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Is the girl in the mirror
the same girl trapped inside the cracks 

of weathered photo albums? Young, free,
untouched  by stormy days and cold nights. 

I am told I am a child still, but
I am not that girl. 

Life has filled me up
with love and grief and joy that

the girl in those photos has never known. 
I am not that girl. 

Who am I, then? 
I am in between. Between 

child and adult, 
independence and fear, 

who I was and who I am becoming,
the past and the future. 

But the world isn’t in between anymore. 

One year ago 
we were in between two lives
drowning in unfamiliarity; 

grieving the past and afraid of the future. 
Caught in a tangle 

of  uncertainty and hope. But 
we are no longer in between: 

hope has bloomed into movement. 
Life is unfrozen, breathing again; doors are open 

and walls are coming down. 
We have lived through the in between

and good isn’t coming:
it is here to stay. 
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How To Get To a Friend’s House
By Lucas Fink

1. Drop the butter.
2. Ride it like the northern lights.
3. Take detours.
4. Knock on wood.
5. Go down the road.
6. I know a terrible story.
7. Seven
8.    ate 
9.      nine 

10.  Repeat the first step.
11. Don’t let the pie kill you.
12. Name the dog at the bridge without argument.
13. Going right is the right path.
14. Don’t go left.
15. Find the chained fence with the bulldog.
16. You will see the pink house.
17. You're nearly there.
18. Don’t eat teens.
19. Kill the examiner.
20. Take the slanted road!
21. Don’t forget to invent your horse.
22. You're nearly there again.
23. In three feet your destination is on the twenty sixth step!!
24. Don’t die now.
25. Do you think I could have another copy of the poem, I lost it.
26. In seven hundred and three steps your destination is right.

Which right? I don’t know. Follow the yellow brick road. Yes, that one. (Sigh.)
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Upside-Down Nostalgia
By Arcadia Hinton-Cooley

From the New York Times: “Insurrection at the Capitol.”
From CNN: “New Covid-19 virus variant potential threat.”
From The Washington Post: “It’s going to get worse.”

Disaster floods the headlines. My family huddles around the television 
watching chaos unfold, the neatly composed world we once knew 
now one of turbulence; utterly unrecognizable. 
There is nothing to hold onto 
when there is no solace in the past, no comfort from indulging
in memory of what this world once was. I don’t dare look back in time 
because I am sickened by nostalgia. Once upon a time, 
rioters didn’t storm government buildings
and everybody could breathe the same air. Once upon a time, 
we lived unknowingly on the brink of collapse. 
There is nothing to hold onto
yet there is still numbness, illusion, agitation-- despite the relentless 
heaviness of a life split between past and present, 
none of this even feels real.

I get up from the couch, leave my family and the grim newscasters
and the unfamiliarity behind. From my bedroom window 
I see a cat curled up along the backyard fence
bathing in snowy winter sunlight, indifferent
to this ceaseless folding and unfolding of chaos
in an intangible world.
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Location Unknown
By Alex Jordan

Settled and untouched,
I lie in a twin,
Neighboring yet neigh bridged, by two stripes of yellow paint,
To the outside.

Walls pervading grey and ill-defined love,
Raised on experience,
I am,
Shackled to materials.

Untouched and unfazed, 
I float refuged on paved roads,
Displaced, my chin drops to my chest,
Roused by the thick air and the beaming streetlights.

I circle my fingertips around it,
Imprinted are the sallow peaks and valleys, stamped and molded,  
It composes my identity. 
It’s not there. 
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blanketed by the monsoon
By Lucy Nelson

when that time of the year came, 
i would climb out my window, 
and sit on my roof. 
i would tilt my head upward, 
and stare at the dark dark rain clouds
that stained the blue sky. 

within seconds, the blue would be gone,
as though someone had spilled a bottle of grey across the heavens, 
just to watch the color drain from the sky,
a stern silver erasing the baby blue, 
hiding it from our eyes. 

and after the first drop fell,
the whole sky would come crashing down.

coconut trees danced with the wind, 
in a dangerous waltz that always ended with  
a whip of lightning,
a crack of wood,
a broken fence. 

the ground was invisible
under a knee-high pool of water,
water which rushed through the drains, 
snakes and monitor lizards drifting with it,
like children in a lazy river. 

leaves rustled and screamed, 
doors were slammed shut.
forget thunderclaps; the thunder stomped,
like an angry four-year old,
who didn’t get his way.

but not even that was louder
than the rain crashing to the ground. 

so i’d sit back on my roof,
chaos swirling all around me, 
watching the storm unfold, 
listening to the orchestra of the falling sky,
as warm rain hit the goosebumps on my skin.

that’s what it’s like
to be blanketed by the monsoon. 9
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The Quarantine Quartet
By Anna Sullivan

Each day we are all subjected to the song of the Quarantine Quartet

First we have the bass, blasting beats of boredom through our heads. A buzz that binds us to the same burning 
questions each day that asks “what am I going to do today?” or “what in the world am I to do with all this time?” 
A blur of possible hobbies to consider bombard our thoughts yet seem too boring and burdensome to begin. We 
roll out of bed to the same boredom each day, trying our best to conquer the bass of the quarantine quartet. 

