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Molten	Art	is	the	literature	and	art	magazine	of

Colonial	Forge	High	School.	It	serves	as	a

forum	for	student	expression.	The	main

purposes	of	Molten	Art	are	to	provide

publication	opportunities	for	student	writers

and	artists	and	to	support	the	creation	and

appreciation	of	visual	arts.	Submissions	are

open	to	any	student	enrolled	in	grades	9-12	at
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consideration.

The	Molten	Art	editorial	staff	reserves	the

right	to	edit	all	submissions	as	necessary.	We

also	reserve	the	right	not	to	print	material	that

invades	an	individual’s	right	to	privacy,	or

material	that	is	obscene	or	libelous.	Authors

and	artists	retain	copyright	of	printed

submissions	but	grant	Molten	Art	the	right	to

use	selected	submissions	as	deemed	by	the

editorial	staff	to	be	most	appropriate	for	the

magazine	as	well	as	for	promotional	purposes.
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These	pearl	powdered	walls	wish	they	could	tug	on	my	embrace

Yank	on	my	arms	and	nag	that	they’re	always	there

For	they	have	watched	me	stretch	and	grow

Seen	my	shiny	angelic	youth

Morph	into	the	paper	mache	figure	I’ve	now	molded

And	in	the	midst	of	all	my	blossoms	&	decay

Those	four	walls	cracked	and	cinched

And	showed	expression	of	what	helplessness	is

Of	what	they	wanted	to	do	for	someone

That	snuggled	themselves	into	their	center

But	gave	no	corporeal	signs	of	knowing

That	their	warm	presence	was	purposely	exuding	onto	their	hollow	body

Baby	P ink	Room
By	Ashleigh	Jones	4	



BABY	PINK	ROOM	by	ASHLEIGH	JONES	[photography]	5	
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Abuela'sSoup
By	Jayda	Sanchez				The	cold	winter	winds	blow	against	our
windows,	each	gust	sounding	like	a	whistle	to
my	ears.	I	walk	over	to	my	grandma’s	kitchen
where	a	pot	sits	on	the	blazing	stove.	It’s	cold
and	dark	outside,	but	it’s	bright	and	warm	in

my	grandma’s	old,	cozy	trailer.

				“Ay,	mija.	Me	asusto,”	she	says	as	she	enters
the	kitchen.	She’s	wearing	a	soft	robe	and
mismatched	slippers.	My	grandma	walks
toward	the	pot.

				“I’m	sorry,	Abuela,”	I	say.	“	I	didn’t	mean	to
scare	you.”

				She	starts	stirring	the	pot,	and	a	small	gust
of	steam	and	the	delicious	smell	of	boiled

chicken	and	vegetables	emanates	throughout
the	trailer.	My	face	immediately	lights	up	at	the
scent.	Caldo	de	pollo	is	my	favorite.	It’s	the
perfect	dish	for	a	cold	winter	night.

				My	grandma	grabs	a	bowl	from	the	wooden
cupboard	above	the	stove	and	places	it	on	the
counter.	She	continues	to	stir	the	pot	of	boiled
chicken	and	vegetables.

				“It’s	almost	ready,”	she	says	in	broken

English.

				“Okay,	Abuela.”

				After	a	few	minutes	of	stirring,	she	takes	the
bowl	she	set	on	the	counter	and	pours	a

serving	of	the	soup.	She	places	it	on	the
kitchen	table,	and	I	hurry	over	to	take	a	seat.

				“Blow,”	she	says.

				The	soup	is	still	boiling	hot,	and	steam	rises

from	it.	I	blow	on	the	hot	soup	and	smell	the
delicious	smell	of	my	abuela’s	famous	caldo	de
pollo.	The	scent	of	chicken,	carrots,	rice,
zucchini,	and	celery	fills	my	nose.	I	dip	my
spoon	into	the	bowl	and	raise	it	up	to	my

mouth.	I	can	feel	the	warmth	of	the	soup	from
the	spoon	I	hold	in	my	hand.

				“It’s	delicious,	Abuela,”	I	remark.	She	winks
at	me.

				The	scent	of	the	vegetables	and	the	taste	of

the	boiled	chicken	hit	my	senses.	

				As	I	finish	my	caldo	de	pollo,	the	cold
winter	winds	continue	to	blow	against	the
delicate	trailer’s	windows.	My	grandma	starts

humming	a	song	and	prepares	a	bowl	for
herself	just	as	her	mom	did	before	her.
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Maria
By	Yuleisy	Hernandez				“Don’t	expect	what	we	normally	see	when	we	go

there.	There’s	going	to	be	buildings	destroyed,	cars

turned	over.	Everything	you’ve	seen	on	their	local

news.”

				“So	I	guess	no	water	or	electricity,	in	that	case.”

				Jose	hit	her	with	an	expression	of	raised	eyebrows,

keeping	an	expectant	silence.	So	no,	no	water	or	light.	

				Giddy	excitement	still	filled	Mariana	as	she	packed

her	luggage.	She	and	her	brother	Jose	had	been	visiting

their	grandparents	in	Puerto	Rico	for	years.	They

normally	visit	in	the	winter	season,	so	as	to	not	fall

victim	to	extreme	burning	temperatures	and	thick

humidity,	and	this	year	was	no	different.	

