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To the New Members of Jargon 
Erika David 
 
To the new Jargon members: 
Ernest Hemingway once said, “Write hard and clear about what hurts.”  
Write about the things that make you hold your breath  
Or the time when you felt old 
Or that one time when you actually understood your parents 
Write about the yellow magnolias in Mrs. Ohalla’s front lawn 
The cuckoo clock in Grandma’s living room 
The yellow or blueberry-black bruises and their stories 
Write a story about  
Your now-brown shoelaces 
What they saw 
Why they’re brown 
Write their importance 
Give life to trees 
To lamps 
To the toaster 
To the dining table 
To your mom’s fine china 
Make things sway 
Or scream or screech or bellow in the night 
Write so detailed that when you read aloud 
And someone flutters their eyelids closed 
They can see it 
They can see your dirty black and white Vans stomping on those brown autumn leaves 
Or you spread across the chalked sidewalk 
With limbs stretched out staring at the swirly clouds 
And your heart in a suppressed blaze 
Or you spinning in circles so fast 
That the only thing you could comprehend were the splatter of stars across the sky 
Write. 
Good or bad 
Sloppy or organized 
Detailed or messy 
Shallow or deep 
Finished or unfinished 
Write. 
And do not ever stop. 
They’re for the dreamers 
The kids that lightly slap their cheeks to stay awake 
Some boy on his roof wishing on stars he can’t see 
This is for the future 
This is for you 
Just because your poem is not plastered in every museum 
Does not mean 
It is not art  
So write 
And don’t ever stop. 
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The Girl with No Name  
Samantha DeJohn 
 
To anyone that might read this,  

I don’t really believe in names. I know it may seem confusing- what would I respond to 
without a name? I have not really thought that far into it, though. I just know I do not agree with 
the idea of names. With names comes association, and how could a person possibly be associated 
with such a minute description of a person? A person is so much more than a few variables, for 
there are layers upon layers of depth that come with the human mind, soul, and conscience, and 
each of these layers can vary based on the day. How can someone be associated as “the sad one” 
or “the smart one?” How could he or she be associated as “the happy one” or “the athletic one?” 
No one is just that.  

I consider myself an observer. I watch as the evening sun sets, causing the vibrance of the 
world to dim. A sunset is one of the most magnificent displays of light, yet it takes its glory with 
it when the show ends. We are forced to go to sleep and just expect the show to begin again, this 
time in reverse, granting us back our light and life. The days seem to, instead of continuing, 
reverse and start again. The seemingly intelligent side of my brain tells me to take this reset of 
the Earth and allow it to reset my mind as well. Start again new. The more that I think about it, 
the more illogical that sounds to me. Like a work of art, maybe each day isn’t like a new canvas, 
but maybe we just add to it. On our days full of content hearts and floating souls, we smother the 
blues on our canvas with yellows, painting glorious hues of imperfection.  

I also observe people. I adore watching people; it is fascinating how each mind functions 
so differently. I always wondered to myself whether people were innately something. Innately 
kind, innately brash, innately vicious, innately selfless. Are people born with such qualities or are 
they raised with these manners? Have the traumas of each human caused corruption, or rather are 
they eye opening? Why does each respond so differently to life’s obstacles? My mind whirls as I 
question myself by thinking that if people are born innately in a certain way, maybe they should 
be defined by one name. Each person is vastly different, and I mention that myself, so where did 
this nagging idea come from that names should not exist? Maybe the problem is not in the names 
that we are given, but it is in how we perceive such names. Alterations in perception must be 
made because as I trail through the halls and observe my peers, I am met with false assumptions 
due to association of name. It saddens me because I used to be naive as to blame this on 
immaturity, but as I observe people of all ages being warped into a world of propaganda and 
jumping at one another’s throats due to labels, I want to erase each label that I encounter that 
might have the potential to cause such quick assumption and lead to cruelty.  

I observe picket fence families, seeming to have few struggles, yet dealing with nagging 
parents and crying babies. I observe the homeless on the street, while they look back at me with 
desperate eyes as I selfishly grant them a look of pity instead of a dollar bill because I too am 
sucked in by propaganda and the fear that they might drug themselves to death with my money. I 
then guiltily observe my own face in the mirror, hating what the world has done to me. Rather, 
what I let it do to me. I observe children- young girls playing on the swings and monkey bars as 
their thin ponytails whip around in the breeze and little boys playing tag in fields of long grass 
with impish grins on their faces. For a moment, I feel as if I am Holden Caulfield, for I am 
fearful for the maturity of these children. They will too be filled with propaganda and a canvas so 
full of fresh color that it will transform to brown.  
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I am passionate about observing music. I observe the way that it moves me, and I observe 
the meaning behind it. I soar with Pink Floyd, I dance and shout with Green Day, I cry with The 
Fray, I exhaust my emotions with Beethoven, and I fall in love with the lyrics of Harry Styles. 
My observation of music has no limits, for expression through art is fascinating to me no matter 
the genre. I am granted a sliver of the hearts of the artists, and I get to observe them as well.  

I observe the stars. I know nothing about them except that I could spot out Orion’s Belt 
and the Big and Little Dipper. There is something so magnificent about stars still, although I 
can’t seem to put a finger on it. Maybe it is because we can see the same star in different places, 
it generously gracing us humans with more magic than we probably deserve. Maybe it is because 
many stars that we see, we see in their pasts. A star could have exploded years ago, yet we can 
still see it bright and alive on Earth; it leaves a legacy with us. Maybe that is too deep though. 
Maybe stars are just simply magnificent.  

I would be lying if I said that I observe the clouds in the daytime sky. Often times, when I 
lay down and look up at the seemingly infinite beautiful blue atmosphere, I instantly lose myself 
in the whirlpool that is my brain. I sometimes try to observe my head, but it often times makes 
me dizzy.  

I tend to frequently observe a beautiful fairy. Her wings are tattered, and she is only just 
learning to fly again; I never used to think she was beautiful, though. In fact, I hardly viewed her 
as a fairy at all, but more of an ugly specimen, her wings making her an interruption in a 
beautiful sea of fish. In the beginning, though, her wings never even stole my attention. She 
seemed just like the other humans. Once I began to grow more conscious of the world, I noticed 
a fault with her having wings, and I grew a distaste for them. I feared that her difference was 
detrimental, and in a moment of pure ignorance, I was horrified by anything even slightly out of 
place. She seemed extremely out of place. She pranced around at lightning speed, her wings 
lifting her short distances and plopping her back down again for her to continue to skip. She 
sang, she danced, and she laughed at a ridiculous pitch. People believed that she did not care 
what anyone thought, and a part of her believed that too. Unfortunately, the other bit of her 
listened to me when I informed her that her happiness was overwhelming, her laughs ear-
piercing, and her sarcasm insulting. I watched her turn in on herself from there, and there was 
nothing that I could do to bring her back. Slowly but surely, I observed as she tore her wings bit 
by bit until she was ordinary. Except she was not ordinary. She had phantom craters from where 
her wings should be, matching the crescent moon carvings that she unconsciously pressed firmly 
into her palms as a result of anxiety. She was anything but ordinary. She was a fairy who had lost 
her wings. She no longer pranced and she no longer twirled. She trudged on the cold bare earth 
below her. She was always meant for flight, but here she was, tethered to the ground by her 
crippled mind.  

I observed her as she took the last of her glitter and made it rain down on others. Their 
frowns turned to smiles as her own glimmer continued to dull. I observed her and she observed 
the world- its cruelty, its loneliness, its lost potential of beauty. I realized that’s what she was 
too. A lost potential of beauty. Except there was a part of me that knew it was not all lost; maybe 
it was just misplaced. I observed her as she ventured through a maze of anguish and vulnerability 
in order to emerge from it with relief and even pride. Pride in her new wings. Because they were 
new; even though they were pieces of her previous bent and tattered wings, they were new. Each 
strip of tape and drop of glue signified the part of herself that she had newly discovered on her 
journey- empathy, depth, selflessness.  
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She could fly again. She skipped, she soared, and she sprinkled just enough glitter onto 
those who she encountered to help them to glisten but also keep her beaming. She was beautiful. 
She was not and could never be the same as she was, but she was pure magic. She was magic 
because she could identify that in herself. Because she was flawed. Because she was different. I 
finally was able to identify that in her, not always, but enough. As reality begins to course 
through my veins, I am able to admit that she is me. I tend to observe myself from the outside. I 
tend to observe most aspects of life from the outside.  

