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My eves see many things
Like the occan guarding our states

The grav [cathers of a pigcon's wings
The uniqueness ol others' traits

pocm by amaranth

What vou sce is dilferent than what I see
You may scc the lands ol forcign places
[xotic animals running around [ree

The familiar looks of vour [riends’ [aces

[ imagine things unknown in vour cves

Islands floating among a pale blue sky

Strangers. unknown (o me. and their dreary sighs
Dragons and angels. hovering high

What I sce inspires such

[ know it is not that much
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Sl()l\ by henry hernandez

in-between

My eyes open and I see my body in a hospital
bed. What the hell? I look around the room.

It is a bland tan color. The decor is also bland.
Everything about this hospital room is bland.
My body’s eyes don’t open. As the life support
machine tries to make my unwilling lungs to
breathe, I take a deep breath outside of my
earthly body.

My family is nowhere to be seen. I am seated

in a love seat facing my human body. My body
lays still— unmoving. It is almost as if Iam in a
coma.

“You are in a coma,” says a voice behind me.

I whirl my head around only to find nobody
there. I turn back around and see my sister in
front of me, wearing an all white A-line dress
with lace sleeves.

“What?” I ask, not believing that my actual dead
sister is standing in front of me. Then again, why
should I believe? I'm outside of my body and I
can see my freaking dead sister! She looks at me
and cocks her head. “Hello to you too, Evelyn.”
“What is this?” I ask, very much confused.

“The hospital,” Amanda replies.

I glare at her. She realizes this isn’t a time to joke
around. What the hell is going on?

“You know, Evelyn, it wasn't your time to go.”

“I died on my own terms, Amanda,” I retort.
“You're not dead, Evelyn,” Amanda replies.

“I can see that. I clearly failed”

Amanda seems taken aback. She pauses,
ponders, and looks back at me. “Why did you do
it, Evelyn?”

I look up at her as if the answer isn’t obvious
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already. I thought angels knew everything
because they're the children of God or something
like that.

“Your suicide came to our family as a surprise.
After you died, all the pressure came onto me.
All your dreams— Mom and Dad made me take
them and make them my own. They upped the
standards for me out of hurt and sorrow. The pain
you caused ruined my life”

She looks at me, slightly surprised, but overall
calm. “That may be right. But I know in all of my
being that I did not die on my own terms, E. I
wanted to be there with you and Mom and Dad.
I had no thought to die, I was so happy. E, you
made me happy.” She crosses to the bed and laces
her angelic fingers into my earthly body’s fingers.
Even though she is by the bed and not next to me
at all, I feel her hands in mine. “Angels can’t touch
wandering souls. This is as close as I'm going to
get to touch you?”

Amanda looks down at my comatose body and
trails her fingers across it. She looks back up at
me. “Follow me through that door”

A door erects itself from the ground by the foot
of my bed. She opens the door and disappears
through. I feel my jaw drop, but I will myself
through the door.

Stepping through the door, I realize that I'm
entering my bedroom. It’s different than what

I remember. It's dimmer and oddly artificial...
almost like a faded memory. My brown wooden
desk stands by the window. The curtains are
drawn. Amanda approaches the center of the
room and twirls. She breaths in the air as if she is
alive.



“It looks the same,” she says, looking at me.
“Yeah. I didn’t change it,” I reply, looking down.
Every six months, we would remodel our rooms
together. It was tradition. Amanda has been
dead for eight months. I look back up at her. She
seems disappointed. No, she is disappointed. I
disappointed her and our tradition.

“Will you change it?” she asks, hopefully.

“No”

“E, why?” She sounds surprised, almost taken
aback.

“I won’t be alive to do it, Amanda.”

She looks away. I see her rub her cheeks with the
back of her hand. I didn’t know that angels could
cry. She turns back to me.

“You will survive. But that’s only if you choose
to.” She turns to the bedroom door and makes
her way towards it. She opens the door and walks
through, disappearing in a flash of light. I hurry
after her, not wanting to be left behind.

I walk through the door, and 'm back in the
hospital room. Except, I'm not in the bed
anymore. Instead, there’s a frail old woman. She
lays peacefully as the monitors are turned oft by
the interns.

An Asian doctor speaks to a family composed of
a father in a suit, a mother in a day dress, and two
young boys running around the room with no

concept of death. The parents are crying while the

doctor relays the information. The scene played
in front of me makes no sound, as if I am deaf or
watching a silent film.

“That’s you,” Amanda says out loud. She stands
tall next to me. “That’s who you're going to be in
the future” I look at her in disbelief.

“There’s no way that’s me. I chose to die now!
That’s my final decision!” I yell.

Amanda keeps her cool. “Is it?”

“Yes!” I scream. “I want to die!”

“And let others die? You can change countless
lives. But you can’t do that if youre dead”
“Somebody else can save them,” I argue.

“But this is your destiny,” Amanda replies,
pointing to the scene relaying before me. Then
the image goes away and we are in a black void of

nothingness. Somehow we stand on nothing and
stay level.

“No, it's what Mom and Dad wanted my destiny
to be after your plan went to shambles. It’s your
fault. I want to die!”

“I understand how you feel. But deep down, what
do—"

There is a sharp piercing sound. Instantly we

are transported back to the hospital. I am in the
room looking over my body.

I look over to Amanda.

“CHARGE TO 200!” I hear someone yell.
Amanda looks back at me.

“Make the right choice,” Amanda whispers to
me. Although she is across the room, I hear her
crystal clear.

I take a breath and close my eyes.

I open my eyes. Amanda is gone.

She ran out of time. I guess Heaven is no different
from Earth. Time is an illusion. And no one, not
even angels sent from God, ever seems to have
enough.

Standing over me is the doctor. He strangely
looks like Jesus.

“Welcome back, Evelyn.”




Log110/21/94 16:43

I made it. 'm actually here and ---

I'm alone.

Y’know, it’s pretty quiet here. So quiet I can hear my
heart pounding in my chest like a jackhammer.

Log 210/21/94 16:50

I've been walking around for about ten minutes and
every building is either completely demolished or
barely keeping it together. As for the smell...think
about spoiled milk, rotten eggs and old European
cheese mixed together like a smoothie.

There is one thing I find quite surprising, though.
Even when everything is falling apart, the foliage

is absolutely beautiful. The grass is freshly cut and
bright green, and the flowers are glorious shades of
pink, red and yellow. It’s astounding.

Log 310/21/94 17:10

I'm starting to realize that whoever’ listening to me
ramble probably has no idea who I am. Let’s fix that.
My name is James Crawford. I'm a reporter for a
newspaper down in Missouri. Well, not really. Y’see, I
could never find anything interesting to write about,
so I never published anything. It wasn't until about a
year ago I finally found something. Brush Port.