				The	only	difference	was	in	the	circumstances	of

their	soon	departure.	The	island	had	been	hit	by	a

devastating	Category	5	hurricane,	and	they	planned	to

see	their	grandparents	as	soon	as	they	could.	

				As	Mariana	packed,	she	threw	in	some	extra	items	to

brighten	their	days	there.	She	squeezed	in	a	set	of	solar

powered	light	bulbs	and	some	snacks	she	knew	her

grandmother	enjoyed.	Staring	at	the	slightly	overfilled

suitcase	with	determination,	she	reached	over	to	try

and	zip	it	closed.	She	managed	to	get	it	about	halfway

shut	with	no	problems.	Not	one	to	be	stopped,	she	half

layed	down	on	the	suitcase,	managing	to	compress	it

enough	to	shut	it	all	the	way.	

…

CLEAR	BLUE	MORNING	by	JORDAN	GAGLIO
[acrylic	and	ink]

				“And	we	do	ask	that	you	raise	your	window	shade

for	take	off	and	landing.”

				Mariana	had	opened	the	window	well	before	the

announcement	took	place,	yanking	open	the	shade	as

soon	as	she	got	settled	in	her	seat.	Crisp	morning	light

beamed	from	the	small	pane,	illuminating	their	row	of

seats.	

				A	brief	sinking	sensation	was	brought	upon	the

passengers	of	the	plane	as	it	took	off	into	clear	blue

skies.		

…

				Mariana	and	Jose	were	now	seated	in	the	backseat

of	their	grandparents'	vehicle.	It	looked	just	as	roomy

on	the	outside	as	it	was	on	the	inside.	When	they	got

their	suitcases	situated	a	few	minutes	before,	Mariana

made	sure	to	grab	one	of	the	snacks	her	grandmother

asked	for.
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				When	her	Abuela	made	her	usual	offer	of	drinks	and

mints	that	looked	strikingly	similar	to	those	in	hotels,

Mariana	accepted	a	juicebox	and	made	an	offer	of	her

own.	Well,	not	so	much	of	an	offer	as	a	trade.	

The	grandmother	accepted	the	snack	and	said,	“Ay

bendito,	when	was	the	last	time	we	had	these,”	while

popping	a	veggie	straw	in	her	mouth.

	

				The	family	caught	up	over	the	ride.	The	elders

recounted	once	again	how	they	passed	the	hurricane,

and	that	the	house	was	fine,	they	were	doing	well,	and

that	the	neighbors'	roosters	were	also	unfortunately

fine	as	well.	They	jokingly	remarked	that	they	had

supplies	stacked	to	the	ceiling	in	the	extra	room.	

				Mariana	let	Jose	do	most	of	the	talking,	so	that	she

could	stare	out	the	window	and	let	her	mind	wander.

She	was	only	jarred	from	her	thoughts	when	the	roads

got	particularly	rough	when	reached	her	grandparents'

town.	

				Mariana	waited	until	she	heard	the	click	of	the	car

unlocking.	Pushing	open	the	door,	she	stretched	out

her	tired	limbs	and	turned	to	the	misty	valley	behind

her.	The	view	from	the	front	of	the	house	was	unlike

anything	in	the	States.	With	her	grandparents'	house	at

the	foot	of	a	mountain,	the	lush	green	of	the	valley

sprawled	the	horizon	before	it	rose	again	in	more

mountains	mirroring	the	one	behind	them.	The	facade

of	the	house	was	still	the	same	cheery	yellow	and

bright	white	she	had	always	remembered.	

				Catching	the	lanyard	of	keys	Abuelo	tossed,

Mariana	opened	the	front	doors	of	the	house	to	let	in

her	brother	and	Abuelo	to	carry	in	all	of	their	bags.

She'd	say	that	she	felt	bad,	if	she	too	wasn´t	exhausted

by	the	plane	trip	over.

				Her	Abuela	yelled	out	from	the	door,	“The	carne

guisada	is	already	made,	help	me	to	make	some	rice.”

				Nodding	her	agreement	amicably,	Mariana	went	into

the	kitchen,	passing	through	the	combined	living	and

dining	room	areas.	She	measured	out	the	rice	for	the

four	of	them,	dumping	it	into	the	rice	pot.	Adding	in

water,	seasoning,	and	a	bloop	of	oil	(very	scientific

measurement	-	one	bloop).	

				When	her	grandmother	poked	her	head	into	the

kitchen,	Mariana	flashed	a	double	thumbs	up	and	a

cheesy	grin.	A	loud	motor	noise	filled	the	house.	The

grandmother	laughed	at	the	jump	Mariana	gave.

				“It’s	just	the	generator,	amorcito”

				Mariana	nodded,	slightly	embarrassed	by	her

reaction.	Brushing	her	hands	on	her	pants,	she	timidly

asked,	“How’s	Abuelita	doing?”

				Abuela	pursed	her	lips,	“How	about	we	go	visit

them	after	dinner.	I	know	you	and	Jose	are	probably

just	about	starving.”

