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She and the Rose
A cold, whispering breeze fluttered in over the frosted balcony and through the dilapidate
- doors. The rush of frozen air sent a shiver down the length of my spine, only enhancing th
' eerie feeling of abandonment surrounding myself. I knew I shouldn’t have explored this deep
_ into the palace, especially not after her... disappearance. The aged floorboards creaked with
- each step I took. A glimmer on the distant side of what appears to once have been a

bedchamber, catches my eye. I hesitantly wandered in the direction of the mysterious light.
Leave no stone unturned, right?

Upon my approach subtle, but intricate flakes of purifying snow cascaded down upon a
fragile glass terrarium. It appeared to me, just as she described. Her enchanting words
-~ forever etched into my memory.

:_.. R r . . R e

'E": - “Though it is cracked, it had visibly endured the test of time and mother nature’s wrath quite
tl]:-.‘:_-‘beauufully She’d recount her memory every nlght from her bed, resting parallel to mine. I'd
-_beg her to telI me more and of course in her sweet 51sterly manner, she would.

|||||||||||||

.-:':' ep1tome Gf'el
:_.

T hough, tHat 18 'GZHJ.Y on the m'SIde - My V01ce rushed and raised w1th hushed excitement, as
o i P -:"'- =

n"-hers Qme had, o e

;':!" ":Iraitﬂrous tears burst I:hrough the reservo1rs I held w1th1n and began to gush freely down

.....

.|"

‘gl}a,mted w1_th darkness hke thlS beloved rose - covered w1th more-so ta

i 'qunshme Her expenswe makeup, and greatly con rdrobe al
rnaterlahstlc attempt to renew her beauty and val ch in my eies was neve

elted liquid

‘ly lost=has

%..:i,r;i S the ﬁrst place el

Aot _:t* 1 I1;_1I|1|ke the rose my dear sister ger r unnatural ‘modern age’

i ':';,' served as her own outcry; a fut t at re ting her not-so-former beauty .
t‘ :_-' _outcry. ‘that was completely ovefloo'ke e, my family and I,-abandoned her just as the

;" ¥ 1nhab1tant of this palac id to th rose.

: :Just as the rose h

R drowne orrow and loss, her worth outranked by that of
§-isociety’s synthet 1deals art1ﬁ,c1al fulfillment regarded as important over that of
% - ~mother nature’s eatlon

d. She died due to neglect and ignorance. She died by her own

-F"'::I.-_.'; © Just as the rose had, s
a rose by her side. One final win for the materialistic world in

~ hand, with her reflect

- which she ' lived.

R e W e nE

Amanda Lastorino
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Hanahaki : 0 .

may you always find happiness and joy
discover love beyond what love can give
treasure the voice of your lover
and always give what you can’t live - i
may you live all the days of your life .
to the fullest and utmost glee '
for the joys of your life are the joys of mine
even if they aren’t with me

and the vines will capture mine
the thorns of painful unreturned love
hopefully end with time
may you always be happy and glad
for you that’s all i desire
but the bleeding needles stab at my heart
the situation dire
may you live all the days of your life
i’'m afraid i-cannot live mine
i wish you all the happiness and lov
and with that 1 fare goodbye

may the flowers of density clear from your chest ‘




Hyacinths

The ivy grew. Slowly at first, but it grew With time the vines
~ twisted and turned around the crumbhng red bricks. It’s arms
stretched out slowly embracing the dilapidated house, becom-

| ith it. As more and more time passed the house grew
of Just a house, abandoned a%icl V01d and more

ﬁ_more an n}ore Evern;
he porseh oa?k 1n31de

some kind of odd duet, maller o arich the riie I would rather not be.
He, not I, spat disgust in my | face at what I had become, the monster behmd_
‘the reflection of normahty | :

T R .-E-nnw

the mirro

The mirror,
e b £ oY Mirror on the wall,
Rk 28 o Kaﬂyn Helton Doesn’t just share your 1mage
P Ry Doesn’t just show your looks,
Look into your own eyes,
See your flaws, " =7 #4
Redirect yourself back to your chlldhood
What do you see?
Looks?
Regreir.,
-Did you let yourself down? _
The mirror isn’t just a reflection,
'The mirror isn’t just to brush your teeth,
But a reflection on who you used to be.

Zoe Huber__,




Penitence

The cottage felt cold and unwelcoming as
Frankie pushed her way in. It had been
months since she stepped foot in here
and it felt strange and foreign when she
opened the door. Even though it was
never sunny here, always humid, and the
air was suffocating, she fell in love with
the little house. Walking inside made her
feel calm and blissfully happy.

Today was different. All she felt was guilt,
anger, and a lack of everything else. She
closed the cottage door and dropped her
only bag by the fireplace. She sat on the
bed and she cried.

Frankle fell asleep afte cried.
she woke up, ‘a [ and
clouds still cov sky #t SO

alone and lpless had n0thing left.
Franki ed
fing ursi

the |
The P st

at her left ring
as tattooed there in

for Perseus, her husband.
wa y the reason why she was in
ism ut she didn’t blame him. He
dewerything he could, but in the end it
a! enough. He was now sitting in a
cel ewhere, maybe hoping for death,
m starving- she didn’t know. Her
hea¥tibroke and she started crying again.