How can all of this be defined by one name? We cannot be defined by solely our names. 
We are all beautiful fairies.  
 
Sincerely,  
The girl with no name 
 

 
 
  

Picture by Ana-Maria Craciun  
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An Endless Dance 
Amer Mohamed 

 
In the furthest back of my mind 

In the dark, dust-covered, spider-infested corners inside my head 
In the wild, barren, wastelands of my untamed emotions 

In the hottest and coldest reaches of the world inside my subconscious 
All the suppressed, vacuum-sealed, pressure-locked, pushed down 

Feelings, concerns, worries, and anxieties 
From the vault in the void of my heart 

Masterfully escape their prison  
With the flow of my tears streaking down my face 

 
Each streak I am flung off the top of a cliff 

Diving into the murky waters of life 
Each drop is a scream stifled to the yawn of a kitten 

Meanwhile the roar of a mad lion echoes inside my head 
Each pound of my heart feels like a punch to the face 

As the hurricane inside my mind blows away 
Every happy moment of my life 

Leaving nothing but the memories of ruins inside 
 

And I begin to remember 
Every time I was wronged 
Every time I was doubted 

Every time I scraped my knee 
Every time I got stung by a bee 

Every time I was shot with the bullets of hateful words 
Every time I was burned with the fire embers of envy  

Every time I hit the hard surface of the floor 
And every time the universe threw the worst it could at me 

 
And I grow tired 

Tired of being sick and helpless 
Tired of the feeling of hopelessness 

Tired of wallowing in the trenches of self-pity 
Tired of having my lifeless body feel so empty 

Tired of falling in the endless abyss of a dreadful world 
Tired of my deplorable existence spiraling out of control 
Tired of being trapped in the abysmal caverns of sorrow 

And tired of living through life as the victim  
of yesterday, today, and tomorrow  

 
 

And just like magic or perhaps the flick of a switch  
Something inside my mind clicks 
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All the demons of my world retreat back to their vault 
All evils return to Pandora’s box 

The void inside my heart quickly fills up with peace and joy 
The lion, fast asleep, roars no more  

And the monstrous hurricane has finally been cured  
 

And as the river of tears stops its flooding 
As the sky turn its cheerful blue color 

And the sun shines with its warm blissful glow 
The clouds that once roamed above my head finally cast away 

And the satisfied winds deal their final blow  
A newfound mental clarity is now awake 

And I begin to remember  
 

Every time that I was praised and commended  
Every time I climbed to the top of the mountains 
Every time I laughed in the face of my skeptics  

Every time my wounds were treated with love and care 
Every time I was gifted with the marvelous present of an eternal friendship 

Every time I did a barrel roll before hitting the floor and walked away like a cool kid 
and every time with the skill of a boxer in his prime, 

 I bobbed, weaved, dodged, and fought my way out of the fog 
And saw the light despite the dark 

 
I think now I know what life truly is 

It’s simply put, a storm of balanced disturbance 
Between the ups and downs and the lefts and rights 

The immeasurable amount of restless nights 
And the infinite yet limited number of tranquil sleep 

Entire days filled with joy and happiness 
Others filled with anguish and sadness 

The difference between feeling completely lost and knowing exactly where you belong 
 

Yet somehow, there is something graceful  
about the chaos of such a storm  

All the tussling and tossing back and forth, 
All the swaying from left to right,  

A truly elegant sight 
Akin to the meticulously choreographed performance of two star-crossed lovers, 

the delicate rhythm of the tides between the moon and the ocean 
and the asymmetrical orbit of the Earth around the sun, 

all stuck in an endless dance. 
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A Natural Responsibility (Cento poem) 
Sebastian Castano 
 
There is soot on the ground, 
Overcast by towers of gold. 
As a dreary smog profound, 
Blackly squats o’er the world;     (“Yule Horror” -H.P. Lovecraft) 
 
We live our lives amongst the trees,  
And we travel unmapped roads.    (“The Cities Inside Us” -Alberto Ríos) 
In valleys of open frigid breeze,  
A life without barcodes.  
 
We are a province of prosperity.  
They are a city of demise,  
We flourish in posterity, 
They live to sensationalize. 
 
The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers,     (“Let America be America again” -Langston Hughes) 
The vast lush expanse we call home. 
The spills and pollution are all he delivers,  
The corporate king they do enthrone.  
 
Darkness falls abruptly upon us,  
Falls from the wings of the Night.                       (“The Day Is Done” -Henry Wadsworth Longfellow) 
Just like the ash of factories, thus,  
Manifesting impurities and devastation invite.  
 
Distinguish yourself from the greed and corruption of this world,  
Recognize the issues gluttonous humans tend to bring.  
Protect yourself from rotten policies that spring up like mold,  
And make it a priority to clean the environment this coming spring.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Deer by Ava Bertolotti 
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Flip Your Perspective 
Catriona Corbett 
 

This world is going to hell. 

How humorous it is to believe 

We can save ourselves from our past evil doings. 

From the first bite into the Forbidden Fruit 

God reduced our consciences to that of savage beasts. 

 It is ludicrous to consider 

Humans are malleable and capable of change.  

It is undeniable that we all have good hidden within ourselves. 

But 

We have starved our brothers 

enslaved our sisters 

Fought and envied our neighbors 

We have bound our children to a dying, decomposing planet after we purged her of beauty 

These flaws we so relentlessly try to mask cannot be refuted.   

Positive progress can be forged through perceivably unremarkable deeds. 

Accompanying another’s tearful eye with a comforting smile 

Walking an old lady across the street 

The smallest act of compassion towards a stranger can modify our brains and souls. 

What a fabricated lie. 

The world is irreversibly cruel. 

It is delusional to consider 

We can change the world for the better. 

Our planet is a pathetic, pitiable mess incompetent of transforming into a paradigm of peace. 

So never think that 

It is the perfect time to make a change. 

 

Now Read from Bottom to Top J 
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Matter 
Erika David 
 
Sometimes there are days where I don’t feel like I matter. 
That is putting it simply. 
If I wanted to say it poetically or in more of a way that braids heartstrings – well here it is: 
 
I feel like one of those cold, engraved gravestones you pass by and glance at and walk away 
Feeling pitiful yet annoyed because I’m in the way... 
just mostly uninterested. 
 
Or like an old picture in a frame 
You have no idea what it’s about, who’s in it, however it’s somewhat alluring- 
In a way where you dust off the specks that litter the glass 
But not open the frame, read the back, pick it up and keep it, 
More like- give it a slap on the back and keep moving forward. 
 
I think people don’t think I matter 
Because I am constantly being left behind. 
I’m not asking for someone to hold my hand through life, 
Just the parts where my flooded eyes match my shaking hands and I can’t help it but hurt. 
 
I guess what I’m saying is, I don’t think I matter 
Not in the way I want to anyways. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Skateboarder 3 by Samantha DeJohn 
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Bats. 
Ava Bertolotti 
 

‘Xibalba,’ they called it.  
A Place of Fear, somewhere where only the intrepid would go.  
They respected us.  
Our crystalline caves remained pristine, we had free rein over them;  
but to the humans, ours was a dark dominion, synonymous with the gut-wrenching fear of 
that which is inevitable. 
They did, however, appreciate our beauty – but they avoided us.  
Lately, a different breed has ventured far past where the others dared to go.  
These humans laugh loudly, yell to each other, carry unnaturally bright bits of daylight  
into the gaping maw of our somber home, waking us from our blissful slumber.  
Scared, we shriek and fly away, while they scream and laugh louder.  
They spray themselves with noxious chemicals that get into our river,  
killing our tiny buzzing food.  
They float around on large plastic rafts, which scrape against the stalagmites.  
They love us, though. Fascinating creatures, we are.  
As are they.  