				Some	time	later,	after	the	table	was	set	and	food	was

laid	out,	they	all	sat	down	to	eat.	While	the	recipes

were	no	family	secret,	the	local	ingredients	beat

everything	in	the	supermarket	back	home.	

				As	Mariana	tucked	into	the	food,	she	envisioned

what	their	time	spent	here	would	look	like.		Even

though	the	circumstances	weren’t	the	best,	and	that

people	and	family	weren’t	at	their	highest	spirits,	there

was	still	a	sense	of	community	that	can	be	felt	even	as

a	stranger	on	the	island.
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Adored	canine	of	mine

Far	away	in	the	past

You	never	did	act	in	line

So	things	could	never	last

You	were	quite	the	loud	tyke

Yapping	and	barking	all	day

Chasing	the	neighbour’s	bike

Never	stopping	to	lay

You	were	just	a	small	dog

Ours	the	first	home	you	had

The	body	type	of	a	log

I	could	never	be	mad

This	could	not	be	said	of	my	parent

Who	caught	you	ripping	the	couch

So	for	him	it	was	apparent

To	give	you	away	to	a	slouch

Do	you	still	dream	of	detracting	from	our	dinners?

I	think	our	couch	misses	you,	despite	your	rough	play

My	fondness	for	you	still	lingers

Now	just	a	memory,	faint	throughout	the	day

Marty
By	Jack	O'Haver	10	
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Impasta
By	Destiny	Pacchelli				There	is	absolutely	nothing	better	than	the
chicken	alfredo	my	family	makes.	My	Italian
strength	runs	through	my	veins	with	each	bite,
long	fettuccine	noodles	wrapping	around	the
fork	with	the	cheesy	alfredo	sauce	dripping

down	the	stainless	steel.	Mixed	into	the	plate	is
mozzarella	cheese	and	parmesan	cheese,	the
most	perfect	combination	of	cheeses	that	the
world	could	ever	imagine.	

				With	each	bite	of	the	pasta,	I	feel	my	bones
regaining	power	like	a	generator,	the	muscles
in	my	arms	clenching	the	fork	and	holding	it
up	with	the	new-found	strength	I	have

gathered.	My	veins	pulse,	muscles	ripping

around	my	biceps.	As	I	take	a	momentary
break	to	wipe	the	cheesy	sauce	off	of	my	lip
with	my	napkin,	I	finally	understand	who	I
am.	

				An	Italian.	A	true	Italian.	

				Ohhhh,	mama	mia!	A	true	Italian	eating
true,	fettuccine	alfredo	with	chicken.	Life
could	not	get	better	than	this.	Finally

connected	to	my	ancestors'	culture,	finally	a
true	Pacchelli.	My	family	back	in	Italy	looks	at
my	posts	on	Facebook	with	pride.	“What	an
Italian,”	they	say	as	they	admire	my	Italianness
in	awe.	“Un	vero	italiano!”	With	the	pride,

strength,	and	even	humbleness	after	the
compliments	of	my	family,	I	really	believe
nothing	could	get	better	than	this.

				...Okay,	the	joke's	over.

				I	am	not	a	true	Italian.	

				I’m	a	liar.	I’ve	been	lying	this	whole	time.
Yeah,	“Pacchelli!”	Wow,	what	a	cultural	Italian
name!	FAKE!	My	family	emigrated	here	in	the

1900s,	and	since	then,	we	haven’t	heard
anything	about	them.	My	dad	is	friends	with
some	of	our	distant	family	actually	in	Italy,	but
as	for	the	American	Pacchellis?	More
American	than	anything.	

				The	Italian	is	on	my	father’s	side.	

				My	mother	is	the	one	who	created	the	so-
called	“true	Italian	chicken	alfredo”	recipe	that
I’ve	spoken	of.	Yes,	it’s	so	delicious,	but
comparing	it	to	fettuccine	alfredo	I	order	at

Italian	restaurants?	Just	a	home-cooked
American	family	meal.	It’s	watered	down
Italian.

				Fake	Italian.	

				I	am	a	more	fake	Italian	than	Olive	Garden.	

				I	apologize	for	my	lies,	for	my	ego	and	the
need	for	attention	with	my	cultural	past.	It’s

anything	to	make	me	stand	out,	to	be	noticed,
but	it’s	all	a	lie.	