You might be asking yourself, “what’s Brush Port?”
Well, Brush Port is an abandoned town just outside of
Oregon. No one knows how or why it happened, but
there are plenty of theories.

One theory that peaks my interest is that Brush Port
was evacuated because of a radiation leak. If that’s the
case, then toxic fumes sure know how to garden.
Despite all the stories, I came here to find the true
reason this town is abandoned ---

And nothing is going to stop me.

Log 4 10/22/94 6:30

It’s been approximately fourteen hours since I took
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my first steps into Brush Port. other than what I
mentioned in the second log, the only new discover-
ies I've made are what this town is like at night.

The quiet aura of Brush Port got thicker, almost like a
blanket of fog. It was strange, and I could have sworn
that something out there that I couldn’t see ---

And it was watching me.

On top of that, it felt like I was spending the night at
the North Pole. But, hey! It's morning now, so I can
look forward to breakfast!

Log 510/22/94 12:05

Ok, so after breakfast, I decided to explore the town a
little more, and you’ll never believe what I found.

I found a vegetable garden with veggies as ripe as a
peach in the warm summer sun.

I'm starting to wonder if people still live here. If they
do, then I haven’t found them yet.

Log 6 10/22/94 13:30

I've been thinking...

Maybe I should go to the nearby town and see is any-
body’s willing to answer a few questions.

Log 7 10/22/94 16:07

So I've just arrived at the neighboring town and ev-
eryone’s staring at me like I'm some sort of monster.
My best guess on why is that I probably look like I've
been run over by a bus due to the fact that I've had
zero access to running water for the past few days.
But that’s besides the point. I'm here to ask people
about Brush Port, not so they can comment on my
looks.

Log 8 10/22/94 20:20

After hours of searching, I finally found someone!
She told me her name is Sally Walker and that she
knows a guy who can answer some questions for me.
The only downside is that I have to wait until morn-
ing to speak to him.



At least I get to sleep somewhere warm tonight.

Log 9 10/23/94 2:30

I'm so euphoric I can't sleep! I hope this guy won't
mind if I record everything!

Log 10 10/23/94 7:35

Sally and I are currently on our way to meet up with
the man at a local café. Earlier this morning, Ms.
Walker filled me in a little on who the guy is.

She told me his name is Toby Write and that he use to
live in Brush Port.

If anyone can give me answers, it’s him.

Log 11 10/23/94 17:55

The interview was incredible! Mr. Write welcomed
me with a warm smile and we all sat down to chat.
Our conversation started out with stories of what
Brush Port was like when Mr. Write was a young boy.
Based on those tales, I'd say Brush Port was a lovely
town to live in.

When I got the chance, I asked Toby about the aban-
donment of such a pleasant town.

His kind face grew dark as he frowned. With a deep
sigh, he told me that the mayor called for an evacua-
tion due to an outbreak of some kind. When I pressed
him to tell me what the outbreak was, Mr. Write
quickly tried to change the subject.

In conclusion, he knows something about the out-
break.

After that awkward moment, I decided it would be
best if I left, so we said our goodbyes.

Log 12 10/24/94 2:45

Can't sleep, again. But this is ---

different.

I feel like there’s something out here with me, but I
don’t see anything. To be honest, it’s kinda creeping
me out.

Log 13 10/24/94 5:47

Thought I would go exploring since I couldn't sleep,
and I haven't really found anything of interest---
Wait... What's that?

Log 14 10/24/94 5:50

Ok ok ok, so---

I found something. I have no clue what it is, but it’s
definitely uglier than a wet koala. Maybe if I get a
closer look, I'll be able to tell what this thing is.

Log 15 10/24/94 5:55

I have good news and I have bad news. The good
news is that I managed to get a better look at it. The
bad news is that I can’t speak higher than a whisper
or else this thing might hear me.

I should probably describe this thing for you guys.

It appears to be at least 8 feet tall and as skinny as a
toothpick. The claws on it’s gnarly hands are sharper
than a sword, but that’s not the worst part.

This beast’s eyes are about as small as a pea, but their
blacker than night. Just looking at those eyes sends
shivers down my spine---

Crack

Oh shoot---
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poOuUr...... safe haven

pocm by p.b.s.

vou [ill me with love where doi stay

butiam a broken vase when im fecling shaken?

with sell induced cracks where doi hide

thatlitter my body when i'm [eeling hated?

from which vour love where doirest

lcaks out [rom within with a mind that kKeeps raving?
vou scc it [low where do i sail

but still vou keep [illing when i'm not worth saving?
slowly applving picces ol tape wherever vou are:

(o cover my cracks vou arce my sale haven

and make sure it stavs

i wishicould fix mysell
and keepitall in

butinced vour help e
so keep applving those patches pre en
until my cracks scal for good pocm by p.h.s.

and then i can [ill vou
with the same love
that vou give (o me

i open up my closel
where i choose (o stay
and ponder which mask
i will puton today

with a permanent frown
thati force into smile
atiring [ix i ve found
pocm by p.h.s. < .
(o work for awhile
i starc out my bedroom window

at the [alling rain drops cven with all my friends
the sound of thunder i still look at this life
drowned out by the volume through a dirty cracked lens
ol my own clouded by my own strile
L
h the fact thati must [ace
0 is im still pretending
u ruthfully my case is
g approaching the ending
(
S
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watee,

story by gato

['m sixteen. and I'm tired. Tired ol being
me. Tired ol walking the same hallowed halls
ol Rushmore IHigh School day alter day. Tired
ol sitting in a classroon. hearing the (cacher’s
words but not comprchending. Tired ol feeling
like I'm not physically there. Like I'm three [eet
behind mysell: watching my life from behind a
panc ol glass.

Once athome. the world is stll. but the
walls still sulfocate me. The stale air keeps me
only barely alive. teetering on the precipice
ol something clse. I do nothing but stare at
the shapes on the ceiling until I can no longer
stand the imaginary images in front ol my eves.
Without thinking. my legs carry me out the
door.

I setoutatsunset. Iwalk for nearly an
hour. The silence of the empty streets calms
me. The universe doesn 't care about me. It
won t cven know I'm gone. The maze ol streets
is more forgiving than the labyrinth ol hall
wavs. [t keeps no rool between vou and the uni
verse vou answer (0. I ake the silence as a sign
that I made the right choice. After the deed is
donc. it will just be me. and the darkness. and
the silence. and the peace.

Atlong last. Ircach the lake. T know my lile
will never amount to anvthing. Why not end
it? Death is the only way out of the Iabyrinth of
hallwavs.

[ decided drowning would be afitting
death. Iwill die like Tived: with all my senses
dialed down o zero and with the only sound in
my cars being the rushing ol my own blood. |
take ol my jacketand shoes and Ieave them by
the shore as the last evidencee ol my existence.