~

‘us had come around the summer of
erglihior year while she was at college.
he walking down the street and he
just aged to bump into her. They
ame close, but it was soon after that
eft he came back next, he

in jail. Frankie’s
nothlng, but he was

l becaus' ]. She

fra

Q. e

couldn’t speak to him after that.

He tried to win her back for months but
it was no use. Frankie was stubborn and
unforgiving when someone hurt her
family. But he was relentless.

Her father was framed as well, another
crime Frankie thought Perseus had come
up with to ruin them. But just before her
father was executed, Perseus stepped in
and saved him. Her brother came home
from jail and it was as if nothing had
happened.

Truth be told she missed him all those
months when she was freezing him out.

ﬁ i}talk “;g,aln When she
en ,l‘. B
controlled all the inner

the government. Any law that was passed,
any war that was started, any bomb that
went off in another nation was because
he let it happen. Nothing was done
without his consent. Perseus’ job was to
make sure the cities were unaware and
put down any unrest if they did find out.
When Perseus fell for Frankie, his father
tried to cut that tie. Perseus was not
allowed to marry just anyone, because
some random girl off the street could be
dangerous for the business.

But his father missed one tiny detail.
Perseus didn’t want to work for the
business in the first place and he felt it
was cruel. But he was always afraid to
stand up to his father because of his
power. Frankie changed all that.

This could have been the end of the story,
but Frankie screwed up. She didn’t want
the government to work the way it did, so
she told everyone she knew. A rebellion
was brewing, but the business found out,

and destroyed everything she held dear.
Her family was slaughtered, right in front
of her, and Perseus was dragged away
unconscious right back to his father.
Frankie ran for her life but the guilt was
eating away at her and she knew she
hadn’t fought the way she should have.

It had been months and Frankie hadn’t
left the cottage once. Her shame and
heartbreak was almost too much to han-
dle. Frankie would die here if she didn’t
figure out a way to save her husband

She only had one thing to bar
and she knew Perseus’ fath gree
to it.

here to .aug Qle said
eake : #
ﬁe bu11d1 agnificent. Every level
- as cov indows that shone like
diamon d looked as if it reached the
clouds.
“Do you have an appointment?” The
speaker suddenly squeaked.
“No, but he’ll want to speak to me. I'm
Frankie.”
There was a silence on the other side and
suddenly the door clicked open. Just as
she had expected, two men took her arms
and escorted her to the lower levels of the
tower. They forcefully sat her down on a
metal chair and locked her in the room.
Frankie wasn’t fussed, she knew he would
come.
The door finally opened and Perseus’
father entered. Suit and tie, hair cut
cleanly and gelled back, he looked like a
proper business man. He was the spitting
image of Perseus, and if Perseus wasn’t so
different from his father, she would hate
Perseus too- just because he looked like
this man.

“I was wond

up. Perseus

‘en you would show
“I want to make

j‘\ .” She wasn’t
was on ion.

going to spend a e with fluff. She
He s “Your freedom for his, I

’guess.”

He raise eyebrows. “I'm interested to
he?v u can offer me.”
ea my memories.”
‘m sorry?” He asked.
my brain. Take away the memories I
so that I can’t threaten you anymore

':1 all that I know. Let Perseus go and I
ill never spill your secrets again.”

“But you want me to let you go after I've
taken your memories?”

“Will it matter? It’s not like I'll be able to
hate you if I don’t remember you.”

He looked slightly impressed. It brought
her a little pride to feel like she surprised
this powerful man.

“Alright.” He said.

“Really?”

“Yes. I think we can have that arranged
this afternoon.”

“There’s nothing else to it? You’re just
going to say yes?”

“You’re giving up everything and I'm
gaining everything. There’s nothing to
think about.” He turned to the door and
then paused. “Why did you come here,
agreeing to give up your memories?”
“You’ve taken everything from me and I
let it happen. Perseus is the only thing
still standing and I have to save him. His
life is worth more than mine anyway.”
“So you’re running away from your
mistakes because you feel guilty?”
“Essentially.”

“I don’t know why my son fell in love



with you.” The man pushed open the
door and walked away.

She was led to another room, even
farther down than the interrogation room
she was sitting in earlier. The room was
bright and completely gray. There were a
few instruments, the ones that would seal
her fate. The door suddenly swung open
and Perseus was there, trying to drag her
away.

“Do you really think I would let you do
this? Are you insane? Get out of here
right now! I can handle my father!”

He had bags under his eyes and he was
thinner than she remembered. His skin
was pale and he had cuts and bruises all
over his arms. And then there was one
little scar near his right eye that she had
given to him by accident. She touched it
lightly.

“The agreement has already been made.
Just know that I love you and I want you
somewhere safe.”

“You're crazy, we are leaving right now-"
“Perseus!” Frankie said.

He stopped.