				I	am	Italian,	but	I	am	watered	down	Italian	-
just	like	my	mother’s	chicken	alfredo.
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Sovereign	of	HuesSovereign	of	HuesBy	Santi	SmithI	am	the	color	red		

I	am	the	red	of	the	new	year

I	am	the	red	staining	rosy	newborns

I	am	the	red	that	paints	the	heart

I	am	the	red	of	roses	bloom	

I	am	the	red	of	new	new	new

I	am	the	color	orange

I	am	the	orange	in	sweet	clementines	

I	am	the	orange	warning	of	upcoming	construction

I	am	the	orange	dancing	in	warm	flames

I	am	the	orange	peaking	from	the	late	day	horizon

I	am	the	orange	of	changing	leaves

I	am	the	color	yellow

Like	the	sun	I	am	yellow	of	cascading	light	on	warm	days

I	am	the	yellow	of	golden	honey	poured	into	rich	teas

I	am	the	yellow	of	sunflower’s	hope

I	am	the	yellow	soon	to	fade	from	ducklings	

I	am	the	yellow	creeping	in	aged	pages

I	am	the	color	green

I	am	the	green	of	springs	return

I	am	the	green	in	grapes	yet	to	turn	mulberry

I	am	the	green	dye	made	from	algae

I	am	the	green	overtaking	the	chameleon's	scales

I	am	the	green	of	hanging	chrysalis	

I	am	the	color	blue

I	am	the	blue	of	the	vast	oceans	and	seas

I	am	the	blue	of	forget-me-nots	lining	the	favored	path

I	am	the	blue	of	jays	flying	for	warmth

I	am	the	blue	of	blueberries	appearing	azure	staining	plum
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Sovereign	of	HuesSovereign
I	am	the	color	purple		

But	never	the	color	purple	bursting	forth	from	morning	glories		

I	am	the	purple	swimming	in	pools	of	dark	oil	spills

I	am	the	purple	soaked	into	greedy	aristocrats'	clothes

I	am	the	purple	dancing	in	the	petals	of	nightshade

I	am	the	purple	that	reeks	of	death	and	destruction	and	plays	it	off	as	power	and	beauty			

I	am	the	color	black		

I	am	the	black	at	the	end	of	your	journey	when	you	rest	your	tired	eyes	

I	am	the	black	of	the	night	hiding	many	beginnings	and	ends		

I	am	the	black	at	the	end	of	the	dimly	lit	tunnel		

I	am	the	black	painted	onto	death's	charcoal	coat	

But	when	I	touch	things	I	make	a	change		

I	make	bold	lines,	I	create	division,	I	manifest	the	end	and	the	beginnings		

I	was	the	color	red	of	everything	new

I	was	the	color	orange	of	something	yet	to	come

I	was	the	color	yellow	of	temporary	light

I	was	the	color	green	of	alternation	and	transformation	

I	was	the	color	blue	of	odyssey	along	a	ruined	path

I	was	the	color	purple	of	poisonous	fate		

I	was	the	color	black	of	unwanted	closure		

I	was	the	color	brown	of	the	endless	cycle	of	decay	and	growth		

I	am	the	sovereign	of	hues		

See	my	rise	and	descension		

And	see	to	it	my	scraps	become	your	next	grand	work

Huesof
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Reminiscing
By	Destiny	Pacchelli				The	hanging	leaves	of	the	maple	trees	in	the	forest

surrounding	their	childhood	home	had	just	begun

changing	their	colors	into	crisp	yellows,	reds,	and

burnt	oranges.	As	the	sun	pierced	through	the

treetops,	reflecting	its	light	off	of	these	branches	of

warm	life,	the	forest	appeared	almost	like	an	inferno.

A	gust	of	wind	had	taken	the	air,	gracefully	moving

these	leaves	in	patterns	that	resembled	the	flickering

flames	of	the	wildfire.	And	yet,	there	was	no	extreme

heat,	no	real	vibrant	flames	eating	at	the	brush.	It

was	just	a	vision,	a	new	way	to	picture	the	forest	that

was	so	loved	by	them	as	a	child,	allowing	them	to

grasp	onto	this	imaginary	photograph	in	their	mind

so	as	to	never	let	go	of	the	memories	that	lie	in	these

woods.

				They	found	themself	on	the	familiar	path	that	led

from	the	back	door	of	their	childhood	home,	a	brick

dwelling	that	held	shadowed	memories	of	the

identity	they	were	forced	to	uphold,	the	identity	that

trapped	them.	They	had	no	choice	but	to	forget,	but

it	was	so	hard	to.	It	was	as	if	the	house	wouldn’t	let

them	out	of	its	icy	grasp.	They	focused	on	the	walk

they	had	taken	hundreds	of	times	throughout

eighteen	years,	escaping	the	cold	feelings	of	the

memories	from	the	home	to	the	warmth	that	the

crimson	forest	gave	them	under	the	setting	sun.

				Along	this	gravel	path,	their	boots	digging	into	the

soil	beneath	them,	they	traveled	until	they	reached	a

nearby	almost-oval	pond	covered	with	green	moss

and	algae	growing	among	its	surface	and	along	the

rocks	and	pebbles	that	lay	surrounding	it.	There	were

no	fish	or	life	in	the	pond,	a	ghost	town	that	was

slowly	becoming	the	new	home	to	the	green	bacteria

that	were	beginning	to	make	their	way	in	the	pond.

They	couched	down,	reaching	their	fingers	out	to

feel	the	cold	water.	Through	this	touch,	they	felt	and

relived	the	memories	of	this	pond	full	of	life,	of	this

forest	full	of	life,	of	them	full	of	life.	Gazing	at	the

surface,	their	reflection	came	into	focus,	rippling

from	their	fingers	under	the	water.

				“I	thought	I’d	find	you	here.”