Next we have the tenor, who sings us a deep lullaby of tiredness. A troublesome trap that entangles us through 
class. Resisting it, we try to keep our eyes open and minds attentive to the teacher, but we tend to be tilted by this 
tune that snares us. If only because our time is to be filled with tarea and tik tok throughout each passing day. And 
with trial and error we attempt to triumph over the thrum of the tenor that tuckers us out before 12 noon and 
tempts us for the rest of the day to just take a nap. 

Following the tenor is the alto that, with her abiding melody, allows for an anthem of acceptance. An arpeggio of 
understanding that, for now, this arduous lifestyle is here to stay and that all we can do is adapt. We can hold onto 
amazing anticipation for a time of relief that is soon to come. That for now we must advocate for self 
improvement and can come out stronger and with restored ambition. That even though our agitating alarms may 
wake us up to an agonizing amount of work, we can sing along with the angelic alto and affirm ourselves with 
positivity. 

Lastly is the soprano who serenades us with her song of support. A symphony that uplifts us to fight the sadness 
and strife we feel in this time of solitude. A reminder that despite separation we are not alone, we are in fact 
surrounded by swells of strength and sensitivity. That, overpowering the hums of the tenor and bass, we have a 
song that will subdue the stress we may feel. That no matter what, the soprano will be singing for our support. 
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Constellations
By Natalia Leaf

Day after day 
Weaving nights into twisted silk

Watching ribbons of thought drift into moonlight in a graceless dance
Connecting constellations in search of something more

Reading stars like paradoxical poetry 
Shaping each word 

Into shades of our own worlds
Feeling the reign of power 

That precipitates from a dark sky
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This Was All We Used to Need 
by Freddie Ramirez

these days, i wouldn’t even be able to know
if it was raining or not anymore.
i already feel it
on my face,
down
my neck.
should i even bear to wish upon a star?
when i dream, within months at most,
all i’m left with are an aching body
from the chase
and the fractures i could look through like
a glass
through to what could have been,
they don’t look like they used to-
now that i know they’ll never seal ever again with the biting cold of my fingertips once
blanketed by yours.
our song doesn’t sound the same.
sounds like something that you used to feel.
i swallow writing my name after hearing how you said it,
after hearing what you said about it,
after knowing what you said wasn’t ever
supposed to be true.
why must there be dreams that cannot be?
i wish you’d still let your adoration spill into the things you send;
i wish a lot of things,
all i do is wish.
beneath my blankets of skin and cracked ribs and collarbones,
my heart’s been so very shattered these days.
i’ll be waiting with nightfall beneath my eyelashes if it means we’ll see
the richer colors one time more.
there’s a tear every time that i blink,
and you’re turning my heart strings to panic chords.
i’ve been holding back tears so often that
my eyes have been kissed with the silk touch of a perpetual crimson.
a red that i’ve never seen and i’ve never known and seems only to
exist for the purpose of filling to the brim the whites of my eyes.
no one depicts the glass of their lover’s eyes to be stained.
no one details lovesickness as truly ill,
perhaps it’s only my throat that feels sore with grief coughed up from weeping into the darkness in hopes that my 
mouth could spit out the ache that clings onto my heart.

13



it’s all just too unbearable.
you’re not who you used to be; and i just believe i won’t ever be able to even glance at your face
without melting into tears, knowing.
i planned to do everything on earth with you -
i wish i had done everything on earth with you.
nothing ever really goes to plan.
i’ve been straining how to go back and reread our own chapters without feeling like i want to set 
all of the pages in flames,
but as shattering as it is, i’m picking that if it means i’ll be able to not feel the singe eventually.
but even after every broken pinky promise and hopelessly devoted dream,
i’ll still talk about you like you put the stars in the sky.
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Time is just an illusion
By Marguerite Wusinich

Time is just an illusion, 
Melting through our brains.
Suffocating and turning blue,
As we survive hurricanes.

Ticking time terminates.
As we grow gray and old.
The yellow youth leaves our soul.
And we're left blue and cold.

Trees are bare and deserts dry. 
The clocks are egyptain blue. 
Everything you relied on 
Is losing it’s golden hue. 

5 more years? 5 more days?
You never know what’s planned.
Time just melts, slowly, through your hand.
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The Christmas Tree Elegy
By Adriana Maiotti

Of the Squandered Spruce I now sing.

And so there’s life; an exhausting existence plagued by plagues, and transposing times of war and peace. Seven 
years of struggling to survive through sweltering summers and demanding droughts. Seven whimsical winters, but 
always interrupted with the fear of being uprooted from home. For seven years, frozen still, enduring the 
horrendous hardships of the world. 