“I'm not going anywhere. I screwed up
and I have to make something right. I can
do this knowing you are free from that
tyrant.”

“No-"

She pulled him into a hug. “Destroy this
whole thing for me, okay? Get away from
here and burn this all to the ground.”

He was quiet when she pulled away.

“I'm not letting this happen.” And then
without a goodbye, he left to find his
father.

Frankie turned around to the nurse. “Do
it before Perseus comes back.”

Frankie lay down on the table as the nurse
prepared. She closed her eyes and thought

Maybe she

her mind wou
best peace she ¢

Frankie closed her eyes an I‘IL.
began the process. ’ ‘

~

His eyes were cold as he stared at her.
“You have no idea who I am, do you?”
She stared right back at him. “Am I
supposed to know who you are?”

He sighed.

I’'m Perseus.”

“Frankie. That’s it, that’s all I remember.”
He nodded. “Well that’s a start. Here’s
the thing, you and I are going to start a
revolution.”

*&stomach twisted. All
hose d€at

hs.and i

s caused by her.

n ially dead, but
on hat was the

ope for right now.

Begin Again

“The purpose of a poem is to get the reader to think, even for a moment.”

-began again.
The girl smiles wide, a sad glint in her eyes.
The violent memory fading when she sees his figure.
The boy walks out of the store, holding the box.
It’s white wrapping paper
Shining.
Like the stars themselves.
She waves to him.
He waves back.
His dark hair ruffled from the wind.
He pulls his jacket up
To shield him from the cold.
He looks to his right
And crosses the street.
The girl notices too late, once again.
She stands.
Her voice caught in her throat.

The truck sends him forward.

l Yet the present lands at her feet,

® e
L XN

“We have a lot to talk about.

Madison Butler

‘ingle drop of crimson poisons the white glow
: of the paper.
' ‘ She throws off her goggles.
\ nees give out and she falls to the carpeted floor.
She must save the boy.
She stands once more.
' from the floor.
She must save him.
. So she-

She drops the remotes.
mbling hands raise the goggles to her face, and scoop the controllers

Julien Makoutz



Bandaids

Patch me up.
Cover me in bandages.
Wrap up my wounds.
' I hurt, but I don’t know where.
' An empty feeling from inside hurts everywhere on the outside.
A bandaid should do it.

' ’ A bandaid from anyone else.
, Q To cover the bruises,
I

. Th apped Boy To cover the scratches,
' To cover the memory of you.
I look i mirr' all I see is the boy. The boy that is me, the boy that is You hurt too, don’t you?
trappe ide the'reflection the boy stands with sad eyes that call my name, my A bandaid should help.
presence, myssoul, to let him free, to let him live. He wants to be let out, let out of Just put it on where it hurts.
my lifele y. My body that stands with shame, my body that tells its story with You’ll feel better soon.
less s of femininity, smooth skin that does not fit quite right, and to top it Then you can leave me be.
off, bréasts that define motherhood, and a vagina that defines womanhood. The
’g slim waist, the lack of a forest on arms, the lack of a flat chest, the lack of ’ Jul“koutz
ack of oneself. The little boy aches on the other side. Aches with a want, a

woman on this side, me, I ache too. Because I am struggling, struggling Gy .
to liv m struggling to be the daughter of my mother. I have to kill that boy in / . ' - '

the reflé€tion, the boy that wants to live. But to kill him is to kill me. But this is .
i don’t miss you

féfymy mother, this is to save her from the deadly son she does not want. Yes, she ’ .
Qon’t miss you, but i miss the way you looked at me ‘

no longer have her daughter. But that is because she just could not have a son.
i don’t walk with my head down when i see you anymore, but i

. notice when you pretend not to see me
’n’t daydream of your skin against mine, but i find myself trying

to remember what it was like ’
i don’t miss you, but i think about you on bad days ‘

George Green

: %
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.’ i don’t remember if you ever meant it when you said you loved me,

L

but i replay it in my head when i’'m lonely

i don’t choke when i think about you anymore, but i find myself

a

pinching my arm every once in awhile when you cross my mind

i don’t miss you, but i miss how you gave me a reason to live . .‘
‘ e %
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Valentine’s Day

February 14, 2020. It was yet another Valentine’s Day, but this one was going to
be different. Charissa Rose Jenkins. I called Charissa Rose. I liked her, maybe even
loved her and today, well today I was finally going to ask her to be my girlfriend.
Philip and Craig both gathered around me as we conferenced on how I was going
to approach her. I saw her conversing with her friend, Marylee. I displaced myself
from the group and walked toward her as she did me. Her eyes were ocean blue
with the sun giving them a beautiful sparkle. I looked at her and before I could
say a word, she reached her hands out to grab mine. When I touched her hands, it
was like putting frozen meat in a nice warm oven. We stayed in that position for
a minute until the bell rang. Philip, Craig, Marylee, Charissa Rose all went into
Ms. Willis’ class. I've heard rumors about Ms. Willis’ version of Valentine’s Day.
She makes all of her students basically mimic everything she does, and it controls
all of their love interest. Basically, her first husband divorced her and her second
husband cheated on her, so she hates everything about love and forces all of her
students to live a loveless life like she does. I looked through her door as she locked
it behind me. I looked at Charissa Rose. She looked at me from the window and,
then she was gone. Ms. Willis’ spell had rose upon them. They had lost their love
interest. She opened the door a few minutes later. I rushed to Charissa Rose to see
if she still knew who I was. To my surprise, she did. She came over to me, hugged
me, kissed me, and held tightly to my face. I felt her hands move on my face. She
twisted, and... “And he was gone.” Ms. Willis said. “She was my apprentice forever.”