[ chose this lake because it was man made [or
[ishing. not for swimming. When [ jump in. it
will be astraight shot down.

[ stand with my toes at the edge ol a rock and
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look down at the murky waters. I take my last
breath. close my eves. and embrace the dark
ness. I jump.

[ swim down. down. down. as [ar as I can go.
cves squeczed shut. To my surprisce. the world
docs not grow quict. [thecomes louder the
deeper Iswim. The warbling noisc. although
louder than anything I had ever heard be

[orc. makes me [eel sale somehow. Topen my
cves. The water. once muddy and black. is
now crystal blue. I'secitin every direction. It
cnvelops my body inits embrace. and vetits
so open. More open than the maze ol streets.
and infinitely more open than the labyrinth

ol hallwavs. It feels [ree. Threathe inand taste
the mostrefreshing air I have ever breathed. Te
movces through every partol my body in a way
oxvgen never did. ICs invigorating. It fills me
with unfathomable energy.

[ Kick my legs as hard as T can untl my head
breaks the surface of the water. I'swim (o shore
and hoist myscllup the same rock Tumped ol
ol. As Isit. soaking wet. I'look outover the lake.
[tglows in the moonlight. I'sce every ripple of
water and [eel the cadence ol its movement in
my blood. I hcar every cricket and passing car
in the distance. Tlook up at the starry sky and
sce the universe for the first time. Itsces me
right back.

I stand up on my rock and walk back the diree
tion I came from. grabbing my jacketand shocs
but not bothering to put them on. It feels cold.
butits good o [ecl Tleel the chill down o the
very marrow ol my bones. and Iove it. As long
as I feeland experience. T be happy. [Cs high
time (o experience the universe for mysell.






story by ethan mitchell

Whatil.... whatil vou only had 8
hours lelt o live? What would vou
do? Would vou hug vour fami

Iv? Would vou sce vour [riends?
Would vou go to vour lavorite
place and simply [all asleep? Or
(rv (o build a bunker o survive
the end ol the world? Well. let

me (ell vou what I did. I metwith
my [amily one last time. I hugged
and Kisscd cach one of them.

[ cried with them and laughed
with them. Then Iealled all ol my
friecnds and old them (o meet at
our lavorite place. I drove there
and we talked. we laughed and
we cried together. We held cach
other for a while then we parted
wavs (0 be with our families. But
[..Icalled her. Twent o her house.
She ran out and hugged me while
she was in tears. I held her as tight
as I could then we drove (o our
[avorite place. The mountains.
We cried and laughed in thatold

Nt
beat up Subaru. we recalled the
night we met. The first date we
wenton. By the tme we got to
the mountains. the sky was al
rcady darkening. We climbed and
climbed tll we reached the peak
at the top ol the world and we just
stood there holding cach other for
awhile. Then justas the [Tash hit
she turned to me. Still sobbing and
said:
Tm so scared.”
[ simply smiled and lilted her chin.
‘So am . But I'm here with vou. and
[ wouldn't change a damn thing.
[ Kissed her justas the shockwave
hitand we turned into dust as the
world shattered.




The boat shook. the
backwards and back
Bora’'s hands held o1
wood of the sKill: Te
shut. forcing unshed
desperately o remet
situation.
Iad she been onala
What happened?
Bora bit her lip as she
remember. More (ea
couldn’t
The boat shook again (caring Bora out ol her
thoughts. Right. Storm.

Lightning [Tashed overhead and a thunderous
boom cchoed. The voung girl [linched and un
consciously gripped the tiny boat harder than
belore. The wood splintered into uneven chunks
and stabbed the palm of her dark. caramel cov
cred hand. A steady [low ol blood railed from the
wound and tainted the water below.

The boat was jerked forward once again and Bora's
heart skipped a beat. She couldn’t keep going like
this. She needed o find help or she would die
here.

Ier eves darted around the waters and scanned
the skies. Something (winkles in her peripheral
vision. The girl snaps her head o the side and an
audible whoosh [ollows the movement.

Bora [cels a smile spread over her face. Mavbe
there was a boat! O or a lighthouse! Mavbe

Bora's thoughts come to an abrupt halt. Ter body
[reezes. The entire world [reezes. "Whatis this?
she questions. It was beautiful.

The waves that had been causing the girl's torment
rosc up high and curled downwards. creating a
foamy cffectwhen they landed. The moonlight
shone down and illuminated cach individual
droplet making the water twinkle and shine like
the rarest ol diamonds.

Bora looked upon the waves in awe even as they
gol close. She looked in awe when they came
down on her boat. She could feel only awe as the
diamond waves [inally engulled her.



dﬂubt pocm by p.h.s.

the woodpecker sits in my tree

and strips me ol my bark

she treks inside

deep into the dark

her pecking is relentess

as she drills even deeper

it [caves me restess

butiwas never a good sleeper

she builds her nestand lavs her eggs

as they hateh within my brain

she seudes into the home that she's ereated
and whispers her name. and ics one that is
hated

she croaks with harshness as she lets itout
and i am alraid. because her name is doubt.

t e pocm by pal

though the train is relendessly sercaming on its
path

i rcach for the tracks

grasping desperately o stop the train named
tme

we whip pastevery scenic mountain view al
MOSLas SOON a8 WC aITive

(cars [all on my evelashes and are swiltly
brushed off by the hand of the wind. stroking
my cheeks and combing through my hair
hopelessly. i try o live in the scenic views.
the glimpses ol a sparkling lake or mountain
peak sprinkled with snow

and. every so olten

the train stops for justa sccond. and i get o
spend atiny lifetime in the moment
wrapped up by the once inalifetime view
butinevitably

the train keeps going

i [car thatone day i will be so far [rom where i
boarded the train. that i wont remember these
litde liletimes

the mountains and lakes.

oncs i spend chasing

oncs i spent barreling towards

onces i passed and watched as they shrunk in
the distance
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i'm so tired
yes 1 am an insomniac

but it is not because of my lack
of rest

i physically feel fine
its something heavier
deep

in

my heart

and in my lifeless sighs
i'm tired of

people

hope

loneliness

&

pain

I've been so wrung-ed out by everyone
that my heart is on auto pilot

waiting for something to finally set it
back to

drive



emsl()l‘_\' by goldlish girl

&

since 1 was much vounger vou've held on
tightly 1o the ends ol my life.

never close enough (o love. never far enough
(o give closure and vou're so determined o
hold onto the hem ol my sKirt that its taunt
and ripping at the scams.

im realizing thati've been running in place
my whole life. not ever realizing vou were
controlling the strings.

so now. alter vears ol my blood being used
[or vour pen im [inally learning why i was so
draincd.

vou uscd that pen (o forge my name into a
book that keptme captive and quict [or so
long.

and vou could count on my silence because
the grip you had around my neck was just sul
[ocating cnough i couldn’t scream.

soi've been coping with this exhausting si
lence since vou planted itin my bones when i
was (00 voung (o realize vour [aults,

since i was (0o voung (o realize that the walls
ol a housc aren’t meant to quict the cries ol
my mother. or to protect my sisters. or (o stifle
vour sour scent [rom our noses.

butim older now. and i can sce every part ol
VOU NOW.

so please.

letgo ol the hem ol my sKirt before it takes on
more strain than it can bear.