Nevertheless, the spruce was happy living in the forest. Its needles became experts in converting sunlight and CO2 
to oxygen through photosynthesis. Its roots, paragons of preventing flooding and erosion. Its branches, a home for 
its furry forest friends. Its only desperate desire was to be the tallest of them all, with its tippy top reaching as high 
as the sky. 

‘Tis the season of selection, and this year, the spruce’s luck will unfortunately run out. The tree will be deracinated 
by some imbecilic ignoramuses. It’s hopes and dreams never to be fulfilled. Like an innocent inmate being sent to 
his death, it’ll be chained to the roof of a car, isolated from its friends, bound by overwhelming strings of artificial 
light, its branches burdened by heavy ornaments, and then... forgotten. 

The week after Christmas, the tree’s penultimate peril will come to an end. The denouement of its wasted life far 
worse. It’ll be thrown out onto the street, left to die. As it lies sideways on the sidewalk, dying and drying up, it 
emits its last scent of pine. The lachrymose tree reflects upon its life and needles drop like tears beneath this 
once-great spruce. As the tree looks out at the gritty grey of the sullied streets and the furious fumes of the 
monstrous machines, it remembers the beautiful boscage that once was home. 

But the poor spruce will never return to the forgotten forest. The times of a crystal clear sky, majestic mountains 
and pulchritudinous pillows of snow are long gone, for a grisly grey grittiness has overcome the world. The light is 
soon obstructed as a grim garbage collection truck comes into view. An overworked worker then lifts the dying 
tree into the suffocating darkness and the spruce joins other wasted, unwanted trees in the abyss of the abandoned. 
So, next year, remember the tree and the strife of its life. 

I sing of the abandoned tree. 
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A Plight or a Basic Right?
By Ava Decker

I am thinking of a country
where all men are created equal
actually means all men are treated medically equal
where healthcare doesn’t mean wealthcare
and receiving fair medical treatment isn’t such a daunting affair
where we aren’t denied this basic right
to receive treatment that will save our life

I am thinking of a country
where life-saving insulin isn’t being denied 
to the desperate people who need it supplied
why should our wealth define our health
the most vulnerable parts of our population
need to be supported by our nation

I am thinking of a country
where medical advice is not based on red or blue
and a pandemic isn’t treated by some like just the flu
where everyone has a Fauci on a couchie
and respects the guidance from someone so esteemed
I imagine the weight lifted off the backs 
of those who can barely stand
as they breathe a new fresh life knowing theirs will be valued in our land
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First Day Jitters 
by Holly Vincent

My circadian rhythm is precisely set for me to wake up at 10 am - it’s what I’ve done all summer. 
Nonetheless, my external alarm clock hysterically screams for my eyes to open - only this time, it’s 7 am. I slowly 
rise from my bed and uncover myself from sheets that haven’t been washed since mid-June. Twisting and turning 
my torso on the edge of my bed, I hear snaps and cracks as though I’m a glow stick and the energy I need to take 
on the rest of the day is the neon serum. I finally gain enough momentum to move my body off the mattress and 
force my legs forward. I sluggishly walk toward the bathroom - first, putting in my contacts; next, brushing my 
teeth; and then, washing my face. Out of the bathroom and finally feeling awake enough to put on a different pair 
of clothes from the pajamas I’ve worn for the last few weeks, I change into a sweater and leggings. After pulling 
out loose strands of hair from my bun, I march down the steps and into the kitchen for breakfast. I glance at the 
digital clock on the microwave and see the time - 7:55. Feeling rushed, I ignore the thoughts of a hearty breakfast I 
once had, and I grab a banana from the countertop. My mother shouts for me to come to the living room for a 
surprise, which I later realize was her ploy to have a photo-op with me before I had to go to school. When it’s 7:58, 
I’m finally in my first period Classroom and seated. At 8 am, lecture begins, and by 12:40 the day is over. It is then 
that I finally leave my seat and go back downstairs - to my kitchen. Never would I have imagined that the first day 
of my junior year would be spent in my bedroom. 
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Snoem
By Josie de Leeuw

The snow started tonight.
Less than an inch on the ground, but there is more to come.
I'm sure of it. 

 I'm walking through my neighbor's backyard, the grass showing through the thin layer of snow.
I stumble over dirt, which is solid and frozen underneath the soles of my thick boots.
"I would usually slip over this mud," I think.
It's frozen now, and I feel safe and comforted by its stability.
I have control over my every movement, and it's quiet out in the snow.

Over the next few days, the snow will continue.
The ground will look higher when I look out my window,
and if I dare go outside, I will have to trudge through the snow.
"I'll lose all control over my stepping," I think.
Is there a portal to another world where I'm about to step?
Maybe.

Would that be so bad?

Probably not. Maybe they don't have snow in the other world.
Maybe they never have any issues with tripping or slipping or falling.
But I wouldn't know.
I continue walking. It's quiet out in the snow.