Briahnna Williams
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The Show

Little more than a year ago you were telling me that you loved .
mattered
We were two leads in a show neither of us signe
Somewhere between now and you, the character yo
sucked me in.
In our dance we got lost.
Forgot that every show has an en

Sure the curtain was bound to shut, but you p l’it
monologu

to

ssed o

your skin

di
during a mournful

You shut me off before you stop ‘ if I was finished.
Now here, on a dark stage, I fésent you.
Every time your face appears behind m lids, my body shakes.

Here on this da e seething.
I fell fory aractet;'not you.
On this dark st say that I hate you.

Or maybe I hate what you did.
Maybe my bones tremble becau y know that no matter how I try to
1l so desperate to please you.

convince mysel a
I c‘ft the curtain with my hands.
Now when I see you o et, our show plays in rapid reverse in my head.
[ sta Qaight like I don’t see you.
-,
Straight-

B ore than see you. I feel you.

ulse ifies in my ears like clattering cymbals.
lk like nothing is happening but it feels like my insides are
twisting into knots.
So my show, our show, is over.
d it feels as though, as my character was shelved,
I am put away.

Rin Jernigan
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The Match Girl ‘. towards the city. The metropolis center was a dark place, filled with crime and
debauchery. She walked for what felt like miles in her wet shoes. Her hands already
The withered old lady coughed, pulling her blan clos‘e attempted to turn her shivering in her coat pockets. A car sped by and splashed slush up onto her, sending
head towards the girl but couldn’t make it half Her héad now resting on the the poor girl stumbling backward away from the coldness. Ally furiously attempted to
tattered pillow; smiling weakly. She heard her ddaughter talking to the wall again. wipe away the snow from her body. Her hands turning blue in the process, her cheeks
and small nose already bright red, yet she struggled onwards. As she rounded a corner
i “What a strange girl...” she thought, her bod' g. atop a hill just high enough to see over the buildings below, the cityscape opened up
) in front of her. Lines of smoke drifted lazily into the clouds while she started to make
. “Deemo, I already told you this! Grandma said we to go shopping.” her way d'own,_the hill. Random geometric shapes jutted out haphazardly while laying
' against the white ground; creating a beautiful portrait of a city that at heart, was not
The girl paused as if listening for a quiet sou She reached her hand out and brushed beaut}ﬁ,ﬂ ‘Residents of the scornful city walked about like ants. Ally’s knapsack loosely
her hand up against the wall, feeling the ro er cracks between her fingertips. hung from her shoulders as she reached into it. She removed thirty cents from a small
The girl then looked up through the hole in . Their house was in dire shape, - compartment inside and pulled them out with jittery hands. She continued to walk
apart from the massive hole in the roof, th ats living in the walls and the : for a while longer before she saw her special friend appear from behind a lamppost.
only source of heat was from a gas stove that ha more fuel; useless like every-
r thing else in the house. It was only a rusted fragmeéfit of scrap now, decaying in the _ “Deemo!” she exclaimed, running up to his side.
E' corner. The girl’s eyes grew dull and she lookéd at her Grandmother with remorse. i -
gure said nothing, just slowly bending its head to look down at her with his dark

“We don’t have much money, Grandma. Wh

‘9 ged?”

. The old lady only weakly smiled again. Her frail bod ttered while a coughing fit d step ped away; she looked up at him like a small child.
‘came along. After it had subsided, she took a deep breath. o TR, - - W
: &“ “Thanks for coming with me! Are you here to protect me?”

- “It’s alright Ally, I just need some matches... I'm ’ ﬂE?‘i."v
. She said easmgly The figure didn’t react. He just stared at her intently.

~ She trailed off, closing her eyes and drifting to sleepaith 8.

'Zg.pe girl sitting on the other side of the room stood up calm

‘wall she had been talking to. A tall, slender figure materialized in front of her. It was - ol :
stark black and standing on its toothpick-esque legs. It ; ' =, o e _ erson yelled, trudging on by.
0 bend over her to fit in the small, cramped room. It’s ) es pi : e,

odd friend. A few years back he had appeared when she movec'l away fron'1 Ber‘- 0 '. i = =h -_ , but e zvgged that away too. She put on her broken sm1le once more and pulled
€. She didn’t remember much from then, only that she was ver B A : 0od on from the hoodie she had under her trench coat. It was a light gray one she

s long as she could remember. Deemo watched as the stranger walked away.
nakes me such a freak?” said Ally, changing the pace and walking again.

emo strode a few feet behind; remaining unresponsive to her questions.