 
Other parts of our cave homes are closer to the Unknown, 
that bright white crescendo of noise that evicted us from our nooks and crannies in the 
stone.  
It is a human jungle, one where it is always day, always bright, always loud.  
We in this cave were lucky.  
They have not torn down our jungle yet, which we venture into when it is dark outside.  
The stars are always visible, and our prey is easily heard.  
Our rain is still fairly pure, as is our river.  
The occasional invasion by some ecotourists is a small price to pay for this – 
we know some of those original people are still looking after us. 

 
  

Mouth of Cave by Ava Bertolotti 
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The Way the World Was 
Leah Lashley 
 
In the Year of Nature 
The birds flew through the clear sky and the animals ran away from the predators on land 
Everyone was happy on their Earth and jumped through the day  
The sun was beaming in the sky and the grass was full 
The stream went upwards and the bridge went above 
But in the Year of Technology the birds didn’t fly through the clear sky  
The animals were no longer running away from predators of the land; they ran away from the 
humans ruining their land 
The humans threw items into the ocean causing pollution and the water barely went through the 
stream 
The cloudy air was so thick no one could see through it 
This is the burning world we live in  
Full of dirty pollution  
The Year of Technology was the year the animals ran away from humans  
The Birds crawled through the dirty fog of thick pollution 
This all happened because people made the technology that made the world go crazy 
The huge factories were made in every corner 
‘Til no one could move around  
This is what the Year of Technology came to be because of us, humans 
 
  

Spring in Full Swing by Juliana Monticello 
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Lights and Snowball Fights 
Shannon Kennedy 
 

Love, you rolled. A parkour roll. 
Into my life. Into my heart. 

I tried to roll. 
You tried to teach me. 

 
Love, snowballing with every second spent driving on long winding roads with the exquisite 

scenery of the city skyline illuminating your face. 
I long to see that face in my dreams. 

 
Daydreaming. 

Of the snowball fights. Of running. Of dancing. 
 

And Kitchens.  
Remind me  

Of your fried rice at 1 am. Of cereal afterschool. 
Of our dance parties. 

 
Of critiquing The Great British Bake Off’s contestant’s rolls.  

Knowing we could never make anything even close.  
But we continue rolling. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Warmth of the Indoors by Jorge Rivera 
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A Man Who Possessed Nothing  
Brady Rosenstock 
 
A man who possessed nothing asked God for more 
So, God gave him clothes and the man was grateful 
 
But the man was still hungry and asked God for more 
So, God gave him food and the man was grateful 
 
But the man lacked security and asked God for more 
So, God gave him shelter and the man was grateful  
 
But the man was lonely and asked God for more 
So, God gave him friends and the man was grateful 
 
But the man wanted love and asked God for more 
So, God gave him a wife and the man was grateful  
 
But the man wanted a purpose and asked God for more 
So, God gave him children and the man was grateful  
 
But the man wanted knowledge and asked God for more 
So, God gave him education and the man was grateful  
 
But the man desired wealth and fame and asked God for more 
So, God gave him money and fans and the man was grateful  
 
But the man wanted eternal life and asked God for more  
So, God gave him Heaven and the man was grateful  
 
But the man wanted more  
So, God gave him Hell  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Drawing of 
an Older Man 
by Sara 
Spinner 
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Sad 
Sara Spinner 
 

In its first thin tide. In the place 
to which it’s come like a stranger.  

Where the day is a map  
you cannot read, crickets begin  

in the warm night to whirr 
green songs they could not unlearn  

had they minds to grow bored.  
The willow tree shudders  
as though it were sewn up  

with twitching nerves, with wire  
bright as new-minted pennies. Where  

do you go to gain the ear  
of the moon, its ravaged face  

lamented by no one? And  
what do you tell something so old  

it cannot remember 
being once part of the world and not the sky?  

What would your shadow care  
to hear, to come close, to touch  

hand to wall the tremor  
of a passing train? If it had bones inside it,  

you know it would flee.  
So what are your words worth  

to the hurried traffic, 
to everything blurred,  
to the ice cream truck  
and its sweet patrol, 

its song spilling out like a toy, 
even in the dark? For all the sunlight  

passing from the world 
like a thought, who might you sing  

to timid sleep? However long  
you waited for rain  

to rinse you of light’s molten color,  
for the elbow of the river  

to bend back 
to your life, the grass whispers,  

you waited too long 
and all the while it speaks  

it grows. 
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How to Survive a Bad Day  
Jannah Galapate  
 
You’ve just had a bad day  
And now you’re convinced that it’s the time to throw your life away  
Insecurities reach the deep caverns of your mind  
Where all your morbid and intrusive thoughts intertwine  
But think about what would happen if you’re gone  
Who would be happy? I tell you none 
Your parents would have nothing to blame but themselves 
They would be scarred with the bloody image of you on your bedroom floor dead  
I tell you that memory will never leave their heads 
The love of your life would ask, “Do I just live with no love?”  
While he profusely screams, “Have her back” to the guy from above 
Your friends wouldn’t know how to live  
To just have you back, is all they would give  
Music and poetry 
Isn’t that what you like to do?  
They’d surely miss the rhyme and rhythms you’d recite and play  
Wishing you were alive so they could hear all you have to express and say 
What about senior awards night and your graduation?  
Don’t you want to witness your success?  
How far you have gone despite the awful mess?  
I tell you that it’s not your time to go  
There’s so much more in store for you to experience and grow  
And this, my friend, is how you get through a bad day 
By focusing on the bright future coming your way  
Take a step back and know that one setback does not determine it all  
Your future is bright, so hold your head high and stand tall  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Cathedral by Samantha DeJohn 
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The Way the World Ended 
Leah Lashley 
 
Earth has been destroyed and created multiple times in different ways 
From Adam and Eve to genocides 
Either god or humans destroyed the planet 
Then out of pity or boredom we built it once more 
Either older days or modern days we’ve destroyed the Earth 
My generation…the generation of technology  
I speak to you now 
We have increased the speed to the Earth’s death 
Are we going to spread awareness for the end of humanity? 
Or are we going to let it happen  
In situations that we, humans do not control 
We just sit back or stand there petrified  
Due to fear and selfishness 
The world was destroyed once more 
Humanity was destroyed again 
The fault of this death isn’t on one person 
Congratulations because now the fresh air that was once underestimated will be the only thing 
that is yearned for  
Deep breaths will turn into quick breaths 
Oxygen tanks will replace that fresh air 
Wildfires in the winter 
Wearing shorts instead of coats in the middle of January 
Still ignoring it like a minor problem 
Continue to put plastic in the water 
Continue to not clean oil spills up in the ocean 
Continue to throw your litter in the streets 
Continue to be selfish 
Humanity is based off greed 
Greed led to the end of Humanity 
The way the world ended  
Is the same way the world started  
A mistake  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Bonfire by Ava Bertolotti 
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My Graceful Farewell 
E.D. 
 
This is to the boy with the big hoodies 
And enchanting cologne 
To the one who protected me for 13 years 
And continues to care. 
 
This is to the girl who lifted me up, 
Who reminds me of strength and pure kindness, 
To the one who protects me constantly and helps me think things through. 
 
Two important people in my life I love. 
One romantically, and one platonically. 
 
Those flitting towards each other in the light of love- 
Shredded my hopes of anything happening to the boy with the enchanting cologne and oversized 
hoodies, 
Shredded my 5-year-old self’s dreams of marrying him- 
My 10-year-old self’s confidence building as he held doors open for me, 
And told me I was beautiful- 
Tore out tears from my dry eyelids I had no idea I contained. 
 
To that lovely beautiful girl that makes my heart murmur loyalty and bloom core feelings of 
friendship, 
I acquiesce. 
 