				They	didn’t	even	turn	towards	the	feminine	voice,

didn’t	jump	or	feel	fear.	Instead,	a	new	feeling,	one

of	comfort	and	calmness,	washed	over	them	as	they

pulled	their	arm	back	to	rest	on	their	knee,	setting

themself	onto	the	ground	and	crossing	their	legs	one
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nothing	harmful	about	her	look.	“Ryme,	I	know	you

don’t	want	to	hear	it,	but	she’s	going	to	miss	you.”

				Ryme	looked	down	at	their	hands,	which	were

suddenly	tensely	grasping	the	fabric	of	their	jeans.	“I

know.	I	just	.	.	.,”	they	hesitated,	taking	a	deep	breath

with	closed	eyes	and	releasing	it	at	the	same	time	as

their	grip	on	their	pants,	“I’ll	learn	to	forgive	her

while	I’m	gone,	but,	for	now,	I	don’t	want	to	think

about	it.”	They	closed	their	eyes	again,	this	time	to

put	them	in	a	meditative	state.	“Trying	to	relax,

Sonya.	You’re	not	helping.”	The	statement	wasn’t	an

attack	or	an	insult,	and	the	two	of	them	knew	it;

over	the	other.	They	felt	the	presence	of	the	other

make	her	way	to	a	larger	rock	to	their	right,	watching

the	smaller	figure	out	of	the	corner	of	their	eye	take	a

seat	on	its	likely	cold	surface.

				“Did	Mom	tell	you	I	was	out	here?”	they	asked	in

a	monotone	voice,	watching	the	ripples	slowly	begin

to	calm	into	the	wake	of	the	pond.

				“No,	but	she	didn’t	have	to,”	she	responded

calmly.	They	didn’t	have	to	see	her,	but	they	knew

she	was	staring	right	at	them.	They	could	feel	her

gaze,	giving	them	a	little	bit	of	anxiety	as	their	every

move	was	watched.	However,	they	knew	there	was

KOI	FISH	by	JORDAN	GAGLIO	[pencil] 	17	



friendly	sibling	banter,	no	harshness	behind	their

words.

				The	two	fell	in	a	state	of	quiet,	no	sounds	in	the	air

apart	from	the	wind	brushing	the	crinkling	leaves,

birds	chirping	somewhere	in	their	nest	up	above,

maybe	even	the	footsteps	of	a	deer	as	it	grazed

through	the	forest	somewhere	off	in	the	distance.	At

this	moment,	Ryme	felt	calm,	felt	serene.	They

relived	the	happy	memories	of	this	forest,	the

comfort	that	it	had	brought	them	when	they	would

escape	the	yelling	and	screaming	and	trapped	feeling

inside	their	childhood	home.

					“Do	you	remember	the	snowmen	we	would	make

out	here	in	the	winters	when	we	were	younger?”

Ryme	asked	with	a	laugh,	recalling	every	little

snowman	the	siblings	had	made	together.	They	could

almost	feel	the	cold	of	the	snow	underneath	their

gloves	in	their	memory,	but	the	warmth	of	the

moment	with	their	sister	would	always	overpower

the	chill.

				Sonya	giggled	in	response,	nodding	her	head	off	to

the	side.	“That	one	I	made	a	couple	of	years	back,

the	really	tall	one	that	I	used	Dad’s	new	scarf	on,	that

was	the	best	one,	and	you	know	it.”	She	used	her

hands	to	show	the	height	of	the	snowman	from	her

memory,	and	Ryme	immediately	remembered	the

one	she	spoke	of.

				However,	being	her	sibling,	Ryme	wasn’t	going	to

let	Sonya	win	the	“best	snowman”	contest	in	their

memories.	“Excuuuse	me,”	they	retorted	with	a	fake

gasp,	“you	clearly	were	too	young	to	remember	that

first	one	I	made	when	we	began	the	stupid	contest.”

This	snowman	that	only	remained	in	their	memories

was	small,	yet	a	thick	mass	of	white	snow	with

beady	pinecone	eyes	and	two	huge	limbs	of	branches

they	had	gathered	from	a	fallen	tree	as	arms.	

					“I	was,	like,	ten,	it	was	literally	not	that	long

ago!”	Sonya	exclaimed	in	a	loud	outburst	of	laughter,

continuing	to	claim	that	hers	was	much	better.	“That

was	a	monster,	Ryme,	NOT	a	snowman!”

				“Yeah,	well	that	monster	won,”	Ryme	replied	with

a	snicker,	crossing	their	arms	over	their	chest	and

watching	their	beloved	sister	roll	her	eyes.	It	was

clear	Sonya	wanted	to	fight	back,	but	she	was	aware

of	the	reality	that	they	wouldn’t	be	able	to	make

snowmen	together	anymore,	and	that	their	contest

was	long	over.	Ryme	would	be	going	to	college	soon,

leaving	Sonya	and	these	memories	behind.

				Ryme	shook	their	head,	closing	their	eyes	again

and	leaning	their	head	back	to	feel	the	breeze	on

their	neck.	Now	was	not	the	time	to	get	upset.	They

quickly	thought	back	to	another	memory	in	an	effort

to	escape	the	reality	that	was	beginning	to	cave	in.