%ﬁ " 1 5 ;lIl;iZline




Me.why me? Out ol every once ol us.
they choose me. Do they not un
derstand that they had justripped
me from my family? And that now
I'will no longer grow? I remember
being able o justletmy white solt
petals [low through the majestic air.
Having the bees come have lunch
with me. and having the nice warm
sun Kiss my face and the cold rain
relresh me. Now all ol thatis ruined
when these two littde goblin looking
things picked me! Not o sound scll
ish or anything. but these two had
thousands of [lowers (o choose [rom.,
WWIHHIYYYY ME! Thoughts began
(o flow through my stem: what will
they do with me now? Will I he torn
apart? Will they take my petals and

lecave me bald?
Alter a couple of davs had passed
with just being held 217 they threw
mec in the cold solid soil. not sure
where Iwas. Then all of a sudden 1
was lifeless! The last thing [ remem
ber was this small ugly foot coming
down on my beautilul vibrant [ace.
The human didn't even seem (o care
that I was resting there on the dry
ground. Itjust came down with so
much force thatit took my breath
right out ol me!




sunrise

pocm by samantha anderson

['watch as the sun rises over
rolling green hills. T'lean my
clbows on the cold stone [rame of
the pancless window I'm looking
through and smilc at the beautiful
sight. Below me. gardeners are
(rimming hedges and pulling
weeds from [lowers. Their work is
strenuous and they will likely be
badly sunburnced by midday. but

I still envy them gready. All T want
is (o be able (o walk outside and
[cel the morning dew against my
ankles or smell one of the flowers.
[ could never though. I'was born
into the wrong class. The women
who arc allowed (o stroll through
the gardens wear dresses as

colorlul as the [lowers themselves.

and their hair is braided out of

the way ol their faces. which are
adorned with rouge. Iwear an old
white smock with a brown apron
around it. My hair is also pulled
back. but into a white wrap instcad
ol a braid. and my lacc is stained

with dirt and dust instcad ol rouge.

[ could choose to wallow in my
sad reality. butinstead I push the
thought to the back of my mind.
[lcan further out of the window.
hoping the sun might tan my pale
skin or bring a shine (o my brown

CVCS.
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I drew back from the window
when my [ellow maid called out
(0o me. ‘Lean any [urther and
vou ll [all through.” she warned.
My stare lingers outside [or a
moment longer and she vells
again "Lass. get vour head out ol
the clouds. vou haven't got all day!
I've already started vour water for
vou. Come do vour linens.”

[ walk towards her and when |
rcach her she heaves the linens
into my hands. I mutter a thank
vou under my breath and walk

(o my station. The soapy water
that [ills my washtub is hotand |
prepare for it to burn my hands.
and lor the bubbles that rise from
itto sting my eves. I pick up a
linen. Is vellow. like the sun
long (o live under.




Snow rests upon the ground in a thin white
sheet asilicis a solt [cather cushion covering
the grass and pavement below. The alternoon
sky overhead is grev with clouds. evervihing

a muted shade ol its normal color. The crisp
cold air bites atmy nosc and cheeks as T irudge
through the ghost town. a dead silence hanging
in the air besides the ecrunching ol my boots in
the snow.

My [eetIead me along a frozen path undil 1
come upon a building in ruins. Itis [airly large.
and inits prime itmustve been a beautilul
sight to behold. Extending a glove covered
hand. I gendy press on the rich dark wood of
the door. A loud creak echoes throughout the
abandonced building as the door cracks open.
allowing me to pcak my head in before fully
stepping inside.

[ feel no change in (emperature as my eves
scan the long corridor curiously. a hand
delicately placed on the camera hanging [rom
my neck. Small holes [ill the tall rool above,
patches ol icy white littering the cold marble
[Toors while faded pictures and art hang upon
the walls.

[ slowly begin o stride along the silent halls of
the once magnilicent structure. observing my
surroundings carclully while the clack of my
lcather shoes resonates around me. My chest
[eels dghtwith nostalgia. taking morce notice
ol how I'walk out of svnc. Like Tam about (o
stumble with every step I ake.

Soon | [ind myscllfatanother sctol large doors
that scem o loom above me. I'stare at the
smooth aged wood [or a moment. my chapped
lips parting as white pulls escape my mouth
like smoke. Traise both of my shaky palms up.
pressing on the [rosted door until it started to
OpCI.

Aloud squcak fills my cars as the door
reluctanty opens. taking one step inside
belore my entire body [reezes like the perlect
white around me.

Rows upon rows ol chairs lic before me.
dustand snow collecting on them as narrow
walkwavs separate them from cach other. At
the very end of the room is a spectacular stage.
the heavy curtains pulled back to reveal the
polished floors covered in a line laver ol ice

duc (o the giant crater in the rool.

My glossy eves are wide like a deer caught in
the headlights. thrown back in time (o the days
of silk ribbons and soundless words. Nights of
dancing in the silvered moonlight. perfecting
my art. But my time performing for the
diamond waves came (o an end [ar (00 soon
[or my liking. Now it was all just [rozen dreams
upon a platform.

Golden roses ol light suddenly pour in from
the cavity in the ceiling above my standing
[orm. snapping me out of my nostalgic
thoughts. I watch in awe as snowllakes danced
in the light. cach unique in size and shape.

A chorcographed dance instructed by the
cutting breath ol mother nature. A\ shimmering
rainbow reflects ofl the pure snow. bringing
(cars o my eves as I stand there reminiscing in
my [rozen dreams. T'ean almost see the ghost
ol my pastscll dancing among the white pulls.
Performing art for the world was my passion
in lile. a skill T fine tuned acan carly age. There
was nothing [ would've rather done than dance
and [low to the enchanting melody of the
music. Yetlife was cruel to me. and prevented
me [rom doing what I loved most Butalter
vears of gricl. I moved on. Found a new passion
that brings me jov. I capture artand the beauty
ol the world instcad ol performing it: as they
sav. when one door closes another one opens.
[ snillle a tad. rubbing my cold pink nosc with
onc mitten covered hand while the other
wipes the cars forming in the corners ol

my cves, "Oh god. I'm an emotional mess...”

