me to learn
how to be my own person.
I want to thank you
for forcing me to learn
how to let go.
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Art
Chloe Rappe & Mariah Gozos
the ferocity in her striking black irises
is driven by the blossoming society,
trying to poison her powerful perception
she is budding into anything but delicate.
her free spirit pumps through ripples of her scarlet hair,
boldness in the set of her pursed lips.
youth on display, cappuccino-hued skin,
moodiness in the arches built between her temples.
grace in the way she holds her shoulders up.
she is not afraid to be divergent,
she is not afraid to be audacious,
and her reflection resembles confidence,
beauty.
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Uncomfortable
Franny Marzuki
Why are you so uncomfortable?
It’s just your coach; he’s a good guy.
Well, he does yell sometimes, but
it’s not like he means any harm.
So why does your stomach writhe with fear
when he touches your bare shoulder and says
he really likes your new hair cut.
It’s a compliment; you should be thankful.
Why are you so uncomfortable?
It’s just your friend’s dad.
Well, yeah, he’s aggressive sometimes,
but he’s not a bad guy.
So why do you feel small and vulnerable
when he pulls you a little too hard into a hug.
It’s just a friendly hug.
Nothing more.
Why are you so uncomfortable?
That man on the bus wasn’t staring at you.
Well, maybe he was,
but shouldn’t you be grateful for the attention?
So why do you feel violated
when his eyes skirt down your outfit.
He’s only trying to say you look good.
It doesn’t matter how you feel; he’s just being kind.
44% of victims are under the age of 18.
4/5 of assaults are committed by someone
they know, and
98% of offenders will never spend a day in jail.
But
why
are you so
uncomfortable?
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Dear Boys
Sara Chase
Dear Boys,

and focus on our minds instead.

I refuse to call you men
until you grow up
and act like them.

In our world when we hear of a rape,
we blame the woman
because apparently she was “asking for it”.
I have seen ads on T.V. reminding people
not to rape,
I guess I didn’t realize that in order to be a
moral member of this society
we need to be reminded that
“no means no”,
no matter how someone acts or what they’re
wearing.
The phrase “boys will be boys”
needs to be eliminated from
our vocabulary.

As a woman,
not only will I make 77 cents to your dollar,
but you boys will make decisions about
my life
and what I can and cannot do with my body.
You treat me like a prize to be won,
and I will forever be terrified while walking
to my car at night
because there is a 1 in 5 chance that I will be
a victim of a violent attack.
You boys are so focused on holding power
over women.
Apparently, your masculinity is based on
how many women you step on in order to
get to the top.

I am told to be thin,
but not too thin.
To be pretty,
but not to acknowledge my own beauty.
Not only are girls 10 times more likely to
develop eating disorders,
Women barely hold positions in power
but 42% of girls in first grade
because their intelligence
want to be thinner.
is always clouded by what others think of
It is sick and wrong,
their appearance.
no 6-year-old should think that way about
Successful women aren’t known unless they herself.
are also considered beautiful.
I need to do everything for you boys,
Tearing down women won’t make you look but here is something I ask you.
tough or important,
What have you done to deserve
it will only show just how weak and insecure all of this from me?
you really are.
Let me help you,
very close to nothing.
From a young age,
you sexualize us.
Take your misogyny elsewhere.
We are told not to wear shorts or tank tops I will not dress for you,
to school because we will
I will wear what makes me fall in love
“distract the boys from their work”.
with myself
Instead of telling girls what they can
and that might not be exactly what you love.
and cannot wear
I wear makeup and dresses because that’s
let’s teach our boys to stop focusing
what makes me happy,
on our bodies,
it makes me confident.
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This is my life, my body,
not yours.
Your judgement of me will not define my
own self-worth.
Leave your “meninism” at the door,
you don’t need to fight for your voice to be
heard
because from the moment you were born
the world listened to you.
Men speak for everyone,
women can only speak for women.
I have been asked why feminism is
necessary in the 21st century,
and I tell them
“because you just asked why”
I will spend my life in the shadow of men,
I won’t be taken seriously in my workplace,
and someday I will have to comfort my
daughter when she thinks she isn’t pretty
enough to function in our society.
We need feminism because
we need to fight,
for equal pay,
equal rights,
and to make sure that our daughters won’t
criticize themselves in the mirror every
time the wake up.
So boys,
know that everything I do will not always be
to your benefit,
my job isn’t to make you happy and
comfortable
at the expense of my well being.
Until you grow up
and treat us with the mutual respect we
deserve,
I will always call you a boy,
no matter how old you are.
Sincerely,
Women Everywhere
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“You don’t need to
fight for your voice
to be heard.”