				“Do	you	remember	that	time	when	we	made

cookies	and	almost	set	the	house	on	fire	because	we

forgot	about	them	to	come	out	here?”	Ryme	giggled,

glimpsing	the	memory	through	their	closed	eyes.

They	could	see	the	scene	before	them	as	if	a

spectator,	watching	them	and	their	younger	sister,

maybe	both	around	the	age	of	twelve	and	eight,

skipping	along	the	path	to	come	to	feed	the	fish	that

once	lived	in	the	pond.
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				Sonya	burst	into	a	laugh,	an	explosion	that	almost

knocked	her	off	of	the	rock,	and	Ryme	had	to	open

their	eyes	to	watch	her	and	laugh	along	with	her.	“We

were	feeding	the	fish,”	they	continued,	making	a

motion	with	their	hands	as	if	they	were	tossing	the

feed	into	the	pond,	“back	when	the	pond	was	clean

and	safe	for	them	to	live	in.”

				“We	got	distracted	by	a	stupid	newt	that	was

crawling	on	one	of	the	rocks,”	Sonya	continued	the

story,	a	bit	that	Ryme	had	forgotten	over	time.	They

reimagined	the	scene,	watching	the	younger	versions

of	them	get	amazed	by	the	sight	of	the	orange	slimy

newt	that	halted	in	fear	at	the	sight	of	the	kids.	“That

poor	salamander	was	horrified	by	us!”	

				Ryme	laughed	loudly,	covering	their	mouth	to

quiet	themselves	a	bit.	“Oh	my	God,	and	Mom	was

beyond	upset	with	us.	She	was	screaming	our	names

at	the	top	of	her	lungs	while	we	were	amazed	by	a

small	little	newt.”	They	recalled	their	speed	walk

back	to	the	house,	smelling	the	burnt	cookies	in	the

air	as	their	mother	howled	at	them	in	anger	at	the

doorway.

				Sonya	sat	back	down	on	the	rock,	shaking	her

head	with	a	chuckle.	“Mom	hasn’t	let	you	cook

since.	How	are	you	gonna	survive	next	month	in

college?”

Their	laughter	began	to	calm	more,	and	although	they	were

happy,	they	couldn’t	hide	the	fear	that	was	aching	on	the	inside.

				Their	laughter	began	to	calm	more,	and	although

they	were	happy,	they	couldn’t	hide	the	fear	that	was

aching	on	the	inside	about	how	they	couldn’t	escape

reality	to	live	in	these	memories	forever,	that	college

was	calling	for	them	next	month.	“I’m	just	praying

my	roommate	is	an	amazing	cook.”

				They	wanted	to	grasp	this	moment	one	last	time,

forgetting	the	college	acceptance	letter	waiting	for

them	back	in	their	room,	forgetting	the	reality	that

they	would	be	in	another	state	up	north,	in	a	new	life.

It	was	these	moments	that	meant	a	lot	to	Ryme.

Sitting	here	with	Sonya,	they	did	feel	safe,	and	it	did

allow	them	to	escape	the	reality	that	was	beginning

to	ache.	Sonya	gave	them	strength.	They	would	miss

their	dear	sister,	but	it	was	these	memories	that

would	keep	their	friendship	stable	and	alive	while

they	were	gone.

				Looking	toward	Sonya	with	an	aching	feeling	in

their	heart,	Ryme	smiled	softly.	The	memories	in	the

forest	with	their	sister,	escaping	their	home	life,

wouldn’t	be	forgotten.	They	couldn’t	be.

				This	was	just	another	memory,	but	it	wouldn’t	be

the	end.
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Hickory	skin	smoothed	with	porcelain	scraps

Milky	bones	pierce	with	shock

But	not	grotesque	enough	to	generate	disgust

So	fragile	her	presence	is

Her	beautiful	concave	palette	still	so	frail	&	dull

One	spiked	step	and	I	am	no	longer	ingenued!

One	more	fire	ignited	and	I	will	drench	myself

With	untouched	waters

Which	will	soon	be	my	own	responsibility	to	purify

A	Dance	Around	

Grey	Ashes

By	Ashleigh	JonesOCEAN	WAVES	by	GRACE	HA	[gouache]I	am	sitting	alone	

As	I	often	do	

To	attract	no	attention	

A	group	sits	down	laughing	with	no	retention	

And	I	listen	as	they	make	a	decree	

Telling	me	a	joke	

I	don’t	understand	and	scratch	my	head	

They	chuckle	as	I	turn	red	

What	was	I	doing	wrong?	

I	try	to	speak	and	my	efforts	are	weak	

They	tell	me	not	to	speak	

Why	am	I	never	heard?	

Simply	because	I’m	not	part	of	the	herd?	