I murmur quicdy to mysell: grabbing the
camera around my neck and raising it up. With
asmall click ol my camera. I capture my [rozen
drcams for all (o sce.

Satislicd with the natural beauty of the photo

[ took. I turn my heel and begin o tread back
[rom whenee Teame. Leaving my [rozen
drecams upon a forgotien stage.
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pocm by jin soo

i selfl’ love

I'm sorry il don’t say cnough
Arelationship so [ragile

Yet the most sturdicest

Thing I have.

[Tappening over and over

Sell doubt takes over

'l treat vou with more care.
L.etvou know the

Love Ihold for vou is true

And that nothing past

Or [uture can change

The wav I'see vou

[ kKnow I hate vou more than I should.
[ Know I tell vou that

You're far [rom beautilul

And thatil vou were born dilferent
Mavbe others would see vou diller
cntly.

I'm sorry for making vou [eel worth
less

And unwanted.

I'm sorryv il lletanxiewy rule us over
What I wanted o letvou know. Iove
vou

And don’tletanvone tell vou dilfer
cntly

[ know [ (ry to change vou

More than I can say,

I know il llook at vou [or too long
Il find something that doesn't please
me.

This [ragile relationship broke

Too many tdmes.

[ ran out ol [ingers (o count for how
sorry [am

I now need o let mysell know that
My selllove is all I need
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I found out a reason that pcople
don'tlike me.

['was told it wasn t my looks. but my
personality.

Like aliter of dogs. I'm considered
the runt:

the wav I'shater a fantasy by being
very blunt

Through my eves. the world is just
so unlair.

In thick and thin. pcople still live
without a care.

[ can'tscem o see through this film.
lcaving me annoved.

Pcople don't want to hear the truth
because their illusions will he
destroved.

Believe me. I've wried 1o look
through their goggles of lile.

but the reality ol icall comes back
barreling like a knile.

Whats not to worry about? There's
cvilinitall

God. just hold vour breath. and let
vour heartrate [all...

In every litde thing. I'see the un
avoided [Taws,

Trallic jam on I77. split ends. uncut
cat claws.

[ts like italicized words in a blank
world page.

Wandering characters are the
audicnce.. and 'm center stage.
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I've heard that vou can [all out

ol love or the same reasons you
[ell in and I can see now that the
combination of vour clever mind
and a wav with words has lostits
appcal because I have grown (o
become aware of the acid dripping
oll vour tongue.

The cogs ol sell preservation
turning behind mocha eves mean
manipulation. not love.

And the sulfocating pressure el
(o constanty provide apologics
that I thought were necessary

for vour love were merely vour
(wisted need for validation [rom
SONICONC YOu Were just going (o
usc and throw away.

I used o love vour conlidence
and thought thatit meant vou
knew who vou were in this huge
scary world. but really that's not
conlidence its entidement and
stubbornness and sellishness. and
vou don’t know anvthing about
who vou are.

pocm by goldlish girl

[ wanted (o see vou happy so bad
that I slowly gave away every bit
ol myscll undl all that was Ieft
was a rotting mess on the [loor
ol my childhood home. with

the record vou gave me for my
birthday plaving on repeatin the
background.

I've [allen out of love because all
the reasons I ell in turned on
me. I never meant o lose mysell
in vou so this mess needs o [ind
away (o change the song on her
OWI.



shei'u

A man loomed over a beautiful. ornate
gravesione. The way his body was positioned
did not allow the name o be read. The stone
was carved ol a regal black granite. square
shaped but with small elegant curves. The sky

was a somber gray and rain [ell in a symphony

ol taps all around the man. It was as il God.

il he was real. was letting his cars [all in
svimpathy for the man who had lost someone.
Tears strecamed down the man's cheeks. A\
curly mop of brown hair cast shadows across
his [ace. which was contorted with the pain ol
gricl. Itwas the [ace ola man who had known
vears ol loss. longing. and regret. e spoke a
simple sentence.

Tdid it Mom.

The man walked away [rom the gravestone.
allowing the leters etched into the beautilul
mincral (o be read.

Nadia Locke

She did icall for me

The somber symphony ol raindrops
continucd o [all.

A man and a woman satin the office of a
lawver. The woman had long. straight brown
hair. Her green eves were red and pully from
crving. The man had a large mop ol sandy
blonde curls. I'lis brown eves held licle
cmoton [or the seene plaving out before him.

Justsign here.” A second man. the lawver said.

Ie held outa contract (o the couple. well. now
cx couple. The sandy haired man signed his
name withouta flicker ol hesitation on his
stoic. vet handsome [eatures. The woman.
however. [altered.

‘But we have a son!” She cried. more tears
streaming down her beautilul face. "THow can
vou do this? Ile's justa vear old!”

“Tor the Tast time Nadia.” The man said.
cexasperated. ‘Tdon'tlove vou anvmore. nor do
[ Tove that child.”
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Tdon'tlove vou anvmore

Something inside the woman broke at the
sound ol those words. She silently picked up
the pen and signed in shaky. vetbeautilul
cursive.

Nadia Locke

Two tcars [¢ll [rom her cheeks and stained the
papcr.

[twas [our months since the divorce was
[inalized. Nadia stirred a pot ol boiling
spaghetti noodles. There weren't many inside.
Next o the pot sata simmering pan of tomato.
The pan wasn'tvery [ull cither. Her vellow
apron was slighty dirty and its color was laded.
IHer clothes were worn and old. Only sadness
was visible in her beautilul. green eves.
nothing more.

Mommy! Mommy! A litde bov's voice velled.
[e ran into the room wearing an old looking
halloween costume that resembled a doctor,
The outlit was small. not quite reaching o his
ankles or wrists. ‘Let me check vour heartheat!”
[He smiled.

Theyv boy walked over (o his mom holding a
very old looking toy stethoscope. THis brown
hair was curly and wild. [reckles licered his
[ace and his large green eves were alight with
vouthlul innocence.

You can check my heartheatalter I eheck
how [ull vour tummy is. Aiden.” Nadia smiled
lovingly at her son. She kneltdown and poked
his stomach. "Oh no. its cmpty! You' ve got 1o
catl” She playviully exclaimed.

‘But Mom! Aiden whined. 'Tean't cat while I'm
on duty!

Nadia chuckled ather son. "But a doctor can't
save people il he's hungry.” She said as she
plated the spaghetti

There was only one plate.

Yeah. T guess so.” Aiden said. although he



didn’tsound happy aboutit. I'le walked over o
the dining table and sat down. cating his [ood
while Nadia watched him lovingly. “"Tlow come
vou re not cating. Mommy?

Tlow come voure not cating Mommy?

Tm not hungry right now. Aide.” Nadia replied
smiling.

Tm not hungry right now..