Valkyrie
Eanna Gou
Hear, hear!
the Queen is dead.
she was murdered.
Who killed her?
fate killed her.
Why did fate kill her?
because fate always kills
the cruelest of monsters.
Rejoice
and let us bestow the power to rule
on someone who will bring us
into a new age of peace.
But the Queen is not gone.
new monsters are created
to replace the dead,
birthed from complacency
to continue the law of entropy
and satisfy the world’s addiction
with a designated dose of pain.
bitter and sickly sweet,
her soul seeps into her people.
all the living are helpless.
the dead lay in peace,
and may they continue to rest forever,
but the ones with warm blood
feel their hearts turn to ice.
their blue hands search for each other,
desperate to hold onto
the very last vapors of humanity
before they become dolls of death.
Give them bloodlust,
the storm whispers
as it terminates
the few remaining mortal beings
who try for flight.
Long live the Queen,
the doll people say

with red-splattered mouths,
dead eyes that stare straight ahead,
and sallow expressionless faces
as they guard
their Queen’s deteriorating body,
their own skin
rotting underneath their armor,
red with rust and creaking
with each step they take.
she still sits on her throne,
head tilted in somatic death,
and the body of a girl lays
at her decayed feet.
too young to be queen,
too old to be forgiven for her attempts,
and too lifeless to try again.
The Queen will now see you,
one of her dolls say,
and a human
trembling with all of his vitality
is shoved into the throne room.
he stares at her hollow eye sockets
and she stares back with sheer nothingness.
the wind slithers into the venous cracks
that stretch throughout the stone walls
and whispers to him.
Pledge your loyalty to the Queen, boy.
his eyes show white and he screams,
and then his echoes are forgotten forever.
but not all hope is lost.
some say sometime
the evil will be reversed.
someway.
somehow.
There is a good god.
Somewhere.
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Deepest Shadows
Taylor Davis
“This is stupid,” Rachel hissed.
“They’re nothing but stories!” She shoved
the tree branch out of her way and sidled
up to Fran. “Fran, come on,” she pleaded,
“The boys are going to get us arrested. This
is trespassing!”
Fran calmly rotated the spike pierced
through her ear, “Live a little, would you?
They almost never patrol this far out into
the woods. Michigan is full of lakes and
trees.”
Jason stopped at a slight incline,
looking down. The lake sparkled in the
sunlight. “Look Rach, it’s nothing but a
story, like you said. We just thought it
would be fun to check it out.” He extended
his hand to her for the descent, but she
stubbornly stayed beside Fran.
Marshall was already halfway down
the hill, goggles swinging innocently
around his neck. The three others tried
to match his enthusiastic march but it
was a hot summer afternoon and the area
around the lake was surprisingly muggy.
Fran swatted convincingly at a
horsefly while Rachel squealed. Good
natured teasing progressed for a while and
Rachel slowly relaxed. She climbed onto
Jason’s back for the rest of the trek while
Fran lagged behind in her cowboy boots.
Finally, the foursome stopped on the
lake shore. Rachel climbed slowly off
Jason’s back while Marshall slid his
sunglasses down his nose for a better look.
“It’s gorgeous,” Rachel breathed.
And it was. The lake wasn’t infested
with the usual algae and flood of minnows,
but was perfectly smooth. The lake made
no sound and produced no ripple. The
group of tired teens could see the far end
of the lake, and Marshall,nthe best
swimmer, felt confident he could safely
swim there and back without stopping.
Jason leaned closer to the lake’s