They	point	at	me	and	giggle	

Then	I	feel	tears	begin	to	trickle	

I	cry	hopelessly,	not	understanding	them	

But	the	group	is	now	just	as	confused	as	me

I	wish	for	this	to	stop	looming	

It’s	like	a	fire	burning	me	that	I	can't	put	out	

Simply	because	I	can’t	figure	myself	out

What	Am	I	Doing	Wrong?
By	Rowan	Flory	20	
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KINTSUGI	by	GRACE	HA	[acrylic]	Growing	PainsBy	Emily	TerlizziSeptember	15,	2014

				You	are	fourteen	years	old,	lithe-fingered	and

lamb-pure,	when	you	are	told	that	the	precision	with

which	your	hands	move	and	the	melodies	they	create

are	gifts.

					(To	be	gifted,	you	will	learn,	is	to	be

disadvantaged.	It	means	you	belong	somewhere

where	the	others	like	you	will	pop	your	joints	from

their	sockets	because	that’s	what	they	call	“good

fun.”	They’re	fine	delicacies,	those	agile	fingers.)

				You	are	all	little	wrists	and	wanting	eyes,	young

and	vulnerable	and	still	pliant	with	the	naïveté	of

being	raw.	The	fulcrum	of	your	wrists	has	not	yet

been	conditioned	to	remain	bowed,	the	positioning	a

little	lopsided,	and	your	hands	flutter	like	little

sparrows	over	the	piano	keys.	The	music

conservatory	tells	you	they	will	take	advantage	of

this.	They	will	take	advantage	of	the	pliable	mold	of

your	body;	they	will	sculpt	it.	They	will	bend	your

limbs	into	knots	with	their	predatory	gazes.	

				You	walk	into	a	classroom	for	the	first	time	on	a

tepid	September	evening	and	sequester	yourself	in	a

corner.	There	is	no	sun	in	the	practice	rooms,	only

muddy	fluorescents	that	deepen	the	shade	of	freckles

across	your	skin.	They	mar	you	like	dirt	on	a

speckled	egg.	You	are	imperfect	and	insecure	and

fledging	and	this	is	something	they	seek	out	in	you.

				The	greed	in	their	gazes	frightens	you.	You	later

learn	that	it	should.	You	are	afraid	of	their	hands	on

your	bones	because	they	could	snap	below	their

gluttonous	grips.	And	sometimes	you	wonder

whether	you’d	prefer	it	that	way.	Maybe	then	you

could	leave.

				You	are	so	afraid	that	your	stomach	drips	down

your	spine	and	you’d	rather	spoon	feed	it	to	them

than	sit	with	it	stirring	in	your	gut.	

				You	are	a	genius.
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February	26,	2017

				The	eyes	eat	first.	

				You	are	told	you	must	position	every	bone	in	your

body;	tighten	every	muscle	until	you	are	perched	like

the	string	of	a	cellist’s	bow.	You	fear	that	you	may

snap	at	any	moment.	Presentation	matters.	

				The	eyes	pull	together	each	of	the	five	senses	into

the	experience	of	a	meal.	The	eyes	taste	first—they

dip	the	fingers	of	their	pupils	into	food	and	lick	them

clean.	Eating	is	entirely	sensuous—people	salivate	at

the	sight	of	a	good	meal.	The	eyes	bring	forth	the

hunger	in	bellies;	they	call	attention	to	the	absence

of	food	in	a	wet	mouth.

				Presentation	is	an	art	form.	

				You	have	over	six	hundred	muscles	in	your	body.

You	learn	what	it	feels	like	to	tense	each	one	in	favor

of	an	art	form.	There	are	microtraumas	in	your

muscle	tissues	and	you	let	them	burn	with	overuse.	

				There	is	no	one	at	the	conservatory	that	will	admit

it	does	not	come	easy	to	them.	You	are	conditioned

to	act	as	though	your	body	against	the	bench,	your

fingers	against	the	keys,	is	an	innate	capability.	You

begin	to	crave	company	in	the	pain	it	brings--

someone	who	will	share	the	feel	of	your	tendons

cleaving	themselves	from	their	bones.	You	are

carved	from	the	isolation	of	brilliance.	It	is	lonely	to

be	untouchable.	

					They	tell	you	there	is	someone	like	you;	a	boy	the

level	above	you.	Christopher.	You	like	the	way	the

three	syllables	taste	on	your	tongue,	the	plummet	of

pitch	as	his	name	slides	down	the	back	of	your

throat.	Christopher.	The	transition	from	high	to	low,

like	the	slipping	of	an	arpeggio	down.	Christopher.	

				Christopher	does	not	have	to	put	up	a	facade.	You

like	to	watch	the	syrup-ooze	of	his	spine	as	he	curls

himself	over	the	piano	keys,	each	disc	shifting	him

forward	and	back	with	the	music.	You	want	to	be

Christopher.	Maybe	instead	you	can	settle	to	be	with

Christopher.

				Christopher	is	honey-mouthed.	He	speaks	sugary

sweet	and	his	neck	is	hazelnut	tan	like	there’s	never

been	the	noose	of	pressure	hiding	it	from	the	sun.	He

likes	to	sit	with	bad	posture;	his	back	has	never	been

broken	and	refastened	stiffly	with	rigor	mortis.	They

cannot	carve	into	Christopher’s	body	when	he	is	still

sturdy	with	confidence.