‘Oh okayv!” Aiden smiled. THe quickly finished
the restol his meal and said. 'Tm gonna go play
with my tovs!” e ran ol towards his room.
Nadia watched her son run away. She picked
up his dirty dishes and ook them over (o the
sink o begin cleaning. As she placed them in
the hot water. her stomach growled. Hunger
pangs gnawed at her. Nadia's green eves
watered. and as she continued o clean.

Two (cars [ell into the water.

"Why do I'do this?” Nadia asked hersell.
looking at the ceiling and blinking away (cars.
Why did she go to bed hungry so many nights?
Why did she work to the bone [or so little pay?
Why was her life this way?

"Oh no! You nced CPR!I" Aiden's voice velled
[rom the hallway.

‘Oh veah. Nadia thought. a small. sad smile
plaved ather lips. Tdo itall for him.

All for him.

Nadia stood behind Aiden as he watched a
vidceo on her laptop. A clock on the wall read
8:30. about two hours alter dinner. A vidco ol a
artoon hospital was plaved on the computer
screen. Aiden stared at the sereen wide eved
with childish wonder.

Tcan't believe she fixed these tovs mommy!”
Aiden smiled. "When T grow up and become a
doctor I'm gonna save all the oys!

Tknow vou will.” Nadia smiled ather son. |
hope I'll be able to see that day.”

Do vou think that dad will come back il Tm a
god doctor like him?” Aiden asked his mom.
Tears pricked at Nadia's eves. She gave Aiden
asmall. sad smile. T hethe will. But vou don't
nced o worry about that. okayv? You need (o
worry about bedame!”

“But I don't wannal” Aiden whined. Nadia
shook her head and closed the laptop. The two
walked into Aiden’'s room. It was barren and
small. old looking tovs littered the floor. .\ twin

sized bed satin the corner. it had plain. older
looking bluc sheets. Nadia curned on the light
and tcked Aiden into his bed.

Sleep good. Tlove vou.” She said. Kissing his
[orchead.

Tlove vou too. Mommy.” Aiden replied. smiling
sleepily.

Nadia smiled soltly back at him and walked out
ol the room. turning olf the light and cracking
the door open. She walked back into her own
room. Its walls were barren and it lacked
[urnishings. only onc old looking dresser. A
[ull size bed with worn sheets satin the middle.
Nadia sat down on her bed and opened up her
laptop. She closed the cartoon and openced
another website. a bank website.

[Her heart fell once again and tears pricked

her eves like tiny needles. The balance on the
account was low. very low. All the working.

all the hungry nights. all the times she went
without.

Wasitall in vain?

Nadia closed the laptop and laid on her bed.
[er stomach growled and her body ached.
‘When I grow up and be a doctor I'm gonna
save all the tovs!

‘Will I be here o see that dav? Nadia asked
hersell.

Assingle tear [ell down her cheek.



Aiden Locke. no more than the age of [ifteen
vear old. satin the Kitchen. Nadia. his mother.
satacross [rom him. They both were at the
dinner table and both their plates held filled.
rice and chicken. T wasn't plentiful. but it

was somecething. Nadia was still skinny. but

her ligure wasn'tas [rail as it had been twelve
vears go. The apartument looked nicer newer
[urnishings and decorations. The outlits that
mother and son wore looked new. they fitas
well. Nadia had gotten a better job and now had
astcadicr income o provide for herselland
her son. Her lile had improved over the last
(welve vears.

No more hungry nights.

No more going without.

No more wondering il she'd be there.
“Thatwas rcally good. Mom. Thanks [or
making dinner.” Aiden said o his mother.
happy as ever. He'd grown into a handsome
voung man over the vears. but his large green
cves stll held their vouthlul glow. and his lace
was still [lecked by [reckles. Te stood and put
his plate in the sink.

“Thanks. Aide.” Nadia said. "You're so sweet.”
She hadnt [inished her food vet. Nadia's
appetite had been lacking Lately. Aiden tried
his best o make sure that his mother ate
though. Nadia was cternally gratelul for that.
“Make sure vou cat too. Mom.” Aiden reminded
her alter serubbing his plate clean. Te walked
towards the hallway. "Tm gonna go linish some
homework.”

Nadia looked at her plate and smiled. her eves
almostwelling up with tcars. Not of sadness.
however. it was happiness that overtook her.
Even with all the despair in her lile. she still
had onc ray of hope. Her light. her son. Alterall.
She did icall for him.

Nadia continucd to cat her food. albeit slowly.
She eventually [inished the plate and stood (o
placcitin the sink. She turned on the faucet
and started to serub ol all the excess [ood.
Slowly. the room began (o spin.

[er body felcineredibly weak.

Suddenly. Nadia's body gave out on her. She
[ell o the [Toor. landing with a thud. Aiden's
[ootsteps could be heard running into the
Kitchen. Nadia's eves [Tuttered shut. she
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couldn 't hold onto consciousness. Belore she
[ainted all she could hear was.

“Mom?! Oh no. Mom!

Aiden grabbed the phone ofl the Kitchen
counter. His eves were wrought with [ear. Tis
amixture of sadness and terror. His hands
shook as he quickly called the emergencey
scrvices.

You'll be okay. Mom.” Aiden eried. He held
onto his mother's body and hugged her tightly.
You'll be okay.” He repeated over and over
again.

A ssingle tear [ell from his eve and hit the [loor.
Aiden satin a hospital waiting room. [t was
bland looking. white walls. [ake plants. and a
TV that plaved Kids movic in bad quality. The
awlul smell ol the hospital bitat his nosc. It
had been two hours sincee Nadia had collapsed.
Paramedics arrived on the scene promptly.
they told Aiden it was good he called so
quickly. Aiden. however. [eltnothing.

Because itwas all his ault.

A doctor walked into the room. “Mr. Locke?
e asked.

Aiden stood and walked over to him. e
looked at the doctor with sad eves. He couldn't
(ake any bad news. She had (o be okay. she was
going (o be okay.

Td be lostwithout her. Aiden thought.

“Your mother's condition has stabilized.

We believe itwas chronic organ failure and
Kidney discase [rom malnutrition over the
vears.” The doctor said. "She’s okay now. |
suggest vou go home and get some clothes and
other essentials so that vou can stay overnight.
OKkav?

Aiden nodded and sighed a breath of reliel: Tt
[eltlike the weight ol the world had been lifted
ollf ol him. O OKay. Thank vou. Doctor.”
Youre a good Kid. vour mother is alive
because ol vou. Be proud of that.” The doctor
assurcd.

But she's also here because ol me.” Aiden
thought.

Ie nodded at the doctor's words and promptly
lelt the hospital. Aiden caught the (rain and
rode it back to his home.