surface. “You can see the bottom.”
Fran raised the customary eyebrow.
“Is that supposed to surprise me?”
Jason straightened. “You can see the
bottom even where it’s deep.”
This drew all of their interest, even
seemingly nervous Rachel, and they
peered towards the center of the water.
Despite being far too deep to stand, each
human pair of eyes could discern the
pearly white rocks littering the water.
“What kind of rock is that?” Marshall’s
voice rose. “I’ve never seen such a clear
lake.”
Rachel shuddered. “The stories
weren’t lying then.”
Fran rolled her eyes. “Just that part,
I would bet. Who would drown in such a
small, calm lake?”
Rachel turned to the boys for help.
“Please, let’s go back! Something’s not
right.”
Marshall didn’t seem to hear her.
“I’m going to swim.” He swayed somewhat
woozily and even Fran mustered up a
cautious expression.
“You should wait,” Jason said
reasonably. “You look a little overheated.”
The three exchanged nervous
glances when Marshall only stared at the
lake. He pulled off his sunglasses and his
shirt. The goggles were put into place with
shaking fingers. Jason promptly yanked
them back down again.
“Man, what are you doing?” Jason’s
rugby player hands reached out for
Marshall, but he staggered away, into the
lake.
“It’s calling to me,” Marshall
whispered.
“His eyes,” Rachel whimpered. The
boy’s eyes were a milky white, unseeing
but clear.
“My eyes finally see,” Marshall
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grinned at his friends. “And it’s a glorious
sight!”
“Something’s wrong,” Fran muttered,
unnerved. “Jason, go get him.”
Marshall was wading deeper into the
water, hands pressed together as if almost
in prayer.
“Me?” Jason protested. “I don’t…
maybe a gentler touch would be better?”
Fran shot him a venomous look.
“You’re just afraid of the lake!”
Jason matched her anger with his
own. “And you’re not!”
“I’ll go!” Rachel burst out, shrugging
out of her tank top to reveal caramelcolored skin. “I’ll go.”
She ran into the water, then abruptly
put on the brakes at about waist-deep. She
turned back to Fran and Jason. “Where’d
he go? Where is he?” Rachel was nearing
hysteria. “He was just here!”
Fran’s sharp ice-eyes caught him
first. “He’s swimming towards the bottom!”
“What’s wrong with him?”
“Should we call 911?”
“We’ll be arrested for trespassing!”
“Are we just supposed to let him
drown?”
Fran and Jason’s bickering halted
when Rachel’s dreamy voice called out,
“Do you guys hear that?”
Fran twisted her fingers roughly.
“No, Rach, I don’t hear anything. Why
don’t you come out of the water?”
“Why would I do that?” Rachel
turned, and Jason and Fran saw her eyes
had gone white. Just as Marshall’s had.
“Something’s wrong with the water,”
Fran said, her tone almost soothing. “It’s
not safe.”
Rachel’s expression twisted. “Not
safe? The lake knows all. It’s trying to help
us see.”
“Please Rachel,” Fran begged. “Get
out of the water.” Rachel shook her head
and dove.
“It’s too late for Marshall,” Jason said
bravely. “But we need to try and get