: shook the negative feeling away and slipped on her torn :
rench coat; dirty with edges that were once sharp. The inside wa

aying from age and use. Ally loved it more than Deemo, but she:lé'hd;l_g t exact- &

WlS life together, ya’ know? I wish we had a house like the people we see,
put a little Santa hat on you!”

et was quiet, snow fell from the air and hit the ground lightly. Ally could see s
th as her feet crunched along the run-down sidewalk. She headed north, ed I o‘ ore and more people walking turned and shot her
a7 L strange looks. een speaking loudly, so she stopped moving and whispered




to Deemo.
“I think you’re drawing attention...”

Deemo just looked back at her again with his quiet expression. Ally realized what she
had just said and looked down solemnly.

“Yeah, I know...”

She stuffed her hands back into her pockets and kept walking towards the
convenience store on the corner of the street just up ahead. Deemo followed her
closely while she walked, looking straight ahead like a soldier on a mission.

They arrived and she entered the brightly lit building, rubbing her eyes as the
fluorescent light hit them. Ally looked back to see where Deemo was, but he had
disappeared once again. She was alone as she strolled down the aisles, looking
greedily upon the bagged chips and soda. Ally made her way towards the front of
the store, and saw the matches behind the counter. She fumbled her hands in her
knapsack and grabbed the thirty cents, pulling it out to inspect them. She cautiously
approached the checkout area, looking up’iﬂ‘tﬁe cashier.

Jello, what can I help you with?” said the man, chewing his gum annoyingly.

hier laughs again and takes her money, putting
nned for a moment, tears welling up in the corng

at’s m-m-mine...” she saldJSMkﬂy *'# _ :
5 ‘:.rl. - —— e 4 "5 5 "

Fa J -

7_ snickered and pointed at'-mhe deor “ s‘

9
.

A=l B Were@lmost :
. % to t@e‘i‘l;he&l—ler mind suddenly got very fuzzy and her whole body got very

sat down, weeping gently into her coat. Deemo lumbere ‘3

station, standing above her and looking down. Ally looked d reached a

hand towards his stilt-like legs. Deemo stood there, motionless as _Ally’s hand went

right through him. He peered down and watched her attempt to s‘t closer to him.

Ally started to shiver violently, her clothes now wet with the snow vx.itting in.
N

rom the gas

.?” She whispered, wiping te

veryone h-hate me..

"1er just stood there like always. Ally wanted to go .ne so she
1d up. She got about halfway up before her legs suddenly b ‘arm
I over. Ally was very confused. Her legs were completely n y ey
blue. She sat there staring at them for several minutes bef he t

do
smiled

She d to giggle dreamily as she saw Deemo walk in front of her and b
’I:H&S ape suddenly shrank, and he became a teenage boy, about 16 or 17
sweetly as he crouched down low next to her.

:_']._'I' .

g L
=
-
-

; but I think I'll be needing this back.” He says, taking her ¢ ff.

". d stood up, looking down at her. .

oy walked

:r ' :i. ht? I know you hate goodbyes.”

- _-_- h-_-_ ! ‘
- Ally loo p at him a d%ppﬂy “Tomorrow for sure, Dustin.”,
a 5 b
i 1 1! i P

11 backwards into the cold snow; falling unco’!s, as

Julien Makout e ‘
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He wasn’t a hero to the world,
but a hero he was,

to this little girl.

The protector of my heart
counselor of all my pains

. ' A hero in my eyes of love
‘ . The blood that runs within my veins

My dad’s arms help me reach
the things that are not always in arms reach
His loving and caring pure heart carry me
He truly inspires me

My best memory I'll ever recall
Is the gift of his sweet presence,
The greatest gift of all.

You pick me up when I fall,
You give me strength when I am weak
This is why he will forever be
The best of all.

¢
4
%

Julianna Mata

All the Money in the World

Walking down the main road of town you see a lot of different things. Shopkeepers
closing up, the few apartment owners locking the gates outside their doors, and
those not fortunate enough to have a place to live... or anything to eat. Here you
can find just about every kind of homeless person. There’s the group of children
dressed in rags (who are all either orphans or runaways), the drunkards that blew
everything in their life for the bitter taste of alcohol, and there are even just average
people who lost everything in some freak accident.

Though all of these people share something in common, these is always something
causing a discomfort walking down this road. It’s no wonder that the shops and
residents lock their doors and gates. Most of the adults in their situation would
stoop so low as to break into a house or jewelry store.

But the children, the children all seem content with their situation. It’s almost like
they don’t mind. And late at night, you can hear it. A few of the children playing
in the street, singing, dancing, and not having a care in the world. These kids that
wear rags and nothing to cover their feet playi “ﬂ(e those more fortunate than

them.
}!t the others huddled
if she had would S a c‘ he told

the world.