A week, maybe two weeks from now, the snow will melt.
The bipolar east coast weather is so unpredictable,
So much that it almost seems obvious what is going to happen next.
Soon, the sun will peek out, it might even rain.
The snow will melt away, exposing the muddy, slippery ground.
All sense of stability will be lost.
I will try to keep a grip on the ground,
but it will slide out from underneath me.
I cherish this moment now, as I do not feel vulnerable.
I feel stable, and it's quiet out in the snow.

I ponder the portal to the other dimension,
that will hide under the deep snow soon enough.
Maybe there is no weather in the other world.
No snow. No sun. No rain
Just a constant, stable, reliable world.
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No last-minute foiled plans, no rain checks or snow days.
There isn't any guessing about tripping while walking in the snow.
There aren't any puddles of mud plotting against each pedestrian.
Just a constant, stable, reliable world.
And thinking about this fictional world and its stability,
its lack of unpredictability,
prompts the realization of the beauty of our world.

Our home.
Ever changing, and covered in snow.
I turn around and walk back home; it's quiet out in the snow.
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Divided States
By Akhilesh Nair

I’m thinking of a Country
Departed States of America

A city that’s sleeping
A city that’s weeping

Where white supremacy reigns 
And racism rains down on immigrants 

Where the people are mute 

I’m thinking of a Country 
House of Reputations 

Bill of Frights 
Supreme Thwart

where the police fight the people
And liberty is ceased 

I’m thinking of a Country
Tenacious 

United
Consolidated

A locus for all people
Where the people are colorblind 

Where the police protect
And the law is respected
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Snap Poem
By Lucy Nelson

there is only one word that can describe a krupuk:
snap.

a salty indonesian prawn cracker, 
and every time you bite into it, 
snap. 

it’s been a year since i’ve had one.
because i moved to america, just like that,
snap. 
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After Dark
By Kaitlyn Degnan

It was a brisk weekend night towards the beginning of December when my friends and I left for our 
weekly night walk. Everyone was bundled up from head to toe in layers of shirts and pants, winter jackets, hats, 
gloves and boots. We walked around town for a while, passing by our friend’s houses, the park, our favorite pizza 
place and our old elementary school. Passing by these places was common, however, entering any of them was not. 
When we arrived at the corner of the school, instead of continuing on the sidewalk, Sage turned into the school’s 
parking lot. 

“Come on guys! Follow me, let’s go in!” Sage exclaimed excitedly. I instantly followed in her footsteps, 
entering the pitch black lot. This lot was a common hang out place for teenagers during the day time, but I 
personally hadn’t seen anyone do this at night. Because I was with my friends having fun, I didn’t think much of 
it. 

Elle, on the other hand, being her cautious self, replied, “I don’t think that’s a good idea. What if we get 
caught?” and stopped before entering. 

“Elle, don’t be silly, we aren’t doing anything wrong. We’ll be fine!” I answered Elle as she continued to 
walk next to us on the sidewalk outside of school grounds. Once we entered the big portion of the lot, Sage and I 
laid down on our backs looking at the sky. The night was silent, the moon’s light was bright and you could see 
hundreds of small colorful dots in the sky. This lasted for a good ten seconds before Elle ruined the silence. 

“Uh guys,” she paused for a moment before continuing, “a car is coming!” Sage and I didn’t think much 
of what she had just said and assumed she just meant it was driving on the street next to the parking lot. We were 
wrong. 

The car’s lights crept closer and closer to us. Not knowing what to do, Sage and I ran to the wall of the 
parking lot because, at the time, we somehow thought that could hide us from the car. Again we were wrong. 

The car stopped right next to us and the car window started to roll down. Sage and I realized it was a cop 
car and started to move towards the stairs and out of the parking lot. We were then stopped by a man’s voice. 

“Hey girls. All schools and parks close after dark,” he scolded us. 
“Sorry,” we all said in unison. The cop waved, rolled up his window and drove away to continue his night 

patrol. 
Sage and I finished walking up the steps and out of the parking lot and joined Elle. We then suddenly 

bursted into laughter, realizing how odd we just looked. Ever since this incident, as we pass by the school on night 
walks, we constantly laugh at ourselves and tell eachother “the park is closed after dark.”
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Light 
By Christina Regazzi 

Do not light the candle, 
you may start a fire. 
And that fire will spread,
incinerating every last crevice of your soul. 

The ashes will envelop your mind, 
the smell will make your nostrils tingle. 
As time goes on, this fire will continue to spread, 
creating more destruction than ever before,
swallowing everything in sight.

This fire will eventually die out, 
leaving feelings of depletion,
draining people’s spirits of any and all joy. 
With these feelings, 
will come times of despair, 
yearning to repair this stagnant state of mind-
All because you decided to light the candle. 