Rachel.”
“It will get us, too.” Fran looked at
the lake. “Just being near it…don’t you feel
it?” It was almost a hum. A compulsion. “It
wants us.”
“Ignore it!” Jason yelled, pulling Fran
towards the water, “We know how to beat it
at its own game!”
They splashed through the shallow
waters before stopping at the drop-off. “A
deep breath,” Jason advised, “And then we
take her.” Fran was shuddering and her
eyes were glazed, but not white, so it would
have to do. They put their heads under.
It was heaven. It was hell. It was a
fierce longing for something they had
never known they had wanted--to die.
Fran could only think of that one
time she had been pulled along by a riptide when her family vacationed in Florida.
The lifeguard on duty had eventually
grabbed her ankle and pulled her out of it
but she had been under a long time. They
pumped on her chest until she sputtered
saltwater. Her parents hugged her and
cried and it took her another seven years
to feel comfortable in the water. But that
wasn’t the point, the point was that Fran
could clearly remembering dying. She
remembered a man at the edge of tunnel
with fingers outstretched and a woman
with a glimmering smile standing a few
paces behind him, beckoning with crooked
fingers.
Fran’s story was dismissed as emo
and angst-filled. She was a drama-queen;
she was religiously-fanatic; she was a faker,
a believer, gullible, and hallucinatory. But
she knew that those were the rulers of the
afterworld. She was convinced.
And in that lake she was convinced
she was seeing them again. They wanted
her with them so badly. So deeply. They
sang to her and rested calm eyes on her
face. She reached a hand through the clear
water as if to clasp with the nice man but
instead another, tangible hand gripped
hers.
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Jason’s.
His eyes were fierce in the water and
he yanked her towards Rachel’s still body.
Fran’s vision of the couple disappeared
and she remembered that she didn’t want
to die.
Together she and Jason latched onto
Rachel’s still arms and propelled her
towards the surface. They gasped as they
broke through and swam slowly towards
the shore. Jason and Fran tried to keep
contact with each other. The lake felt less
powerful when they were together, two
against one. Rachel’s head lolled and she
remained listless when they laid her in
the grass surrounding the beach. Jason
thumped the correct counts on her chests
until she could breathe on her own and
then the three huddled together in the
untended grass just inhaling the smell of
fresh air.
Rachel broke the silence, “Marshall’s
dead?” Her voice was so soft the other two
wouldn’t have heard her if they weren’t so
close together.
Fran and Jason’s hands were still
linked -- afraid the lake’s pull was
far-reaching. “Yeah,” Jason said, “I think so.”
Fran never cried but Fran was crying
a bit now. “I didn’t even see his body.
Jason, did you?”
Jason shook his head and Rachel was
sobbing, too. “It’s gone. The lake took it.”
Rachel was hysterical. “It wanted us to die
and I...” her sobbing increased, “I wanted to
die for it.”
“I know.” Jason and Fran said at the
same time. They exchanged surprised
glances that quickly turned resigned.
“What was it for you?” Jason asked
her.
Fran fidgeted with the sopping hem
of her shirt and avoided looking at Rachel
and Jason. The friends never talked about
the metaphysical and Fran worried they
would make fun of her and her
rulers of the afterlife. “Where’s my left
boot?” Fran said instead, examining her