Megan Goin ‘
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Fallen Saint
Parody of the First Verse of The Sound of Silence by Simon and Garfunkel

Hello Jesus, my old friend
You’ve come to talk to me again
Because my footsteps softly creeping
Left their sound while you were sleeping
And the footsteps that were echoed through your brain
Still remain
Within the sound of silence
* %k
Hello Satan, my old friend
I’'ve come to talk to you again
Because the grace of your great preaching
Left its seeds while I was leaving
And the grace that was planted in my brain
Still remains
Within the sound of silence

Chris Abrams
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Darker Daysqm W '.
I’'ve see arkeg
t?\ fgu
by thé’
where bod ecay.
O .0,
e rot

ell is too much to bear,

. SO could¥ou sit there and not even care?
‘ ' You say you love this country
’ oh,
and you’ll do anything for it.
' ' But when things get too hard you just give up and quit!
‘ You say you want change, but instead you just sit there and cry,
. so how could something change if you don’t even try!

You’ve had a rough few days?

4 :
‘ what’s that?

I might float away.
The rain dances with us now.

Please hold on to me. '

Rain &
P 4

[ 4

Rin Jernigan

o,
c %

Trust me, son,
you'll see darker days.

Devin Gilbert



Little Bell

I’'m poorly tied to this
little
world
I’'m tall, loud, and big.
But I get lost. I'm just a large
little
kid
I'm lost in a universe bigger than me
So I tend to wander these
little
rooms
I’'m surrounded by amazing friends
But I've never felt so meaningless and
SO
little
But this little bell keeps ringing
And I keep walking

Julien Makoutz

Little bell, the little item that keeps me here.

“Oh, my,” the gypsy says, putting my hand ba able @f”wing it a small pat.

“Why, I've never seen someone more ordinary in my life. v - &
“Really?” I ask, flabbergasted. " =y

“Oh, yes,” she repeats. “Really, nothing spectal will come from your flfe at all. Truly :
remarkable, how ordinary you are. Amazing.” E
I scoff. “I knew this was a waste of my time,” I mutter, shoving the chair back as I ...-31
stand. “Nothing extraordinary at all?> No doomed fate? No gruesome end?”

“I'm afraid not, son. Why don’t you marry that pre: glrl waltmg out51de have some
children, settle down. I can assure you that your o
palmist stands and tries to lead me back into the sea 3
I can determine your firstborn’s gender? Only five--”

don’t have to ‘settle down’--"
“Oh, no!” she exclai

d chair and snatching my
' rough spots on my fingertips,
of writing furiously with my right

,Justing her jewels to
No death in your future. Strange,
am ii t tell. Settle

e her, sure, but I can’t pass on my—-
el t gomg to die,” she reminds me. “You’re very—-

inary. I get it. Thanks anyway,” I say, putting a bill on the table sto.‘

smiling as she feels -
hand. "Wt ;
“No, now I am quj i
better adorn he

our p
ts. “Marry that pretty girl.

the tell

of the establishment.

“Any luck?” my friend asks.

“Bust.”

“Okay,” she says. “Anything you want to do before tomorrow?” Her voice is
and caring, and I know she’s only hiding her pain.

Unlike her, I’'m over it.

“Yeah. I need to do something extraordinary.”

Raegan \}h'ge 3
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16 and Crazy

I’'m 16 years old and I'm crazy. I've read somewhere that they go together. But why
16 and crazy? I've been many other ages in Keller and Wichita and I alway” .
t

that I'm crazier than I was the year before. I've read that yo 'tyge, back
you were yesterday because you were a completely differe .
lot throughout the past year, and each trial leaves silver in my hai and

my feet. I've walked the roads of Washingto .ve ong the clouds,
each leaving their consequences. ‘

The harsh reality is that the clouds
are. Those who walk the cloud i

scarred
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Greenward Trall

:'I -,1 A 1

buddi e went
use. [ had an
sts, but they kept
introduced us at
e were J@St about to go through
ag full of assorted smaller bags
st show everyone our weed!”
m rented out a frat house with his
ned to be a dealer, Tom supplied and Nick

down Greenward Trail which was the fastest way to my frien
1nterest1ng choice of friends back then, mostly stone and

the door, “Hey! You guys came at the right

this whole bag!” Tom revealed a ize zipl
of weed. In the back a voice y

We were qu ered insi

d time t
g room and immediately get hit with the smell of

N1c

mex1caxgr’1d Marijuana, Alison turned to me and chuckled “these are your

friends?” In front of us was a wide couch and a loveseat, in the middle was a coffee

table with bongs, pipes, and bags from the local taco shop they frequented. Tom sat

down on the love seat and extended both of his legs out as if he was the king, Nick

came out of the kitchen with a case of beer, Alison and I sat down on the couch,

which felt and smelled like it was picked up off the street. Tom qulckly rolled me
- ajoint and handed me a hghter the first hit was strong, gotta say they knew 'thelr )
T ,.sxuff I passed the joint around back to Tom Alison didn’t smoke so. sh u ¥

the. beejr for a WhJIe each oﬁ us ethangE:d §ppﬂés, gol{fa,;a;a augh



-tfl.ough.t that she was hungove ? ght or even just sk1pp1ng When I got
- home I called one of her friends e might have been staying at. “No she’s