I used to think acquiescing was some sort of sad defeat, forced white flag, or devastating ending, 
But as I say my graceful farewell to a romance that never was, 
I am kissing my last tear, waving my stained white flag, and smiling with my “devastating” 
ending clutched in my fists… 
 
My life or my hopes, 
Should not stand in the way of others’ lives or hopes. 
They chose each other, 
I must be okay. 
Not for the purpose of looking like a decent person, or keeping him in my life, 
But for the purpose of: 
Not ruining someone else’s happiness in justification of my own. 
 
So, 
As I watch you both sit on that light brown leather couch, cuddling, playing guitar and falling 
into a natural romance, 
I’m okay. 
 
I’m okay with being downstairs, and hearing you both laugh as I wash dishes to de-stress, 
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I’m okay with humming tunes of songs that make my heart ache, 
I’m okay with folding the blankets you both used, 
Keeping the pictures of the two of you holding each other you asked me to capture,  
Going on adventures watching you both fall deeper into each other’s depths… 
Not because it doesn’t hurt, 
But because- 
Even if it does, you are still happy. 
 
So here is my graceful farewell, 
To my stoic blonde best friend who I have made a connection with for life, 
And to my once knight in shining armor who is now a brother, 
I love you.  
I wish you the best.  
It is okay I’m hurting, as long as good comes out of it,  
I am happy. 
 
Gracefully, 
Farewell 
  

Skateboarder 2 by Samantha DeJohn 
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Mimic 
Laura Schubert 
 

This behemoth plagues your brief life 

You dread your harrowing encounter with it 

Manipulating your conception of reality 

Swindling your somber eyes to see an eternal war 

A graphic war by which you are always defeated 

Experiencing a new loss in each hallucination 

Each time you try to rip your attention away from the monster 

In attempt to force the nightmare to a temporary end 

This rigid creature appears each day 

In a frame reflecting back at you 

Mimicking your every move, mocking you 

Once the beast has control over you, you study its face 

Its melancholy frown seems too familiar 

Reality reveals that you are looking into a mirror 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Chocolate Strawberries by Juliana Monticello 
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I 
Amer Mohamed 

 
I am, I have, I want, I was 
I did, I need, I had, I done 
I ran, I saw, I flew, I heard 

I create, I created, I, I, I 
 

What is I 
Who 

Is 
I 

Is it the spirit or the body?  
And which one do I call me 

 
And so, an endless battle begins 

A separation between mind and body 
The conscious and the unconscious  

The soul and its shell 
The physical and the spiritual 

And which one is I 
We see ourselves as nothing but a spirit  

imprisoned inside a bag of skin 
But that is a flawed way of thinking 

 
Because we were not brought into this world, 

We are what became of it 
 We do not live through life, no 

Life lives through us 
Nature is not made, it grows 

And so, we do not have a body 
We are the body 

 
I am a body 

But  
I am also a spirit 
I am both aware 

And unaware 
I am living 

But  
I am also dying 

I am awake  
But some part of me  

Remains dormant  
The soul and the body  
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They work not against each other 
But with one another 

Just like the Earth 
A pact between the ground and the sky  

It is this sacred contract 
That allows me to exist 

Between me and I  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Cat by Ava Bertolotti 
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Dear Tomorrow 
Brady Rosenstock 
 
Dear Tomorrow,  
 
I fear you like no other  
 
The uncertainty you provoke has no limits, but the ease that you permit does  
 
You catalyze Today’s struggles but before you reap the consequences, you become the next day 
 
Just when I think that I have grasped you, you slip through my fingers like rushing water 
 
In a moment, you are seconds, then hours away  
 
Just when I think that you have arrived, you reappear as a figure of my imagination  
 
Today I fear that I will enter Tomorrow and long for Yesterday  
 
Some would rather die than live to see what you have to offer 
 
But, why do I struggle for you?  
 
Is it your promise? 
 
Or is it your threat?  
 
Inevitably, you cannot be conquered 
 
Because defeating you would be defeating myself  
 
So how do you benefit?  
 
Sincerely,  
 
Afraid  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Museum by Samantha DeJohn 
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Bordering on the Tragic 
Sara Spinner 
 
We kept hearing good things about Muncie. 
There were meat-eating flowers 
In the very same world. Ravenous weeds. 
A long time I watched myself dissolve 
deeper into the Earth’s wounds.  
When I left, children sang. 
When they sang, the world was less a riddle. 
All the dreams were deciduous. 
Later in the night. Scant cities 
dumping light in the sky. 
Who could say to them the sky had had enough? 
The birds rattled bones 
time had hallowed for light. 
The children had tried to sing like them, 
their belongings in bandanas 
knotted to switches swung 
across their bare shoulders. 
I was never proud to pitch bricks 
through bakery windows 
When it was dark, to sift glass for crumbs. 
That was hunger, I think, 
Though I never feared  
the end of my body  
beneath the trees where I hid from time. 
Ambulances sang 
about blood, blood fever, blood forever. 
Through green wood I’d hear every hymn. 
And then they’d pass into the silence of others.  
Whose hearts splintered. 
And I hadn’t caused it, 
not in my distance  
or in all the nearness I had left, 
but to the air I confessed all the same.  
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Sinking Ship 
Laura Schubert 
 

We were both on that sinking ship 

But I didn’t see that you were already in the water 

Silently flailing your arms in that frigid liquid 

That same evil liquid flooding your lungs 

But I didn’t see, I was too caught up in what was happening to me 

 
  

Bridge at Sunset by Ariana Flores 
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Flowers on Your Living Grave 
Sofia Sieminski 
  
The day your hand slipped away 
A day my heart will forever save 
Your memory locked in my head as I pray, 
That there will always be flowers on your living grave. 
  
Six feet in the ground, but breathing fine 
My chest concaved, though I forgave 
Your hand in mine in endless time, 
I hope there are flowers on your living grave. 
  
Your heart intertwined with hers 
The pain as an ocean wave 
Every lie in three words 
I don’t know if there are flowers on your living grave. 
  
The chains off my limbs 
My soul strong and brave 
Now free from grief as your memory dims 
I forgot to put flowers on your living grave. 
 
 
  

Beauty in Bloom by Juliana Monticello 
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Happiness 
Erika David 
 
Society has always had a hail storm of expectations for women 
All leading to a path that women must follow 
A plan that must be executed perfectly for any sort of praise or validation of LIFE 
This path is:  
Love 
Marriage 
Children 
 
That is and always has been the expectation of women in every single generation or century. 
 
And yet, 
The conversation has not been spoken all this time. 
The conversation of: 
How motherhood is exhausting, 
damn near draining leaving an astringent taste on the tongue forever. 
 
How love can slowly murder someone as their “significant” other picks apart their soul and 
switches out pieces they believe is better suited for THEM... 
 
or how marriage, if not even the slightest bit a partnership, 
Is S L A V E R Y. 
.... 
Pick any year, any era or choose any religious novel, 
I guarantee you that 
Love 
Marriage 
And children 
Are the items that are meant to fulfill a woman’s life. 
 
You don’t believe me? 
Well, 
Name me a female leader in religion that didn’t involve soft voices and graceful sways- 
A deity with curves n thick hair that didn’t preach the “appropriate” gender roles with marriage,  
name me rules that did not coddle a man’s ego pushed by the sanctity of female virginity- 
Name me a commandment that does not force a woman to obey her husband with gratitude 
rather than rightful anger, 
 
Name me an establishment that did not infringe on the rights and choices of a woman. 
... 
When people try to “catch up with me” 
Explain to me why the first question they always ask is, 
“Do you have a boyfriend yet?” 
.... 
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I would rather use gunpowder as Chapstick than leave the taste of sweet strawberry as I kiss 
societal expectations behind. 
 
I am not and never will be, 
anyone’s pawn in a flawed plan that ensures my demise 
and 
someone 
else’s 
Happiness. 
 