Light the candle,  
you may start a fire. 
But you may also create brightness 
in an otherwise dull, dismal place. 
With previous remnants of glee 
blossoming into hope-
rushing into every last crevice of your soul. 
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SO no. 2
By Alexander Jordan

Find myself, try to find a voice to sing, 
Fly away, never ever back again. 
Try to sing, try to find a voice to sing,
Without you, I'll never be myself again.
Breathing, awake and away from me,
Without you I'll never ever feel complete.
 
And I'm lost in the dark. 
And you've found his heart.
 
And I can't open my eyes to see,
The dark and despondent reality 
With demise, I writhe and I pray,
I pray to find my voice again. 

Still, 
I open my eyes another day. 
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Review
By Rachel Shepps

When you think of a person, many details come to mind to describe that person: Hair, complexion, and 
height, but do these physical characteristics tell you anything about what the person’s job is? Most times, no. 
Clothing is indicative of what a person does for a living, and when I decided to take classes and become an EMT, I 
knew what that image was. The pants, the boots and the collared shirt with a symbol on it. I knew what I wanted 
to look like. So, imagine my excitement when I finally passed all my classes and my national test and was able to 
wear the national EMT symbol, beaming with pride. It was a sign that I, a 16-year-old high school student, was 
able to pass a difficult class; a class with adults who were hoping to become EMTs as a career, but sadly, did not 
pass. When I was able to purchase my brand 5.11 Tactical Utility Job Shirt, on which I was able to display my 
patches of achievement on its sleeve, I was overjoyed. At the store I purchased a piece of clothing that shows off my 
months of hard work. The heavy, deep navy blue pullover was just what I needed to complete my uniform. It 
includes a variety of pockets both big and small. The job of an EMT is unpredictable, and the fact that the fabric is 
cotton and easy to clean makes a huge difference. There is extra padding on the elbows which makes this shirt 
more durable. Moreover, this shirt has a nice soft lining, which is as comfy as a blanket, and even includes my 
name displayed on the front in big proud letters, R.Shepps. It includes a variety of pockets, big and small.

Although I love this piece of clothing, there are some inconvenient features. First of all, the fact that there 
are so many pockets, makes it difficult to find a good placement for the patches. On my shirt, the patches happen 
to cover a convenient pen holder, which I now do not get to use. Another minor flaw is that the color of the 
pullover is the same color as my pants so I look a bit like Cookie Monster. Lastly, the big front pockets seem as 
though they would connect, but as you slide your hands into the pockets, alas, you find that they are separate, 
which is a big disappointment. The fact that these pockets are separate results in them getting crumpled on the 
inside of the pullover. Despite these small annoyances, I am still proud to be able to call myself a first responder 
and wear this shirt, especially during this pandemic. 
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Macabre Nine to Five
By Lola Zimet

Countless coffees conveyed, schedules created, appointments aptly abandoned, 
phone calls answered, people filtered, nut-jobs tolerated

Whose loyalty goes unnoticed
Who’s sometimes smarter than the businessman

Her heels swapped out with flip-flops as soon as she sits down
Her hopes and dreams shoved under her desk

I speak of the secretary
Forced to hold a smile

and be the friendly face of her employer’s business
When she’d much rather be curled up on the couch 

with a good mystery novel
Hair piled up high on her head

Just like the stack of papers under her elbow
Often abused and harassed by men around her

But she keeps quiet
For fear of losing a well-paying job

Her silent lethargy
Well hidden, 

beneath her perfect skin and bright lipstick
She dreams of the day when she is free

Free from the responsibilities, 
the pain, the abuse, 

She dreams of becoming a journalist
And writing about the books she reads
She already has a title for her column -

“Macabre Mysteries”
But—for now, at least—

She sits at her desk
Patiently awaiting the day

She’ll work up enough courage to quit
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Untitled
By Ashley Woertz

A slight breeze chilled my bare arms but the sun’s gleam quickly eliminated my goosebumps. It was still the early 
morning so the sun had only now begun to rise overhead. The clamour of the city surrounded my head with busy 
noises of bikes, shouts and honking horns coming from all directions. The sounds slowly faded out of my head to 
just a barely-irritating hum after several minutes sitting on the park bench. 

Young children were running in circles on the open lawn beside me with their parents chasing after, shouting 
names. There was one quiet girl, though. She had two brunette pigtails and a lime green pair of overalls on that 
were smeared with dirt stains. She looked to be about eight or nine but had dark eyes that gave the sense that she 
was much wiser than her outward appearance portrayed her. 

The summer heat had begun to increase my sweat production dramatically. Small beads were rolling down my 
forehead and my mouth quenched for hydration. I looked around for a convenience store to purchase water, but 
instead my eyes landed upon a tin-metal cart serving ice cream. 

I tottered over slowly, my body weighed down by the pounding of the heat. I quickly made my decision: chocolate 
with sprinkles—as I had ordered since I was old enough to speak. I handed the older man running the cart a five 
and walked away after mumbling, “Keep the change.”