Aiden walked back into the hospital doors
about an hour [ater. On his back was a



backpack with his clothes. toothpaste. and
other essentials. e held a dulfel bag full of
similar things [or his mother in his right hand.
Aiden was smiling brightly. no weight held his
body down. I'le couldn’t wait to sce his mo
‘Why docs the doctor look like that?” Aiden
thought.

The doctor stood outside the room Nadia was
staving in. He stared at his fectand twiddled
his thumbs. he was nervous.

Tlello. Mr. Doctor.” Aiden said (o the man. The
doctor looked up in surprisc. like Aiden had
snuck up on hin.

Like ¢ was alraid (o talk to hin.

‘O Oh. Mr. Locke... T have some bad news.” the
man said.

Aiden's heartdropped and his eves widened.
e alrcady feared no. he already knew the
worst. "Wh What happened?”

The doctor inhaled deeply. "While vou were
gone..”

Your mother.. s she died.”

Aiden dropped the bags he was carrving and
rushed into the room. The doctor pleases that
he wouldn'c go. but his cries fell on deal cars.
“Mom! Mom! Aiden velled. Te ran o her
bedside. She Laid there. like she was sleeping.
[er body. however. was lifeless. motionless.

Nadia's pale skin looked like it was as [ragile as

porcelain. Aiden wanted (o reach out and grab
her hand. but he was too alraid to touch her. in
[car of breaking what litde he had Ielt.
"Don'tleave me!

Tears streamed don Aiden's [ace as griel
pushed her jagged knile deeper into his soul.

As he grew older he noticed icall. All the nights

she wenthungry. all the times she didn’c want

(0 move [rom working (o the bone. all the times

she wentwithout.

You didn't have to doitcall for me!

Aiden buried his lace in her bedsheets and
cried. He wept for what secemed like hours
belore the hospital stall pulled him away from
Mother's side.

Now. Aiden Locke is all grown up. He was just
hired as the head of gastrointestinal surgery at
John Hopkins hospital. There was supposcd
(0 be asmall ceremony and party in his honor.
but Aiden wouldn't be attending.

overcome

art by gracic baker

He had a beter place 1o be.

Aiden Locke stood over his mother's grave.
The rain created a svmphony of taps all
around him. T'e smiled a solt. sad smile at the
beautilul. ornate headstone that had her name
carved into it Aiden spoke a simple sentence.
Tdid it. Mom.”

Two cars [ell down his checeks.




cyelical
y pocm by gato
words dropped

like dominos lalling.

words kept

behind guilty lips.

doomed for lailure.

destined for therapy.

voure just like vour father
who vou hated.

bestowing upon vour darling
children

the gift of generational (rauma.
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e was done.

Every detail was perlect His deep erimson
hair that alwavs pulled up and stuck out no
matter how much gel Tused o tame the beast
on his scalp. The small. round squishable [ace
ol his had no evil init. Tis circular amber
tinted glasses he had to push back up every
[ew minutes (o make sure they didn't fall

oll. Tis tawny sKin speckled with penny and
chocolate freckles. Twould always (ell him
that whenever he made someonce's day a new
[reekle would sprout up on his face. THe would
hurry up to me some davs and without [ail I
would smile as he bounced about and babbled
about who's day he made beter alter he found
ancw [reckle on his lace.

We staved cooped up together in my house.
[orging and crcating our very own robots. |
taught him evervthing I knew and Flint was
alwavs so cager (o learn. From planning it to

the linal product. I'was not his [ather. but many

assumed so duc (o how close we were. In a
way. cven though we weren'trelated by blood
he was still a son (o me. I'd help him [earn how
(o put on his pants and button up his shirts.
Today. he wore the outlitI gave him. Those
collee colored pants went well with his peanut
button up and dark brown shocs turning
lighter from so much usage.

Every detail was perlect.

Except for one crucial thing.

[is eves drove me mad.

[1is black. marble cves.

No matter how hard I tried (o recreate the
voung bov who was crushed by my machinery
[ couldn't. The faulty cable holding up our
creation snappced. Before I'eould even blink he

story by morgan conklin

was crushed like a meaningless bug under the
weight ol metal and wires. The coroner savs
he died instanty. but Iam no fool. I saw how
Flints body twitched underncath the hunk of
machinery. In his final moments he stared at
me. The eves. The eves pleaded with me. For
help. Even alier his head collapsed onto the
concrete the eves stared. They stared atme.
The eves. el the impending doom ol reality
as they watched me. Flintdidn t watch me. The
cves did. Only the eves.

e is gone. but he's in frontol me. Right now.
Exceptone thing is dilferent.

The eves.

No matter how hard I'tried icwas the one
phyvsicality I could not replace. Teouldn't
recrcate the love and jov that shined in those
cves whenever he saw me. They would
glimmer and sparkled with his unending
happiness and ambition.

The eves.

This is not the boy I'would sing (o sleep on a
rainy night. This is not the boy that saved my
wasted soul. He gave me a purpose. No: he was
My purposc.

The eves.

Theyv look at me.

The eves he No. Not he. It This is not my son.
This is an imposter [ ereated with my own
hands. Thousands ol hours in a desperate
atcmpt o gethim back. How [oolish ol me.
Without cven knowing. I was merely the [ool.
Alone in my workshop with this creature of
wirc and no breath. I lelcanger grow. No: not
anger. Malice. Absolute hatred. Unending
lividness bubbled and boiled outof me like a
gevser suddenly erupting.

This machine was just that. .\ machine. An
cmpty shell with no soul (o [ill.

[ looked around. My creations. Every machine,
paper scatered about. a hammer.

A hammer.

Slowlv. I gripped its wooden handle and
waltched its metallic tp shine.



[ pursed my lips in disgust. All of it meant nothing.
I had the power (o create as well as the power (o
destroy.

[ swung at the cacophony ol nuts and bolts with all
my might. With a loud thunk all it did was merely
dent his cheek. So I'slammed my hammer down
into its body. Again and again. I scrcamed. The
intensity ol my shout feeling like it was shredding
my throat. With as much force as T could I grabbed
its collar and rammed it into the wall. There was no
resistance as I struck itover and over. Its forehead
now caved inonitsell as oil and wires spewed and
wormed out of cach wound and laceration.

The eves.

They looked at me.

In thosc eves it showed the autonomous being's
[irstand [inal expression in the eves.

IFcar,

[ couldn’t take itanvmore. I plunged the blunt part
ol the hammer deep into the eves. They shattered.
spraving me with glass and Icaving the ground a
hazardous zone (o walk. My breath was heavy. The
sound ol my breathing was the loudest thing in the
roon. My cars and head pounding as [ looked at the
mangled corpse of my creation.

The eves were no more.