  

Flowers by Erika David 
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An Angel with Black Wings 
Sebastian Castano 
 

I sit upon a rotten spruce log, around me the air filled with the scent of pine-needles and 
the wet grass of the morning. I rest my pack and gear close by and begin to unpack my things. I 
look down at my sandwich, meticulously crafted by hand, awaiting to fulfill my empty stomach. 
Behind me I hear the joyful chirping of sparrows echoing past the rhythm of an energetic 
hummingbird. I am surrounded by marvels of nature: polychromatic beings of color. But it is the 
slightest blur that strikes me. Nearby lands a silky blackbird, her color the combination of all the 
others. Her matte black beak, trumped only by her velvety coal wings. She is neither crow nor 
raven, rather an angel with black wings; and yet when I proffer my hand in a courteous gift of 
lunch, she flits away like a monarch in the gentle breeze. 
 

La Primavera by Juliana Monticello 
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Envy my Shadow 
Samantha DeJohn 
 
I envy my shadow 
How easy it lives 
Tall, faceless, and expressionless 
 
I envy my shadow  
How it can forget 
Being reborn when the sun appears again  
 
I envy my shadow  
How it’s never alone  
I stand right with it wherever it goes 
 
I envy my shadow  
Yet somehow, I know  
If I disappeared my shadow would not show 
  

An Evening Along the Seine by Adi Ben Guy 
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An Elegy on the Wake of a Predicted Return 
Sara Spinner  
 
We find your bones all the time and try not to be sad. 
We’re not even sure how late we were to your funeral or whether we sent flowers 
or told great stories of how you lived 
on your own terms and without regret 
and that for you the most important thing 
was love. And awesome displays of predation. 
Carbon dating can’t say whether 
The toasts were raised to you and your epoch 
would have burned your alien face 
with embarrassment for all the wildness of your youth 
or swallowed you up in laughter, 
as you might have tried to swallow us on another day in the long life of ancient hunger. 
And we hope the words we said 
to all the mates you’d won with rituals 
impossible for mammals to even comprehend 
helped to assuage the thing that was grief 
that was in them and would never fade, 
they swore by the dangerous volume of their tears 
and the veils of black weed 
they wore in the fathoms of bereavement. 
To your children looking on you 
who said to themselves that you only slept  
and would wake when all this was over 
and everyone had left who swore 
to honor your last hunt with all theirs to come, 
we can only theorize how much they felt 
of our terrified stabs at consolation 
and whether they would have  
let us keep our arms. The fossil record 
so far contains no evidence 
we attended the deposition of your body 
as it was lowered 
while many beasts sadly lowed in the depths 
or whether the tears finally came 
when upwards we desperately kicked 
to the air of the world that was soon to be gone 
or soon to be our own. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Drawing of a Hand by Sara Spinner 
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Dream Chasm 39.5  
Catriona Corbett 
 
In response to S.H. 
 
Hi, it’s me again. 
I know that I’ve been gone for a while 
But no worries 
I only felt that there was nothing for me to say. 
People talk too much. 
Not that I blame them. 
The easiest way to fill inner vacancy is 
Stuffing the air with meaningless babble 
Even if it ends up swallowing you whole. 
Hell, I do it too. 
Trekking down an infinite hall of mirrors 
Hoping to find someone along the way. 
I wish we could sit in comfortable silence 
And instead of drowning each other out with our collectively exhausted sentiments 
Listen to the undying song of the birds. 
After all, they have been working on that tune 
For the past million or so years 
So I’d like to bet there is something to their endless tweeting. 
  

Illustration by Catriona Corbett 
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White America 
Leah Lashley 
 
I pledge allegiance to the flag of The White States of America 
The land of the “free” 
The land where my ancestors worked for centuries  
The land of the captured and privileged 
The land where the privileged are white and the minorities are picking the cotton 
To the republic who didn’t want people like me sitting in the same room as those privileged 
One nation that separated all 
Claiming God allowed slavery 
Divisible 
1776 claiming all men are equal 
Those equal cannot be colored 
To the land where the colored was labeled as a threat 
To the land where they’re shooting my brothers 
Raping my sisters 
A land where black girls like me can’t have depression 
It’s seen as aggression 
To the land that builds a wall to keep out “drug dealers” 
To the land where females have less pay than men 
To the land where my brother can end up dead 
Dead because he “assaulted” a police officer 
To the land where I’m expected to act rachet and ghetto to live up to stereotypes 
To the land of the trapped 
Never the land of the free 
Never living up to the land it could be 
The land of opportunities 
To the land of the white 
Not my America 
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I had a Dream 
Sara Spinner  
 
There was a long sentence I wanted to say 
In the dream, about life in America, 
about the literature of apocalypse 
or living in caves, or living within earshot 
of trains. Which is to say I don’t 
recall a thing that I dreamed last night, 
the color of anything, the tenebrous custard of clouds, 
the water that fell in shapes 
from the elm trees. Really, what I’m thinking tonight is there is nothing 
in all the flat world which would satisfy me. 
Not food and not love and no  
Escape into a Kafkaesque novel 
And in this I am trying to feel only  
A little sad. Slightly defeated. 
Returnable still, even to the ones I have yet to love, 
their darling, imperious airs, 
their hair in careless garlands 
announcing one more morning or one last. 
They went about in the immediacy 
of dreams. They said, or did not 
say, I am the tacit light of the stars. 
A long time it took me 
to make sense of that 
and longer still their absences, 
which felt like nothing  
of the sort, though through them I could hear 
trains warning the miles 
of their torturous approach. 
It seems beautiful, 
to think now of that sound 
which is all immensity and inevitability 
and other abstractions 
which only call to mind 
everything that is too easy to be forgotten:  
the winter is not endless 
or without charm, 
and I am not the one, 
frozen beside the thermostat 
with a safecracker’s impenetrable intent. 
Love, it is cold out there, 
Is not what I mean 
with every adjustment of the worn dial, 
but I might say it, 

Reflection by Juliana Monticello 
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were you to ask, 
stranger who doesn’t know me at all.   
 
  

Record Player by Juliana Monticello 
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After “The Road Not Taken” by Robert Frost 
Sarah Zarember 
 
You took the road less traveled by 
 Demeaning me, the contrary. 
 Apparently, ‘tis not enough 
 To have mere popularity. 
 
When confrontation plays its course, 
The people seldom chooseth thee. 
For I am paved, and thou art rough 
And rugged as the eye can see! 
 
‘Tis evil that thou prosper so 
And taketh all my infamy! 
What mortal sin did’st I commit 
To miss out on fame and glory? 
 
Thou art cruel to neglect me so; 
Deny superiority! 
To omit and reject me so 
That Frost can please his company?  
 
For I am hurt and I doth sulk 
Alone in my disparity. 
To all of thee that caused this pain: 
I ask thee, dost thou mocketh me? 
 
The road MORE traveled bids adieu 
And writes to thee sincerely. 
 
  

City Street by Samantha DeJohn 
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In the Dark  
Samantha DeJohn 
 
In the dark, the monsters emerge from under the bed.  
Maybe they feel that it is their time, 
For they are blanketed by the pitch black of the night.  
Maybe they are more selfless than we assume, 
Desperate to find comfort in another lost and misunderstood soul.  
It is true that those lost who find one another rather than wait for the sun to rise 
Are often able to save each other.  
Their solace becomes the dark and their title becomes ‘monster,’ 
But that is not who they are.  
 