As I approached the faded wooden bench where I had been perched earlier, I noticed the young girl laying there, 
horizontally, with a pondering gaze out toward the city streets. With no other nearby seating options, I squeezed 
right on the end of the bench past where her Converse extended. She instantly sat up and began to stare at me 
holding my ice cream cone. I had yet to lick it, so small chocolate drops were beginning to drip down the sides, 
splattering onto the pebbled ground. 

“Are you gonna eat that?” the girl pestered. 
“Umm...yes,” I answered shyly. 
“That’s my favorite kind of ice cream,” she declared. 
“Me too,” I answered back.
“It looks reallyyy good,” she said, slurring her words while her eyes remained entirely fixated on the dollop of ice 
cream. Her intentions were clear to me. She seemed rather dedicated and I could tell just by this short interaction 
that she would be quite stubborn. So, out of the kindness of my heart I handed her the ice cream cone. 

Instantly her eyes lit up and she ran sprinting to go show the other kids. With each step, a small clump of ice cream 
dropped off the side of the cone. I had just been finessed out of an ice cream cone by a child… What am I doing 
with my life? I asked myself. 
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Hiking
By Gavin Chung

One thing I love about hiking is the abundance of green that nature provides us with. The emerald plants, poking 
their shimmering faces out of the parakeet grass floor. Ben walks with me, his seafoam eyes scanning our 
surroundings. Besides us, there’s the citizens of this pine world too. Frogs of sage and pear grasshoppers spring 
from place to place, with no cares in the world. We sat down and admired the foreign world while eating our 
burritos filled with lime green guac. The pine colored leaves protect us and the basil moss from the harsh sun, 
filtering the sunlight to a comfortable chartreuse. 
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The Living Cashier
By Lillian Wu

The Living Cashier
of jaunty tunes, prancing saunters, and bright 
smiles, brighter than the store lights at closing.

Through aggressive customers and irritated managers,
mask-less surgeons, flush-faced plumbers, and overcharged electricians,

he smiles and smiles throughout it all. 
Without faltering and without fail, he smiles
a smile brighter than the products he scans.

A product of a jolly couple who
taught him to love every little thing,

from the rainbows in glass jars,
to the hulking shelves in the corners.

He loves to listen
to the birds of early spring,

and to fall asleep in
the moon’s silvery-white embrace.
He marvels at the amiability of a

friendly stranger that sat down to chat, 
and the despicability of the night shift manager.

He truly detests when a 
mom walks in, only to shout and ask about,

“Where are the pencils and the peas? 
My precious princess will pass without these.”

For he believes that the mother will spoil her child,
and that the mother’s mother spoiled her,

and her child will spoil her child.
He knows he is a little deprecatory,

but to voice his opinions would be calamitous.
He yearns to go to college, see the world,

but at the same time, he is
content with the content of his cashier life
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Wan Chai Market 
By Lucy Nelson

I liked buying groceries from Wan Chai Market with my mother. I liked the smell of blood and fish and I 
liked the eternally damp tiled floor. I liked the red lanterns that didn’t give off much light and I liked the rubber 
boots that the butchers would wear. I liked looking at the fish lying on beds of ice, the way they would always stare 
back at me. I liked watching the old men carrying dead pigs on their backs, “giving pigs piggyback rides.” I liked 
talking to the old lady at the fruit stall. Even though I didn’t speak much Cantonese and she didn’t speak much 
English, she would always smile at me, sneaking me handfuls of cherries or longans. I liked the earthy smell of the 
dusty vegetable stalls, the dirt-covered roots, and the bumpy green gourds, the old-fashioned copper weighing 
scales. I liked the rainbow of fruits; red rose-apples and rambutans, purple plums and passion-fruits, gleaming 
green guavas and grapes. I liked peering at the live toads in cages, even though I felt guilty for their captivity? and I 
liked that I always had to watch where I stepped, lest my foot landed on a stray fish flopping about on the floor 
somewhere.

Grocery shopping in New Jersey is quite different.
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From a Maplescarlet Perch
By Sydney Fink

The Facebookblue fingers of Dusk
Wrap themselves around my darkening world
So that paperwhite softens to indigo, maplescarlet dims to maroon.

A plane purrs overhead on a flight path to Everywhere;
The sky echos with the polyphony of robincatbirdbluejaysparrows
As they perform an adieu to the day’s departure.

Oh–
My tranquility fractures:
An ambulance keening, the soundtrack for a night
That Someone will never forget

––Though for me, it blends with the hundreds of 
Individualidentical 
Sirens that ripped my childhood nights

(Most often when Scaredlittleme was waiting
for MomDad to come home)

The saccharine scent of forsythia, almost pleasant: my nose tingles.