Even with them gone 'eould still feel those black.
marble eves watching me.

amess by goldlish girl

I've heard that vou can [all out ol love [or the same
rcasons vou [ell in and I can see now that the
combination of vour clever mind and a way with
words has lostits appeal because IThave grown (o
become aware of the acid dripping olf vour tongue.
The cogs ol sell preservation turning behind
mocha eves mean manipulation. not love.

And the suffocating pressure I elt o constantly
provide apologics that I thought were necessary
[or vour love were merely vour twisted need for
validation [rom somecone you were just going (o use
and (hrow away.

[ used o love vour conlidence and thought that

it meant vou knew who vou were in this huge
scary world. but really that's not conlidence it's
cntidement and stcubbornness and sellishness.
and vou don’t know anvthing about who vou are.
[ wanted (o see vou happy so bad that I slowly
gave away every bitol mysell until all that

was lelt was a rotting mess on the floor ol my
childhood home. with the record vou gave

me [or my birthday plaving on repeatin the
background.

I've [allen out of love because all the reasons

[ fell in turned on me. I never meant (o lose
myscllin vou so this mess needs (o [ind a way (o
change the song on her own.

°
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Unclenching my fists. I walk camly (o
the restroom disguising my pain as
bestl can. From the back T'look like
justanother student. but from the
[ront my cves are [looded with cars
like a dam thats about o burst.
Analyzing myscllin the dirty school
mirror. [ nitpick evervihing about my
appcarance. I'look at my [ull face and
don’t blame Sara for condemning
me. [ convincee myscll thatevervihing
she said was truce and I'm just
sensitive. [tis not Sara’s faulc that my
lilc isn't cqually as perlectas hers

or that I wake up evervday and wish

[ didn’t.  make a note in my head 1o
apologizc (o her for overrcacting.
IHow many more lunches will end
like this. T wonder as Istare atmy
pully eves. Took at my large body
and wondcr il evervone sces me

like Sara. just something that needs
lixing. The (cars spill outas I think
about having (o [inish the school

day pretending to be someone that |
am not. Somconc who is conflident.
Somconce who is not phased by
Sara’'s superlicial words.

Every morning I remind mysell that
[am worthless becausce il Talready
believe it itwon't hurtas bad when

[ hear it from someone clse. Right? 1
convince myscll T will never be good
cnough for the perlecty cralted
cheerleaders. vet I find mysell
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compelting with them evervday.
LLooKking down at my clammy hands.
[ (el mysell that no one will ever
want (o hold them. "Why?" Task
myscll. "Why me?” I say out loud. now
questioning the universe. I'grab onto
the contaminated sink. refusing (o
look up at my nauscating reflection.
Its time o geta hold of mysell
because realize I've been in the
restroom longer than the acceeptable
amount ol time. I relecase my grasp
[rom the sink and stand up straight.
[orcing myscll'to look in the mirror
atmy joke ol a body. Took into the
shallow mirror and scarch [or a
shred ol conlidence. but Tam let
down. Alter wiping my eves and
putting on the most believable smile
[ can manage. its time (o face the
storm on the other side of the door.

I strutinto the caleteria as il nothing
happened and already find mysell
longing (o be back in the restroom
where Tdon't have (o put on a mask.




dead

GOW . l)\ j(‘sszl o

[ts muggy and hot. Summer in Texas is
never Kind. believe vou me. Ismell the
fresh blood. No heart beats under my
[ingers as I brush them over her shoulder.
There's no breath coming out of her
lungs. My eves dance over her mangled
body Iving still in the grass and my brain
can't process that she's dead. How? 1 Hed
her just last night. There hadn't been any
unusual occurrences. My dog didn’t bark.
my horse didn’t spook. What was i(?
Stroking her shoulder. white broken

up by brown. I can only hope she didn’t
suller. Wiping sweat [rom my [orchead.

[ allow mysell o look at the Killing blow.
Her stomach is torn open and her heart
and throatarc gone. Her [ace is [rozen in
a look of conlusion. so she must not have
dicd scared. It seems like it was quick. 1
letouta breath ol reliel.

My other Longhorns mill about. wary of
the body but otherwise unshaken. My
cves [Iv back down. The gashes are huge.
as il somebody had taken a machete (o
her. but the cuts are clean. A machete

is a (ool mostly uscd [or hacking. but

the gouges are neat. almost surgical.
IHow could such a large blade he used

so carclully and precisely? Who would
slaughter a whole cow without disturbing
the restol the herd. and why?
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['wonder il all the scary stories my brother said were true

[ wonder il the monsters that were : ugly. slimy. noisy. and [at were (rue (0o
[ wonder il my dream ol being evervthing was (0o big

['wonder il i'll ever be good enough for my parents o do a jig
['wonder il all my [riends are real and not [ake

[ wonder if there are any rules o break

[wonderilill ever getall A's

['wonder il the stars will someday sav my name

[ wonder if [inally my dad will come home

[ wonder if T will alwavs be alone

['wonder il band is where i belong

['wonder il praving will help me getalong

[ wonder il T ery will anvbody see

['wonder il Tery will they just et me be

[ wonder if T loved someone would I be happy

[ wonder il when im sad. somceone will help me [eel less crappy
['wonder il wondering will get me hurt

[ wonder il wondering makes the pain worse

[ wonder il wondering is a waste of time

I wonder if T have too much schoolwork to rhyime

[ wonder il i'll spend my life wondering about the things that didn’c happen
['wonder il wondering will make all my dreams blacken

[ wonder il something bad happens will life still go on

[ wonder if something courageous happens will I become strong
['wonder il life hands me lemons will I make l[emonade
['wonder il someone gets hurt will i be at their aid

['wonder il giving up is bad

[ wonder il being shy makes me look sad

[ wonder il tcachers really care

['wonder il T wasn't here

['wonder il believe will I keep dreaming

['wonder il participating will keep me gleaming

[ wonder il wondering is a waste of time

[ wonder if T have too much schoolwork to rhyme

[ wonder il wondering is the answer

I wonder il wondering is the monster
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unrequited

You brighten up my davs

In inexplicable wavs

And vour smile drives me insane
In factits cmbroidered on my
brain

Your [reckle speckled lace
Brings me (o an unfamiliar place
And vour solt green eves

Make me [eel like Tean [y

['m still vearning [or the time
ThatIcan call vou mine

Butits really such a shame
Thatvou don't feel the same

SAVEe 1E

when i [reeze [rom the inside out
when my mind is frozen and my
heartis rosted

when my blood slows and thickens
and my sKin cracks and shatters
vou arc the blanket that gives me
warmth

shiclding me [rom the cold

vou arc the hot cocoa that scars my
throat

[caving the taste of vour sugar in my
mouth

vou arc the fireplace i lay by
mesmerized by vour every
movement

i hopc itll last [orever

but at vour deparwure

ill be thrown back into my icy hell

art it
magazine