 
 
The World’s Beauty  
Samantha DeJohn 
 
If your eyes are open, it is nearly impossible to miss the beauty in the world. It is breathtaking. It 
doesn’t mean that life never brings about horrors, but it means that somewhere, the beauty is 
always there. When you open your eyes, you realize what you have missed out on. Take the 
time. Take the time to notice the young girl in her soccer jersey holding an ice cream cone with 
dirt staining her skin. Take the time to notice parents holding their kids on their shoulders and 
pointing out the world’s beauty- a butterfly or a bird. Notice the water lilies, so beautiful and 
rare. Notice the flourishing green nature, the gnats whirling above your head. Remember to 
recognize that you are in their world, but do not forget to acknowledge your own presence. You 
may not see it now, but I can see it. Your presence in the world amplifies its beauty by a million.  
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My Will 
Erika David  
 
Somedays… 
I can be alone and be okay 
Find joy in softness, quiet 
Sipping my yellowish-colored tea, sitting on a plush purplish couch while sketching a face for a 
poem I haven’t titled yet 
 
Somedays 
I am in a perpetual state of 
Peace 
 
There are moments though, 
Like when my fingers are twitching to 
Itch that already bleeding scab of mine- 
Or unclenching and clenching my fists as my emotions spasm, 
A state of momentous intense 
Perturbation 
Hurt- 
 
I cannot tell the cause of where these moments are born. 
All I can remember is how each second 
Bothered me, 
That whatever I kept endlessly searching for, wasn’t looking for me. 
Perhaps my pondering words 
And smoky phrases were not enough 
For my city of fears  
Enlightened by their enemies of destruction. 
 
When will I be enough? 
Where is it, 
Where can I find you? 
My will... 
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Depression Poem 
Jannah Galapate 
 
Once a victim of depression  
Yes, I fully understand the oppression  
  
That has been stigmatized  
To those who have been victimized  
  
I implore you that it is not easy  
You are not in their heavily burdened minds and bodies 
  
Voices inside their heads scream them to hell  
Keeping the feelings bottled inside because they got no one to tell  
  
Tears stream as fresh, crimson blood emerges out of their skin  
Wishing their insecurities would escape from their battle to finally win 
  
As they look in the mirror, all they could wish to themselves is that they are dead 
While their inner demons say, “Drown yourselves and have your blood shed”  
  
I tell you, mental illness is real  
Yes, it is difficult to fathom how they think and what they feel  
  
So, as survivors, let us take initiative to help others fight this duel  
Because we know that the ways of the world are absolutely nasty and cruel 
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On Freedom 
Sara Spinner 
  

Some of the reason why adult life can be greyer and more miserable than it should be is 
that our earliest years are generally made up of a prolonged and highly formative encounter with 
the idea of obedience. Throughout childhood, there is little doubt that the path to maturity must 
involve doing a litany of substantially unpleasant things demanded of us by figures of authority 
whom we cannot question. No one asks if we would be particularly interested in learning about 
the angles of triangles or what a volt really is, but we obey in any case. We give over our days 
and much of our evenings and weekends to complying with an agenda elaborated for us by 
people whose concern with our happiness is at best highly abstract. We put on our happy faces 
and sit at a desk and study the Treaty of Guadalupe-Hidalgo or the chemical properties of helium 
– and trust that our boredom and distaste must be substantially wrong. 

We then become inclined to extend this attitude into our dealings with the wider world. 
We assume that what we particularly want should never be the important factor. We opt for a 
career on the basis that – to others – it looks like the right thing to subscribe to. At parties we’ll 
be able to answer the question what do you do? In a way that – by consensus – is 
unobjectionable or somewhat impressive. At the same time, we learn to see freedom as both 
appealing and, in a way, absurd. We’ll be free, we feel, when we don’t have anything else to fill 
our time with: on Saturday mornings or when we’re retired.  

In the process, we become highly adept at rationalizing our frustrations. We tell ourselves 
that we have no option. We have to stick with a job that we resent or a marriage that has grown 
stale because (we say) we need the money or our friends would be disappointed or it’s the kind 
of thing everyone like us has to do. We become geniuses at elaborating excuses that make our 
unhappiness look necessary and sane. 

The mid-twentieth century British psychoanalyst Donald Winnicott encountered many 
patients – often high-performing and prestigious ones – who were in acute distress because they 
were, as he put it, ‘too good.’ They had never felt the inner freedom and security to say no, 
largely because their earliest caregivers would have viewed the expression of their authentic 
feelings as a threatening insurrection they had to quash. Winnicott proposed that health could 
only come about from counteracting this tendency to subordinate too quickly – and too trustingly 
– to the preferences of others, including people who might claim to care a lot about us. Being 
‘bad’ in a salutary way in Winnicott’s vision wouldn’t have to mean breaking the law or 
becoming aggressive; it would mean finding the inner freedom to do things others might find 
disconcerting on the basis that we, our authentic selves, have a sincere wish to explore them. It 
would be founded on a very profound view that others can never ultimately be the best 
custodians of our lives, for their instincts about what’s acceptable haven’t been formed on the 
basis of a deep knowledge of our unique needs. 

We tend to fantasize about freedom in terms of not having to work or of being able to 
take off on long trips. But if we dig into its core, freedom really means no longer being beholden 
to the expectations of others. We may, quite freely, work very hard or stay at home during the 
holidays. The decisive factor is our willingness to disappoint, to upset or to disconcert others in 
doing so. We don’t need to relish this – we may by nature be inclined to get on well with as 
many people as possible. But we can live with the idea that our central choices might not meet 
with general approval. At the party, we can risk someone not being at all impressed by what we 
do, or regarding our living arrangements as unorthodox or our opinions as odd. But we don’t 
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mind too much – because we’ve become free. Our sense of what our life is about is no longer so 
confused with the notion of meeting the expectations of others.  

To be free, ultimately, is to be devoted – in ways that might be strenuous – to meeting our 
own expectations.  
 
 
  

Ochre Court Mansion by Ariana Flores 
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Between the Stars 
Catriona Corbett  
 
What is it that lies between the stars? 
 
Has anyone ever looked up to the night sky 
To catch a glimpse of the darkness 
That they can undoubtedly visit at any moment by closing their eyes?  
Why stare into the dimness when the beauty of the glistening light surrounds it? 
 
After all, who knows what lies between these bulbs of light? 
An undiscovered planet 
A solar system of gas giants 
Or just a sprinkle of star dust 
All but mere light years away? 
 
But, of course, who would care? 
If it is not within our grasp, why reach for it? 
Why theorize and hypothesize and attempt to legitimize what may lie out before us 
If we are comfortable believing that what we have on our floating space rock is enough? 
 
However, would that not dismiss our dreams? 
Why hope if our wishes are untrue? 
Why fight, why punish ourselves and one another 
If only to be stuck between two stars 
Stranded in the cold abyss? 
Are dreams and wishes and love really the stars, seeking discovery by shining bright 
Or are the hidden in moments of darkness? 
 
Why strive for change and try to achieve goals when our sun is satisfactory? 
Good enough to provide the warmth needed to sustain ourselves  
But not to grow and flourish? 
 
Furthermore, why is the darkness so dark?  
Is it because what lies there is what we do not want to see? 
Do we all cling to the nearest star, the smallest within our grasp 
In a desperate attempt to illuminate our joys and victories 
But to also blissfully leave our suffering in the shadows? 
 
Maybe we need a new sun.  
Our own stars, like the ones in the universe 
Are not created equally. 
Can we not share our glow with one another to illuminate the world 
So everyone can live in a radiant luminescence?  
 
We should all strive to reach the light, 
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But should never dismiss the darkness and what lies within it.  
 
 

Exploration by Mary-Anne D’Angelo 
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Growing up- the Pain and the Beauty (A reverse poem) 
Samantha DeJohn 
 
Growing up. 
The beauty of  
The world  
Will diminish in  
Hatred’s black hole  
We know that  
Unbearable pain 
Will erase  
All forms of joy and light  
We learn that  
Our tired eyes will fade  
The beauty in our hearts  
Flickers of inspiration will ignite  
Our loss of innocence  
Growing up has initiated  
 
Now read from the bottom up  
 
  

A Blurry Love by Adi Ben Guy 
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Narrative 
Anonymous 
 
Driving around aimlessly in her car, 
She looks at me as I’m crying.  
Maybe I should’ve known him and I would’ve never gotten far.  
“You don’t need him,” she says, as my mind is spiraling.  
 
But as the tears were rolling down my face,  
I couldn’t pull together whatever small amount of happiness I had left.  
How stupid was I to be at the frontlines of the chase, 
It was a different type of pain, my heart pulled right out of my chest.  
 