feet with something between depression
and bemusement.
Rachel and Jason ignored her. Rachel
twisted her dark braids into a knot on top
of her head, then said, “It was my mom.
She kept calling and calling. She said the
lake was the only way we could be
together. That if I chose the lake I chose
her, too.” Rachel’s tears slowed. “But it was
all just a ruse, obviously. I wasn’t going to
end up with her.”
Jason touched her hand softly and
then Fran leaned her head against Rachel’s
shoulder. The group almost never talked
about parents either, because they all had
such different situations. Jason’s parents
were conforming but normal; Rachel lived
alone with her father; Fran suffered the
pain of divorced parents; while Marshall’s
were so supportive the other members of
the friend group were jealous. “I’m sorry,”
Jason said seriously.
Rachel smiled. “Yeah. Me too.”
“Fran?” Jason turned expectantly to the
other girl.
“It was that couple, that I saw when
I drowned in Florida. Beckoning me to a
new life. They seemed nice.” Fran’s voice
broke on the last word. Rachel and Jason
didn’t say anything only huddled tighter in
a sort of protective circle.
Jason offered, “For me it was nothing
but this sort of bright light. Like they see in
the movies. I guess I always thought it was
the most basic way to go.”
Rachel found another question.
“How did you guys ignore it then?
Marshall…” Rachel swallowed thickly,
“Marshall and me… didn’t seem to have
any luck.”
Fran was still crying softly so Jason
responded, “For me it was touching her.
We went in separately and I think we both
kind of lost our ways. But then our hands
brushed and I found I desperately wanted
someone from the real world to anchor
me so we grabbed hands and found the
strength to grab you. We would have tried
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to grab Marshall too but the lake had
stolen him already.” Jason’s rugby body
shuddered a few times and the girls kept
white-knuckled holds on his thick
forearms.
“Who are we going to tell?” Rachel
asked.
Fran found her voice. “We can’t tell
people! It’s our fault he’s dead.”
“No,” Jason said. “It’s not our fault.
We were stupid kids, following what we
thought to be a stupid story. How were we
supposed to know that those stories were
true? The legends?”
No one said anything about how
Rachel had told them the lake was
probably dangerous. That they were going
to get in trouble. “So,” she ventured,
ignoring the subject of blame, “We don’t
tell anyone? What about his family? People
at school?” Neither Marshall, Jason, Rachel,
nor Fran had many friends outside the
group but that didn’t mean they went
unnoticed. Marshall was captain of the
swim team and played water polo. Fran
wrote uncensored poetry. Rachel ran track
and was a member of the debate team.
Jason played rugby and only rugby.
“We could tell them,” Jason
proposed, “that we went out here to see if
the stories were true, because we did, and
then Marshall drowned. Nothing about
magic or seeing visions of dead people.”
The two girls nodded and together
the three clasped hands and squeezed until
they had white hands and then they dialed
911.
The police arrived and so did their
parents. There was hugging, crying,
scolding, yelling, and finally silence. There
was also a trial but trespassing was the only
charge given, and so they served
community service hours. Marshall’s
parents were so supportive they donated
money to the swim team and sang loudly
at church. They forgave Rachel, and Jason,
and Fran because they loved Marshall so
much and Marshall loved his friends so