ﬁ_.f'.!' * not here, and she hasn’t been picking up My pages either.” With no luck I then tried

calling her parents, I mean I don’t know why she would’ve left to visit her family
but I was pretty much out of options, ither her family or her friends had seen
her. I called Tom and told him my situatd as that me and him would
go down Greenward trail to see if she m e of the road or at least find
some clues. It was 4:30 and sunny when Tof'came with hlS crappy BMW barely
squeaking around, I told him to follow me and to kegp an ﬂer car along
the way. We headed down the trail with me being signi han Tom, I

also noted that the sky was overcast, which was odd fo g clear not

before, That’s when I noticed a strange fog roll in, I had slow down iﬁ be-

ing able to see, I couldn’t even see the trees next to the road, The fog't

little bit and the air was significantly colder than normal, I looked behind meto see .

if Tom’s headlights were there, but I didn’t see them, I wasn’t sure what was going
on, but I sure as hell didn’t like it. It felt like I was on the same road but also wasn’t
at the same time you know? Next thing I know my car dies, just the battery kaputs
right in front of me. I park my car, and in front of my car was an old sedan, empty
and rusted. I got out to inspect the car, and saw that there were opened empty food
containers and wrappers inside, with both doors wide open. I then noticed little
whatever animal it was it had to be blg, like a bear ora .bobt;at frem the she,é‘r[' 2
of the claw ma,rks Ikept 'Walklng doanhﬁ. q_z{"' . what -Saw.lﬁ_péqti ,made.,

-.lll

‘ O] vith 1 ratch marks
e, - i i
P e sy T -"hu-—, i i "'*
\ v+ anlyr o0 A o b1 Y

scuff marks on the side of the doors, like some animal was scratching the car, _bu.t R

Ot

oW @

: I'IE".
|‘-. 1.. E -..".

love of | me, to this day don’t know What happened or what that |

A thrng was. Y‘earsﬁiav"e past since then. Now Tom is a community manager at his

local church, he really picked his life up after college. Now we just reduce our
friendship to talking on Facebook from time to time, Nick and I didn’t really talk
after college. And I got married to the love of my life. Tom and I still talk about
what happened that day, and my wife has even chimed in a few theories as well: like
maybe I got pulled into another dimension or something, or that the trail is cursed
or whatever. I just, I just try not to think about that day or how many people didn’t
make it out. But every now and then I see a missing persons report from that road,
and it scares me to know what might have happened to those people.

. Li-{Carriet
D o ll o



My cousin got caught with so
Remember getti

“e a whit
e 9 ’che la \

t of

Plckmg alI Ithe cotton ]ust so 1t could be sold

2
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1 adr;qnt‘ we got problems in our community
Someone m'iight shoot you, stab you steal all of your jewelry
A These things ain’t new to me

But we striving for unity

quarters
is supporters
deport her

o They might call us beaners, SpICS and wetbacks
~ Those words are just setbacks
But mex1cans are grmdmg getting money Where the checks at

spouse
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A Paris Dream
“Laura watch out!” James yelled.
But the motorcycle came speeding toward her. She didn’t have any time to move out
of the way before the vehicle hit her head on. She fell, feeling several bones break in
her body, and then she blacked out as soon as her head slammed against the ground.
When Laura opened her eyes, there was a bright light above her. She squinted and
turned her head, groaning as a severe headache hit her. She moved her hands a little,
just to see if they would work, and they did. She wiggled her toes and she didn’t feel
any pain- other than the pounding that continued on in her head.
“Hello, Mrs. Diala,” A nurse walked into the room. “How are you?”
“Where am I?”
The last thing she could remember was walking by her husband on cobbled streets
in France. She was on her honeymoon. Then there was nothing. But this woman
didn’t have a French accent and everything seemed familiar.
“You’re in Chicago, ma’am.” She said a bit too loudly. “I will call your husband and
we can discuss what happened.”
An hour later a man arrived. He had shaggy brown hair, a beard, and bags under his
brown eyes.
“I can’t believe they were telling me the truth.” He breathed a sigh of relief and
came running over to her. He grabbed her hand and fell into a chair beside her. “I
thought you would never wake up.”
“Of course I would. You didn’t have to bring me back to the states. I'm sure they
have perfectly good hospitals in France.”
James gave her a quizzical look and then something dawned on him. “Didn’t the
nurse tell you?”
“No, she was waiting for you.” Laura smiled. “I think that we should visit the Eiffel
tower the minute I get
out of this bed. We can go back, I'm sure we can swing the cost.”
He pursed his lips and nodded. “Laura,” He took her hand. “It’s 2018.”
She stared at him for a second. The last thing she remembered was the second day
of her honeymoon in 2013.
“But-”
“There’s...one more thing.”
“Is this her?” A little girl walked in with Laura’s parents, she was about 5 years old.

Her auburn pigtails bounced as she sat on James’ lap.

“Laura, this is your daughter Layla.”