A couple mozies past, cozy in their dusklit bubble
Sharing the day’s intimate importantinconsequentialities:

“Latetrainburntricebaby’sdiaperloudneighbors” 

Living in a private, gaslampilluminated bubble is easy on my quiet street -- everyone does

So I watch, unnoticed:
After all, no one anticipates a witness
Perched behind a veil of leaves,
Fourteen feet above the ground. 

A dog disrupts the peace -- 
Rosy, an infamous loudmouth in our canine community 
barking: “StrangerfriendtreatSquirell!” -- 
Hidden to me behind the wall of translation

A catbird yawps up at me from the azaleas
(30) (I resist the urge to respond)

Dusk exits: enter Night
Squinting to see my paper,

Dinner calls
I cap my pen

(35)  swing down from by branch

Exaunt
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not the 1950s
By Leah Hunter

i’m dreaming of a Society,
where I’m the heroine of my own story,
i’ll be the woman in shining armor,
i can be harriet potter,
not the damsel in distress,
won’t be stuck in dis-dress,
and those books will have some variety.

i’m dreaming of a Society,
without women in the kitchen,
instead they’re breaking that tradition,
won’t be told ‘no’, instead they say ‘no’
they’ll be stephenie jobs and bella gates,
and they’ll get to quit their day jobs,
because working girls shouldn’t be forced into propriety.

i’m dreaming of a Society,
that we can all develop,
a thing that we can change together, 
sometimes we need a little pressure,
hand in hand, in hand, in hand,
we will rewrite our story,
i’m working for this Society.
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Fake It Till You Make It
By Nina Cusumano

Laughter filled my ears and as I listened closer, I could hear my own voice making that counterfeit sound. Smiling 
at my fake “friends”, with a fake smile, and gritted teeth ─ I felt alone. When did I start doing this? When did I 
start to lose that tangible happiness that I once felt? The school year of seventh-grade was when the “real” smiles 
began to fade into bared teeth of dissatisfaction. 

I never realized how distant I had become until the simplest conversations with my “friends” became challenging. 
The lunch table was the meeting spot, where each aspect of our lives was shared, such as “I had pizza for dinner 
last night” and “my brother is fighting with my parents a lot more often.” Yet it seemed I was the only one that 
didn’t get the memo, I couldn't even express my favorite color. I felt inevitably intimidated, awkward, and 
ashamed. I felt that all of my efforts were not good enough, all of them were uninteresting and no one would have 
even cared to listen. Furthermore, when I had an opportunity to add to the conversations, I always felt my voice 
get caught as questionable thoughts popped into my head preventing the words from coming out. Soon my lack 
of contributions caught up with me. I had been bumped down the table to one of the last seats ─ I felt like an 
outcast. 

So for the following days and weeks, I would rush to the cafeteria first so I could secure myself a spot in the middle, 
the seat that in my mind could be considered a throne. You could be in the middle of all the conversations and 
have no long lasting effects of FOMO ─ the fear of missing out. I thought that just sitting on the throne, in the 
middle of it all, I would feel included.  That I was a queen. Instead I felt like a peasant among royals, in a castle 
where I didn't belong. Still, I kept that fake smile on for my fake “friends”, because the show must always go on. 

This feeling of being outed and excluded went past the lunch table, and further into my daily life as a middle 
schooler. As someone trying to fit into the mold of the newest trends and clothes, I often found myself scrolling 
through social media platforms. My jealousy would boil every time I saw my group of “friends” hanging out, 
laughing, and smiling without me. Despite this, I was hooked and addicted to the toxic apps peeling away parts of 
my true personality. 

I willingly dug my hole deeper and deeper, and with each action I took to search up names and scroll further down 
the app, I felt miserable. The influence that the platforms had my young and naive mind was unimaginably 
damaging. I began thinking degrading thoughts to my physical and mental body. Why can’t I look like her? What 
makes me different? What part of me am I missing that prevents me from being like one of those “popular” girls? 
What if I just disappeared for a day, would any of my “friends” even notice? The show that I so desperately tried to 
keep afloat, was crumbling beneath my feet and submerged me underwater. 

I was drowning in my dark thoughts, about to succumb to the social hierarchy and unachievable high standards, 
when something finally clicked and I realized that the emotions that I felt and the FOMO I was experiencing were 
futile. Conversations with my parents and brothers helped me understand that I was wasting my mental strength, 
time, and efforts. I even found a real friend who liked me for who I was and who didn’t judge my personality. I 
swam up to the surface gasping for air. And for once, I swam to reach the comfort of the real world around me 
instead of the fake idealism of popularity and the unnecessary fake “friends.” A genuine smile crept onto my 
joyous face as the fake smile was kicked off the half-broken stage. I quit!
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Pieces
By Maeve O’Sullivan

A gray feather, and the paint.
White, blue, yellow, green.
Forehead, cheekbones, nose, chin.
“Send us rain clouds, Grandfather.”
He could now.
He could send rain clouds.
They drove him down the sandy pueblo road for the last time. 
His fingers were stiff, and he felt small. So small. 
But he squinted up at the pale-yellow sun and smiled.
“Send us rain clouds, Grandfather.”
He felt good at last.
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Upside-Down
By Kyra Costantino 