Then she makes a sharp left turn.  
It didn’t look as if we were in Springfield anymore.  
“This is what you need, I hope this helps you learn.” 
We arrived at my favorite ice cream shop, as a line was running out the door.  
 
She says, “What flavor do you want, don’t worry, it’s my treat.” 
Tears of joy ran down my face,  
“You can pick, just nothing too sweet.” 
Memories of grief went away, but her love was one I could never erase. 
 

 
  

Pink Flowers by Ava Bertolotti 
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Inspired by Colson Baker (MGK) 
By Isabella Schubert 
 
Just my pretty toxic, heavy conscience weighing on my soul. 
I am my worst enemy.  
What is “my?” 
What am I? 
My brain or my body, my body or my mind? 
I can’t take this 
I can’t fake it 
I’m tired of pretending, but all I do just is that 
I said what I said, 
And I won’t take it back. 
So remember that. 
 
  

Pansies in Bloom by Juliana Monticello 
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A Message from Your Ally  
Jannah Galapate 
 
Apathy and inhumanity  
This is the norm in our society  
 
Centuries later, it’s still the same  
Having them always take the blame  
 
They account for murders they didn’t commit  
Despite the proofs and affidavits  
 
As their hearts push themselves to beat  
Mercilessly, they are killed in the streets  
 
Racial slurs and prejudice pervade their lives  
But under them good character lies  
 
They might have more melanin  
But I swear these people are genuine  
 
One person’s bad deed is not representative of all  
But their whole race is held accountable and takes the fall  
 
Why is racism still a thing?  
When hatred is all that it brings  
 
Liberty and equality is what is preached  
But when it comes to them, it’s suddenly out of reach  
 
We fail to recognize that racism is a disease  
If we can all acknowledge this please  
 
I implore you, stop choosing to be blind  
Racism is a pollutant that has contaminated mankind  
 
Enough is enough  
We already have seen too many of them cuffed  
 
Let us look past the color of their skin 
And see the character that lies within  
 
As I rest my case,  
Know at the end of the day that we are all part of the same human race  
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A New Home 
Aiden Forys 
 

Day 1480 of quarantine. The government was lying to us. There was never a virus, and 
the killer of millions of people still remains a mystery. There is no flattening the curve. The only 
thing we can do is try not to be one of the data points on this exponentially increasing death 
chart. 

The once lively town of Springfield, New Jersey is now depressed. Even at the start of 
this government-mandated quarantine, neighborhoods were filled with siblings playing in the 
yard or groups of mothers taking walks together but staying six feet apart. However, as time 
went on and the death toll climbed, everyone thought the best thing to do was to stay inside 
because it was revealed to the people that “Covid-19” was a made-up pandemic. This 
propaganda was made to hide the fact that no one knew what was responsible for all these 
deaths. There is one thing that is particularly strange about the people that die. They disappear 
just like Houdini’s elephant. Only some sort of magic can explain these occurrences, but unlike 
Houdini’s performances, these disappearing acts bring fear instead of astonishment. 

Everyone’s lives have changed and it is nearly impossible to believe that it will go back 
to normal. The only action outside on the streets are trucks that drive around to deliver food and 
water to every family, and mail cars because that is our only means of communication. All 
Internet is down and no one has been able to get television channels for a few months. The only 
thing that plays on the television is a running list of the deaths for that day. I can only hope that 
my name “Jack Duncan” doesn’t show up on that screen. It is almost hard to feel sad for the 
people that die anymore because seeing the countless names every day is something that I have 
become accustomed too. The world has lived every day, depressed, desperate, and mourning for 
the last four years, and it seems as everyone has run out of sadness.  

At least I thought I ran out of sadness until this morning, when my younger brother Cory 
disappeared. He was the only other person I lived with because our parents were on vacation 
when quarantine started and were not allowed back home. I walked down to the kitchen to play a 
game of cards with him as we did every day to pass the time. He was taking an unusually long 
time to wake up but I didn’t think anything of it. I walked up to his room and he was gone. No 
blood or any evidence that he had died. He couldn’t have run away because he left all of his 
belongings. It seems as if he just vanished. I reported his disappearance through a letter and later 
that night I saw on the television, “CORY DUNCAN–AGE: 17–TIME OF DEATH: 11:32 AM.” 
A massive rush of sadness took over my body. It was then that I comprehended that he was 
actually gone and I was alone. This sadness turned into immense hatred for whoever or whatever 
is taking away these people.  

Now, I lay in my bed desperately searching for any glimpse of hope as the world is 
practically ending. But, before I can even generate one more thought, a deep sleep crashes into 
me like a massive wave.  

Just as quickly as I fell asleep, I wake up to find myself strapped tightly in a seat. I can’t 
move any of my limbs and the shock from the situation leaves me at a loss for words. I don’t 
scream for help or struggle to get out. Instead, I look around the small, white room that I am in 
and try to make sense of what is going on. I convince myself that I’m in a dream as a tall man 
with jet black hair and pale skin enters the room. Immediately, he tells me, “You are safe and 
there is no need to worry,” in a low monotone voice. “We are relocating you to another planet in 
another solar system,” he continues.  
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“Where? The Death Star?” I reply with a chuckle still convinced that I’m dreaming.  
Unamused by my Star Wars joke the man responds, “We are taking you to the planet of 

Kepler in a different solar system. Right now, you are on a starship traveling at the speed of light 
through space. The people of my planet have been in search for another advanced life form in the 
universe for centuries and we’ve finally found you, the humans of Earth. Once we found Earth, 
we spent decades secretly studying your planet and came to the conclusion that it was close to 
the end. Your people are destroying your home and created a planet that will eventually be 
unable to sustain life. You are rapidly burning though your resources and creating changes in 
climate that are not normal for the natural cycle of a planet. Therefore, to preserve the only other 
advanced life form within one-million light years of Kepler, our people studied how humans act, 
and developed technologies to look like you, talk like you, and safely take you from your planet. 
As we genetically modify the creatures of Kepler to look and act like humans, we hope to be able 
to coexist with you on our sustainable planet. I must go now and tend to the other humans on 
board.” 

He left, and I’m alone once again in this room strapped to a chair, but now I know that 
I’m traveling through space at impossible speeds to a planet so far away that humans couldn’t 
fathom visiting one day. The longer I sit in the room the more I am convinced that this is reality. 
It started to make sense as to why people would randomly disappear off the planet, but some 
concepts are just impossible for humans to comprehend. There are so many unanswered 
questions, but the only thing I can do right now is reluctantly place my trust in these “aliens.”  
They are clearly more advanced than humans and have technologies that we don’t know are 
possible.  

I feel the space ship stop and land. The white walls around me collapse and I find myself 
in a neighborhood with identical houses lined down the street like a Pixar movie. The same man 
then approaches me and begins to unbuckle the straps that hold me down. Before I can ask him 
any questions he explains, “This is your new home on planet Kepler. Our people have 
engineered our planet to match the life that you live on Earth as closely as possible. We look 
forward to living a peaceful life with our new human friends.” He then disappears and leaves me 
outside in this suburban neighborhood in front of this ordinary house. If I didn’t know any better, 
I would think that I am on Earth. Still filled with anxiety, confusion, and fear, I can feel my heart 
beat through my entire body like a bass drum. I was left nothing to do but to enter my new home.  

I slowly creep towards the door fearful of whatever could be on the other side and twist 
the knob. I slowly open the door and peek my head inside. I see the one thing that brings genuine 
joy to me after years of despair. I see my family. Cory and my father stand behind my mother as 
they smile and Cory calmly says, “Welcome home.” 

Immediately, I spread my arms out and embrace my family that I thought I’d never see 
again. I feel their breathing, and hear their cries of joy and I know this is real life. I realize I’m on 
a different planet living a completely different life but there are no worries in my body because I 
am reunited with my family and I actually have hope for once. 

The spaceships that take us away from Earth aren’t to hurt us but to save us. They are like 
Noah’s Ark that is sent to save human kind from the world-engulfing flood that we created 
ourselves.  
 