much. There was a sorted amount of
depression, anxiety, guilt, and regret
between the three friends but they
weathered it together.
They were interviewed by the press
and all three promised the lake was
dangerous. That no one should go in.
Fran’s tears on television looked fake but
they were completely real. She cried often,
and Rachel cried less than normal. They
changed but were completely the same.
The next summer the three sat on
Rachel’s porch swing. Rachel once again
asked the unspoken question, “What do
you suppose it was for Marshall? What
ending tempted him?”
Jason laughed loudly. “Don’t you
know? It was answers. It was every answer
to every question ever posed. Because that
was Marsh. He was so curious I think it
hurt him. He proposed going to the lake
because he wanted to understand its
danger. He wanted to understand
everything!”
The two girls agreed this was the
perfect ending for Marshall and Fran said
softly, “Suppose he got that? Suppose the
lake wasn’t all that bad?”
Rachel and Jason didn’t agree with
this idea at all, but they said nothing. Fran
knew just as well as they did that the lake
was dangerous, and blood-thirsty. But still,
it was about supporting each other.
So, Jason picked up the two girls,
both loosely hanging off one shoulder and
they escaped into the summer. The girls
giggled and Jason mockingly groaned as
though the girls were too heavy.
And then the lake starved.
But refused to die.
It wanted blood.
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Trix Are for Kids
Carmen Crusoe
Trix are for kids. Silly Rabbit, trix are for kids.
Use to eat that cereal so damn much as a kid,
but now the trix just don’t taste the same anymore
the trix got too real, found out the trix could kill me,
found out sugar is unhealthy.
Mama don’t pour me cereal no more
after school snack ain’t ready
as soon as I come in the door anymore
barely have time for breakfast anymore
barely have time to think anymore
the loud crunch of the Trix
don’t block my hearing anymore.
I’ve learned that trix are really tricks,
and tricks really are for kids.
That silly rabbit lost his foot
I learned luck is a trick for kids
I’ve learned caste systems.
Tricks are for kids, blue and pink would never be that close in real life
Tricks are for kids, blue and pink are really black and white
black and white is the trick.
Tricks are for kids, breakfast is not the most important meal of the day-I went to bed hungry last night.
Tricks are for kids.
There is no whole life ahead of you,
you’ve been dying since your 1st birthday.
Tricks are for kids,
there is a reason like colors sit together at lunch.
Integration was never the answer
Segregation was nothing to protest
Separate and equal was always the answer
Tricks are for kids.
Never grow out of the boys-are-icky stage.
Boys will make you sickly, mentally, physically and emotionally.
Tricks are for kids.
Hearts really do break, and it will hurt more than your toothache.
Tricks are for kids,
the apocalypse is coming close,
but they more worried ‘bout that little you sippin’ soda.
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Tricks are for kids.
Okay, Matilda did get it right,
sometimes you do have to pick your own family,
but that movie was full of magic and tricks, which will never save you.
Tricks are for kids, movies aren’t real life
Tricks are for kids
They tell you to be yourself and people will like you,
but commercials are filled with home improvements.
Tricks are for kids, your body is not your temple,
many will try to and can take residence
Tricks are for kids,
knowledge is power, but the school system is a noose,
they are succeeding in what they were built to do
Be a homicide filed suicide.
Tricks are for kids.
Tricks on you, kid.
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Mind Does Matter
Lauren Brozny
It will hit you
Like running into a brick wall
Getting slapped in the face
Struck by a wave of terror
Drowning in a sea of emotions
Eyes scan the surrounding area
Searching for something
that doesn’t exist
My rib cage confines my heartbeat
It pounds
Breathe
Calm
Down

“The trigger may not
be that of a gun, but
the pain hits like a
bullet.”

People used to be talking
Now a blur of muffled silence
Thinking so hard not to think about it
The trigger may not be that of a gun
But the pain hits like a bullet
The thoughts come racing back
as I try and escape
The world keeps turning
Spinning round and round
Focus
My brain declines
Proceeds to a jumble of chaos
A fire erupts in the pit of my stomach
spreading quickly
I don’t hear...I don’t see...
I can’t think
I am not in control
Eyes dart
Heart pounds
Mind can’t stop
My perspective is now in focus
And I am back
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Impulse
Eanna Gou
Max was not sure where she was.
Max did this every weekend: she
packed a small bag, got on a random train,
and went somewhere. Anywhere. And
then she would explore that place for the
weekend, before taking a train back to her
apartment on Sunday night. It was the only
escape she could get from her life and e
veryone in it.
This weekend, she seemed to be in
some sort of big city. She entered a coffee shop in a less crowded area of the city,
ordered a warm drink, and sat down. She
pulled out her laptop and turned on her
GPS. Ah. So she was in Elpis. The city of
dreams, money, and light. The most
popular city to visit in the country. She
had ended up here before, maybe a year or
two ago, in a warmer season.
She spent the next half hour
looking up attractions in the city. She
already knew all the major ones. Everyone did. But as the years progressed, she
gradually became more and more drawn
towards smaller places, fewer people, and
simple tranquility.
She eventually chose a small
historical museum on the borders of the
city. The last time she came to Elpis, it was
warm enough that she was able to go to
the the city park. She could go again, if she
wanted to, but she didn’t fancy spending
the rest of the day in a frozen treescape.
Sighing, she picked up her bags and
left the shop, holding her coffee tightly
between her cold hands. She took a bus to
the edge of the city. At the rate of her travel fares, she barely had any savings. She
was lucky that the government was so
adamant about making sure everyone
earned enough money to lead an easy
lifestyle as well as have a retirement fund.
She was also lucky that the
government paid her to keep her secret.