- di

Madison Butler

Jay walked along his and Lahles’ room. He was deep in his thoughts, thomghts that no

matter how much he tried to banish, never left. They surfaced every tifme he walked
past the mirror, the one Lahles tried to convince Jay to get rid of the r,.t Jay

d try to find who he’d used to be, but hiS&#War
nken, ashen skin covered with hairline scars that n

cious brown hair had been burnt black by the unnatural magic thét kept

Jaisei

is hair wa dead, so the fire-licked hairs on the half his head neyes gr
ber eyes had been tainted by that damned magic, and no va
ng enough, he’d catch a glimpse of himself, not Jay, but Jaisei.
forget for too many reasons, a witches name. But no, he was neve
the ability to access the natural worldly magic. He always th t
ing for a bit of magic, but now that he had this toxic sweet ic
gh him, he only wanted it out.
r himself through the mirror, wishing to return to himself. His co e’
d touch Jaisei’s warm fingers, but the mirror would separate them.
ed that sickly magic on creating an illusion that the old Jaisei was there
re him, clothed in rich purple Tankan dancing clothes, and himself in ambe‘es.
foolish use of magic, but it was the only thing that kept him going.
ey’d dance like Jay always wanted to. Jaisei holding him up as he leape n
about, golden and purple ribbons wrapping about each other almost as int#i€ately*as
they danced, the beautiful past and the forsaken present. Although Jays deterio g
muscles protested the dance of his people, he couldn’t stop. He refused tgaTh s
where his soul belonged, deep in the Tankan desert, dancing away wit har :
How he longed to join Ivo in his lone dances, it was unbalanced to e alone, but
Jay had an appearance to maintain. Ivo’s inky black ribbons were a ey spun,
alone, just as Jay was now. Although he had the illusion he was_youn d he was
dancing with someone, he’d always be alone. His youth ‘en, Jaisei was
dead.
Lahles opened the heavy door to their chambers, and Jais&
gone. Jay would stand, staring at himself in the mimgor. La
of the twisting dance clothes that had foun mﬁ;
corpse-like body.

les woul him, an bed.
d ter l‘h IOM lh.)
‘ace% st hot su "m

Arden Williams ¢

attered, the illusion
s"'would help him out
, slowly revealing his

clutch Lahles as he bitterly wept.
rgive him for not letting him




To find the hidden meanings of your deceltful Words

L The words you disguise behind lies
as weak - emotionally susceptible, everyone said. Cloaking yourself as a friend

ssed of my sentimentality. But I think all those years

cated are what prepared me for my training. I had to fight I look at you

so much harder than y peers just to be on the same level as them, and eventu- Not to temp you further

ally all that effort put p. I think those very hardships are what allowed me But instead to understand what I did to deserve you
to grow and be accept t system - given the job, so to speak. I should have

known I would screw everyt up. I look

To know the truth

4 . The words that fly off your to :
hemical makeups Like missiles ready to ki
 through train- N
‘The rules were I look in your eyes

I knew from
Even my parents were e
of being judged and de

There was just somethingl8o... captivating about the individual I had been assigned
to. She was quiet and sweet, but loud when she wanted to be. She was shy and

reserved, but stood up fo hen standing up was needed. And she loved to
sit in solitude for long in S ‘e, just contemplating life and humanity and

Tianna Kell

silly little things like emotiofs an chology. I rather enjoyed when she spent

time with just herself, because it 1 t I could spend time with just her.

I had learned so many things hese quiet moments. Like how she
fiddled with the hem of her sh ervous or simply bored and how
she chewed on her bottom lip wh intrigued her, her eye t w1th

fascination. She was intrigued by so many thmg c1ted to
learn. I loved her intellect. I loved her kmdness n. I loved "
beautiful blue eyes and her all-consuming .d her

r

11<e You

i like you

I type these words you see.
Little do you know I hide them.
In simple spots you won’t look.

Kempt tidily, unlike you.

The one thing we were never megnt to do, and I had done it. The first rule we ever et though you’re messy
learned, and I had betrayed it. I was helplessly, unconventionally, wholeheartedly in il e e
love. And if ever found out, I would be disgraced and locked away for my crrnzes . _ Our world is big, but I'm
. ~ Unfit for anyone else but you
Tabitha Tomlinson por o OB ~
e - Julien Makoutz
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' A Broken Heart

‘ . [ wonder sometimes if you're the reason,

The demon, of why I'm so beaten
Through my struggles, thoughts written in bits

. ‘ And the sleepless nights there have been
[ wonder sometimes if I even exist,
And if I could consist of bliss
. With wide open smiles and glassy eyes
Until I've called it quits
. I wonder sometimes if you're the one who cries

And if so, you’d be the one who denies
Through the pain with no peep

. Within years it’s known that it intensifies
‘ You are lovely, dark and deep,

‘ But all I do is weep,

It’s my time to sleep,
It’s my time to sleep.

®
"‘ Breanna Galle
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Thank You!

The Lit Mag Team would like to thank
everyone for all the stories they have submitted.
This project could not be produced without the

incredible creativity and passion of the writers
at Timber Creek.

- Lit Mag Team
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