When I was a kid I used to sit on a swing on my back, watching the world go by upside-down 
I would see all the people walking around 

and imagine they walked upon a great ceiling, 
in a world where we could defy the simple limits of gravity Sometimes i still sit upside-down watching 

the sky drift away beneath my feet 
An intense wave of calm washes over me, 

as i know that one day we will all fall into that great big sky Destined to watch the people roam upon the ceiling of 
the Earth As God watches us now 

A Poem 
By Kyra Costantino 

If history rhymes, then we are a poem 
We’ve read the stanzas that came before 

The mistakes that they made 
We learn about them, but never from them 

Analyzing word after word 
Over and over 

The stories are different, 
but the final line is always the same 

Yet somehow in this stanza of our own 
We are the writers and illustrators 

New in our words but old in our ways 
I’ve read the ending to this poem 

A million times 
In textbooks, in novels, in the obituaries of empires And i despise it 

It seems so apparently inevitable 
But it doesn’t have to be
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Building Up to Buildings
By Feryal Haider

 
From a young boy who loved construction vehicles,

 to the construction of a family, supported comfortably.
 He is looked down on by so many, yet he couldn’t be happier. He loves his job, his wife, his kids, and he 

has a passion for building blueprints and 
administering apparatuses made for shifting the earth.

His wrinkled skin, calloused by years of hard work, shows naught of the wonder
The wide-eyed glory in a finished project,

The beauty of seeing the product of many months of labor
Various edifices labeled by his fingerprints 
Numerous sites flickering with memories 

His retired eyes still glimmer, shining with hope and love.

Was his life really as wonderful as he had hoped?
  In the past he was bullied, looked down upon and forgotten, 

He was a slower learner, far behind the class.
His days were spent; re-learning and catching up...

He missed out on typical childhood jubilance 
because his parents wanted him to study hard and excel

His construction knowledge was belittled and lampooned,

As a construction worker, were his parents proud?
In short, no, they pitied and pleaded. They just wanted their son to prosper.

But he is. He is flourishing like a flower in a sweet old lady’s garden
Taken care of and never bored with his job.   

By making many massive monuments, 
He has reached his desires

with determination and direction 
He is no longer lonely 
No longer left behind

As he drifts off to sleep, 
He is happy.
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Paper-Pushing Picasso
By Eric Leader

To the paper-pushing Picasso, I rejoice.
To fast-filing fingers;

to eyes glazed over from hours of skimming outlandish chirographs;
to tight smiles plastered beneath dark bags

and haphazard greetings tossed to kith over a coffee.
I rejoice and I praise the aspiring office worker.

Now, maybe he’s not really Picasso,
but if you had seen his works of art you may have believed it.

When he wielded his paintbrush, it was as if it were an extension of his arm;
 the colours that he bled created worlds you could only wish to visit.

However, those worlds remained only in his wishes,
 as his only out-of-world visits are to the donut shop across the street.

In his youth, he contemplated pursuing his career in art;
he was going to devote his life to picturesque pieces of prowess.

 Yet, rather than being content behind an easel,
he finds himself trapped behind his desk.

The draining hours of his nine-to-five work day
meet their end when he returns home.

After walking down the long bland hallways of his complex 
 and the creaking twist of a key opens door 353,

he feels the spark he left behind in his youth.
Streaming from deep within the rediscovered darkness

comes a flash of flamboyant feathers.
Like a streak of lightning right before his eyes

 his parakeet, Matisse.
The colours of his bird mirror those he used to place upon the canvas.

It is the first thing he sees when returning home and the last before he leaves,
a gentle reminder of the life he left behind.

He is strong enough to return each day, 
buying colourful pastries with holes resembling the vacancy of his hole-y existence

however despite the repetitive and tedious nature of his tasks,
he finds that he can still create art with his penmanship, not just his brush.

I rejoice and praise the paper-pushing Picasso.
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Stand for Understanding 
By Lily Baur

I’m thinking of a world where people would try to understand other opinions.
“I accept everyone” is what people claim,

except when thoughts aren’t the same. 
When opinions are split, people will insult and berate, 

all for the sake of winning a debate. 
It doesn’t seem allowed,

to say what you think aloud. 

I’m thinking of a world where people would try to understand other opinions.
Instead of trying to see things in a different light, 
people keep their mind set to the same mindset 

of what’s wrong and right. 
By clouding out the truth and shadowing other voices, 

people have a narrow perspective 
and can make fewer choices. 

I’m thinking of a world where people would try to understand other opinions.
Instead of lying and denying, 

we could try to reply with tolerance. 
People won’t hesitate their right to write,

because they can expect respect.  
The world would be a better place,

if new ideas didn’t make you a disgrace. 
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