Still, unless she wanted to live the last few
years of her life in poverty, she had
better get herself together soon. At the
same time, though, she didn’t really care
about her future. She didn’t really care
about anything. Her motto had always
been to take it one day at a time. In fact,
Max was the epitome of taking it one day
at a time. The only thing driving her forwards was the human instinct to survive.
Simply survive. That had always been her
only goal, and to continue to achieve that
goal, she needed to be safe and quiet.
Once she got into the museum and
bought her ticket, she pulled off her parka
and began wandering around aimlessly.
She tossed the museum map away in the
nearest trash can. Passing by the delicate
glass displays, she saw children oohing at
the beautiful vases that artists had made a
few generations ago. Despite the fact that
she was in a historical museum, the only
artifacts the museum held were pretty,
superficial pieces of artwork.
While gazing at an ornamental silver
plate intricately encrusted with blue shards
of glass, a child, about five years old or so,
collided directly with her legs, making her
buckle her knees. She fell backwards and
sat for a bit blinking at the innocent-eyed
child who was now staring at her.
“Aaron!” an exasperated woman,
about the same age as Max, exclaimed.
“Aaron, apologize to this young lady at
once.” To Max, she said, “Oh my god, we
are so, so sorry… Here, let me help you up.”
The woman reached a hand towards Max.
Max hesitated, but reached up to
accept the woman’s hand. As she did, the
sleeve of her cheap, loose sweater rolled
up, revealing the place where most people
had their tattoos. But she did not have one.
The woman did not seem to notice at first,
but then let out a faint gasp when she did.
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Skate, Jim Van Den Broeck, acrylic
Max froze, her hand an inch away
from the woman’s hand, and anxiety immediately gripped her heart, squeezing the
life out of it. She had been so thoughtless.
Now someone else knew… come this Saturday, this woman would be gossiping about
the strange girl she had met at a museum.
The girl without a tattoo, without a soulmate, without a future. Maybe this woman
would report her to the authorities. Maybe
the government would make her run
again… move to a city on the opposite side
of the planet, get some facial reconstruction, create a new life. Or maybe the government would decide that they were tired
of cleaning up after her mistakes.
The woman gaped for a second before recovering and grabbing Max’s frozen
hand to pull her up. In the process, Max’s
sleeve fell back down over her naked arm.
Max picked up the parka that she had
dropped during her fall, and straightened
to face the woman.
The woman smiled tightly, took
her child’s hand, and quickly walked away
without another word. The boy turned his
head to stare at her, but the mother hissed
something at him, and he immediately
turned back around.