 
  



 52 

Why I (Can’t) Write 
Ava Bertolotti 
 
 Nothing is as daunting to regard as a blank page, with a sometimes sympathetically, 
sometimes mockingly blinking cursor ready to acquiesce to my every typed demand, no matter 
how nonsensical. That’s how I feel about writing: it’s not as much a fear of criticism as it is the 
feeling that whatever I write will be utterly incoherent and incomprehensible to whomever reads 
it. And why shouldn’t it be? My writing was never honest, I never meant it to be honest; it’s just 
a black and white façade that becomes more disingenuous with every word. Every word is 
agony, variable threads of letters plucked from the thesaurus, words chosen more for their 
aestheticism than their specificity. Words that are minced when I try to add nuance, words that 
are too specific, too subjective, too connotated to be relatable, and yet too vague to have any 
personal meaning. Yet they’re not supposed to be relatable. I’m not writing for anyone else. Am 
I? What’s the point if I’m not? Isn’t all good writing relatable? Doesn’t all real writing have a 
purpose?  
 I’ll never convince myself that it doesn’t. There’s always a reason for writing, no matter 
how seemingly ridiculous it is. Just like there are always rules, and as students we’re better off 
for them. I love rules because they’re impersonal. They help me focus my convoluted tangle of 
neuronal semaphorism into a targeted stream of thought- another vague and abstract word in a 
sentence rife with deviations from the rules, a fragment never accurately expressed, a synaptic 
spark of electricity accompanied by “feelings” that become more jumbled by the second, their 
meanings subverted by poor attempts to translate them into written or spoken words. If I actually 
wrote what I thought, how would it be interpreted? Creative writing is supposed to be 
interpretive, isn’t it? But I’m not creative, especially when it comes to writing stories: I learned 
that when I hit a dead end two minutes after I started to weave my disjointed ideas and poorly 
outlined plot into paragraphs. My brain gets bored of those dull little sparks of activity too 
quickly; the resistance comes when they have to be explained, justified to the analytical reader. 
To compensate for this intellectual laziness I use excessively flowery language, filling up the 
page with adjectives and embellishments that detract from whatever meaning the writing is 
supposed to convey.  
 Writing is a laborious process that solidifies abstract bits of inspiration into something 
structured and tangible, a kind of magic that preserves the voices of human experience through 
the centuries, something that transcends the boundaries of time in a way our flesh-and-blood-
bound consciousness cannot. Everything we write is a link in the chain of history, a sometimes 
personal, sometimes objective account that could, by some serendipitous stumble-upon, be 
enough to make some future archeologist’s career. That may be somewhat fanciful, but who am I 
to say it couldn’t happen? After all, we are the existentialist generation. If we don’t think ahead, 
who will? Death isn’t on our doorstep as frequently as it was in the old days, but with an 
increasingly scientific worldview and the advent of mass media we’ve become painfully aware 
of the ephemerality of the human condition. Whether it is climate change, nuclear war, any 
number of epidemic or pandemic diseases or consonant apocalyptic scenarios, we 
anthropocentrists live like we will never die, encapsulating whatever may bring us to the brink of 
extinction in jest. The sharp pain of reality is too conveniently sheathed in easily swallowed joke 
pills, colorful and hallucinogenic “meme culture” that numbs us to the more nightmarish aspects 
of life. And now, I’ve broken my own rule: by meandering into the realm of the objective and the 
existential, I’m compromising the subjective, humanistic argument I was attempting to make.  
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 But how “abstract” is “inspiration,” really? If we applied the principles of Freudian 
psychoanalysis to writing, then a writer’s exigence isn’t necessarily a single kairotic moment. As 
George Orwell, the author of “Why I Write,” wrote, “One would never undertake [writing a 
book] if one were not driven on by some demon whom one can neither resist nor understand”; a 
demon that I attempt to summon, usually with limited success. My demon is capricious. Its 
mercurial personality is never tempered, only conducted, as those synaptic sparks would be. To 
evaluate a writer’s motives holistically would be to take their personal experiences and history 
into account, their ideals and influences, their relationship with the world and era that they live 
in. At such a politically turbulent place in history, how can I write about anything that isn’t even 
remotely reflective of what’s happening around me? Why shouldn’t my ramblings wander into 
the periphery, where they might address a less philosophical but more concrete question? How 
can anyone write anything that is objective and universal if nothing is?  

Writing this feels like what Orwell called “purple passages” of waxing poetic, verbose 
baroque overkill, stains on the “windowpane” of good prose. Reading this feels like a lack 
thereof, without imagery, without the clever rhetorical twists that elicit some visceral reaction in 
a reader. It is two-dimensional writing for the sake of writing, one of my many (I shouldn’t say 
many; to say I’m unprolific is an understatement) shallow, self-deprecating, nutty and 
purposeless complaints that have no real depth or emotional meaning. This is a lack of Kairos, an 
inability to have time in the right place, running out of steam just as the metaphorical kettle of 
zeal stops boiling, the feeling that nothing should be set in the stone that is paper. Paper will 
outlast us all, anyway… The laptop is the window to the soul. This is just a sorry attempt to 
rationalize my own thought process, a fully egoistic and self-serving rant about nothing, a lack of 
wit, a failure of imagination not worth writing about.  
 
 
  

Journal by Erika David 
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Why We Write 
Sara Spinner 

 
In no other age can so many people have harbored such intense ambitions to become 

writers. The longing one day to turn out a book – probably a novel or, less likely, an autobiography 
– lies close to the center of contemporary aspirations. 

This is, at one level, a hugely welcomed development, a consequence of widespread 
literacy, higher educational standards, and a proper focus on the power of books to change lives. 
But looked at from another angle, it may also, in private, be the result of something rather more 
desultory: an epidemic of isolation and loneliness. The army of literary agents, scouts, editors, and 
writing coaches testifies not only to our love of literature, but also, less intentionally, to an 
unaddressed groundswell of painful solitude. 

Reasons for wanting to write are multiple of course, but the structurally simplest option 
may also be the most pervasive: we write because there is no one in the vicinity who will listen. 
We start to long to set down our memories and emotions on a page and to send them out into the 
wider world because our friends can’t be bothered to hear us, because our people are preoccupied, 
and because it’s been agonizingly long since anyone gave us an uninterrupted stretch of time in 
which we could be attended to with respect and attention – in short, because we are very lonely. 

Writing, for all that it might begin with experiences of joy or disinterested intellectual 
fascination, also owes its origins to despair, shame, and a lack of someone to cry with. It is when 
we have screamed a long time for help, and no one came, that we may begin quietly to burn to 
write a novel instead. Writing can be the presenting solution to a more poignant ambition beneath: 
to be heard, to be held, to be respected, to have our feelings interpreted, and soothed, to be known, 
and appreciated. Flaubert put it at its simplest: if he had been happy in love at eighteen, he would 
never have wanted to write. 

At the start of the West’s journey into self-awareness, we meet the figure of Socrates, who 
puts forward a striking proposition: writing is not what thoughtful people should ideally be doing 
with their time, he suggests. For Socrates, writing is a pale imitation of and replacement for our 
true vocation, which is that of talking to our fellow human beings, in the flesh, in real time, often 
with a glass of wine on the table, or while walking to the harbor, or doing some exercise in the 
gym, about what really matters. The birth of literature is, in the Socratic world view, a symptom 
of social isolation and an indictment of our communities. 

Even if we find literature the finest of substitutes, infinitely better than anything else yet 
invented, it still pays to recognize that substitute is what it might primarily be, that writing is in 
certain ways an act of very polite and artful revenge on a world too busy to listen, and that we 
would never develop such fierce bookish ambitions if we had not first been let down by those we 
needed so much to rely upon. 

A slightly more conscious awareness of writing as compensation may lend us energy to 
acknowledge our unrequited ache for more visceral forms of contact. Whatever the satisfactions 
of writing alone in bed, we should perhaps not cease so easily to give up on the ecstasies of mutual 
understanding and sympathy.  
 
 