Max took hard steps in the direction
of the nearest exit, tears filling her eyes. It
was getting late. It was about time to find a
place to stay.
A few blocks away, she found a small,
cheap hotel. She showered in the dimly lit
bathroom and thirstily drank some muchneeded water.
She had a feeling that the government wouldn’t accept any more of her
mistakes, so she prepared to take her life
into her own hands. The only protection
she had from the authorities was her hotel
room, so she made as much use of it as she
could. She propped the chair against the
door handle and pushed the table against
it. She made sure the window opened easily, in case she needed to make a quick escape. She unwound a wire clothes hanger
and wrapped it around her fingers for a
makeshift set of brass knuckles.
Max fell down on top of the bed and
closed her eyes, her fist wrapped around
the handle of her bag. Her fate was in the
hands of the woman from the museum.
Whether she was relocated, or killed, or if
she became a runaway from the law, it was
tomorrow’s business. For now, it was simply another night of this.
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2:14 am
Kira Donnelly
Love is a lie when a father cuts the umbilical cord of his newborn baby,
but all he can think about is how much he wanted a son.
Love is a lie when the sound of fist on flesh is more common than the giggles that
should seep through the sediment of a house with two young girls.
Love is a lie when the hairdryer mum used to throw at dad
is suddenly kitchen knives and puncture wounds in the wall.
Love is a lie when your best friend can’t be associated with you
because you’re just “too fat.”
Love is a lie when the one you thought would never break your heart
breaks your nose and arm instead.
Love is a lie when your family ceases to exist inside what you once called home
Love is a lie when your parents continue to insist that “it’s just a phase.”
as you lay in the hospital bed after your fourth suicide attempt
Love is a lie when the one you are supposed to rely on
could very well be a magnificent figment of imagination.
Love is a lie when his eyes linger a little too long
on that girl who walked passed seconds ago.
Love is a lie when yelling and tears replace intimacy and sparkling eyes.
Love is a lie when he tells you he never wanted you, he was always in love with his ex.
Love is a lie when the only thing that makes you feel alive is the 3 × 1 piece of metal
tucked safely in between the fabric that separates your license and debit card
Love is a lie when your parents lock you out of the house in -10° weather.
Love is a lie when you wake up on a bathroom floor in a pool of your own vomit
because your best friend decided the boy with ocean blue eyes
was more important than a date-rape drugged friend.
Love is a lie when the one who said they’d stay with you
forever takes their own life instead.
Love is a lie when the person who ignites the deepest corners of your soul
is the very person who can leave you frozen solid for years to come.
For the 18 years I’ve been alive, it has become increasingly evident that love is a lie.
Attempts to counter these thoughts in my head have been almost
completely annihilated
by my belief that
love does not exist.
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Girl on the Moon, Kaela Weiss, graphite
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Connotation
Jonathan Sun
outcast | noun | \ˈau̇t-ˌkast\
: Will you accept me and my nothing;
take with you these wilted words that try to weave wonder?
trespass | verb | \ˈtres-pəs\
: Will you watch me as I dance myself away,
stumbling on mistakes left by each passing day?
amid | preposition | \ə-ˈmid\
: Will you hear my voice
even as it sings silent,
in silence still singing its story?
um | interjection | \əm\
: Will you forgive me for my hesitations:
these faults, flaws, and limitations?
whenever | conjunction | \hwe-ˈne-vər\
: Will you wait for me
even if my blemishes never become beauty?
messy | adjective | \ˈme-sē\
: Will you see me for what I am,
and let tarnished rustic hues
sing to you a melody woven
by words whispered between two?
defiantly | adverb | \ di-ˈfī-ənt-lee\
: Will you stand by my side,
and endure with me
whatever fantasy and fright await
in the tomorrows ahead?
us | pronoun | \ˈəs\
: And be there come the end
holding fast to what has gone;
so like pen embracing parchment,
our story will live on
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Ghost in the Graveyard
Jim Van Den Broeck
Stay hidden. Don’t get caught.
That’s the law of the land.
Hide your navy sea, and your enigmatic night sky.
Hide all the bluebirds with all their trills and low melodies
Silence your thoughts, not a word is uttered.
That’s how to win this game
Silence the pink tints of tired eyes.
Silence the blush in your cheeks.
Mask the scent of paranoia
Make the earth’s perfume clean and crisp.
That’s how you will reach the end.
Mask the purple in the flowers outside.
Mask the royalty in your sunken eyes.
But nothing stays hidden forever.
Everything is found.
Trying to remain an ephemeral grain of sand
will only change you into a pearl and
opaque black like a charcoal smudge on a color pencil drawing.
Nothing stays hidden forever, everything is found.
I am bisexual.
Nothing can erase my painted mind.
I am a swirl of blue.
I am abstract; and staccato streaks of pink.
I am a shaded gradient of purple.
I am an individual.
I am a pearl.
I am a work of art.
I am Jim Van den Broeck.
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Flesh + Bone, Ellie McDonnell, pen and ink
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