It’s	hunger.	It's	nothing	at	all.
				It’s	music,	he	likes	to	tell	you,	when	the	sun	has

set	and	the	dark	stands	sequoia-tall	around	you.	You

just	have	to	listen.	

				It’s	lovely.	You	just	have	to	feel.	

				It’s	hunger.	It’s	nothing	at	all.	

				You	continue	to	stretch	your	fingers	over	white

and	black	because	maybe	you	can	learn	to	hear	what

he	hears.	Because	Christopher	leaves	the	piano	warm

after	his	stroke	and	that	little	bit	of	warmth	taps	into

the	winter	of	your	solitude.	It	burns	and	the	pads	of

your	fingertips	are	bruising.	You	cannot	have	more

than	the	dwindling	coals	of	his	passion.	

	

				You	are	so	jealous	of	his	life,	which	is	foolish

because	you	are	draining	your	own.	You	have

become	a	husk	of	genius	and	your	thumbs	are

peeling	from	their	pulp.	

				It	sounds	beautiful,	Christopher	is	convinced.	It

doesn’t	feel	beautiful.	Playing	the	piano	feels	like

bending	your	knuckles	back,	pressing	against	the

injured	ligaments	until	your	joints	are	tight	and	stiff.

Soreness–spraining	your	own	hands–you	begin	to

equate	with	his	idea	of	beauty.
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				It	feels	bad.		

				If	you	had	known	that	being	gifted	had	meant

being	sent	to	your	grave	then	maybe	your	fingers

would	have	stayed	silent.	It’s	a	slow	death—this

drawn-out	pursuit	of	pitches	on	a	page,	this	art	form.

				The	concert	hall	gapes	like	an	empty	mouth,	its

expanse	of	seats	sitting	perched	like	a	ravenous

tongue,	and	you	cannot	play.	The	nerves	in	your

wrists	have	been	pinched	and	you	cannot	feel	your

pretty	little	hands.	

				You	are	only	seventeen	and	skinned,	little	beastly

eyes	relishing	in	your	admission	of	failure.	They

speak	to	you	and	say,	your	wrists	do	not	matter,	tear

them	off.		

				Leave	them	on	my	plate,	let’s	dissect	their	flaws

together.

to.	This	conservatory	has	not	wrung	the	life	from	his

veins	as	it	has	yours	because	he	has	not	failed	it.

					You	find	a	new	home,	a	steady	place	to	hide	from

their	ravenous	eyes.	You	push	the	piano	against	the

wall	and	leave	its	lid	tightly	shut.	The	ghost	of

Christopher	plays	it	when	the	apartment	is	hollow,

the	sound	of	its	melodious	tones	settling	heavily

around	you.	You	can	feel	the	shockwaves	of	pain

race	through	your	fingers	in	those	moments,

phantoms	interlacing	their	skeletal	appendages	with

yours	and	twisting.	

				You	find	a	new	boy	to	chase	out	the	past.	You

ignore	that	his	hands	are	just	as	cold	as	yours,	his

memories	just	as	broken.	You	ignore	that	he

sometimes	calls	you	the	wrong	name.	You	find

company	in	your	shared	pain.	Your	joints	heal	stiffer,

and	his	skin	heals	thicker.	When	the	sun	sits	low	like

It’s	a	slow	death—this	drawn-out	pursuit	of	pitches	on	a	page,

this	art	form.

October	3,	2019	3

					You	are	nineteen	years	old	and	you	will	not	rot	in

this	system.	You	will	not	be	consumed	by	this

system.	There	is	no	genius	in	devoting	yourself	to

being	preyed	upon.	To	hunger.	To	an	art	that	sets

tendons	aflame.	These	growing	pains	are	temporary.		

		

				The	conservatory	does	not	miss	you	when	you

leave.	It	fills	your	absence	with	fresh	youth,	fresh

fingers,	fresh	eyes.	It	fills	your	spot	with	an	ease	like

it	had	expected	you	to	go.	The	brightest	fires	burn

the	fastest,	and	they	have	drenched	you	in	ethanol.		

				When	you	look	behind	yourself,	Christopher

watches	you	go.	He	does	not	follow.	He	doesn’t	need

a	golden	peach,	he	whispers	to	you,	It’s	only

memories–grief.	Shred	them,	burn	them,	scatter	their

ashes	where	you	won’t	find	them	again.		

				You	find	a	new	way	to	use	your	hands.	You

untangle	your	limbs	from	their	marionette	strings.

You	listen.
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The	ugly	lady	stroked	in	blue

Sitting	in	a	golden	canvas

Gives	me	a	punching	glare

She	was	a	monster

Thought	she	would	leap	out	to	me

But	instead	pimpled	my	skin	to	the	surface

Long	Drawn	Face	By	Ashleigh	Jones
The	spoiled	children	bite	their	flaws

With	blackened	teeth	that	are	forever	praised

Their	muddy	feet	glossed	under	calloused	heels

And	their	eyes	always	absorbing	a	fixed	craze

We	both	share	such	an	evil	sight

With	one	hand	strained	from	the	bigger,	better	half

You	fall	into	what	you	think	is	simply	a	daze

Yet	now	you’ve	crumbled	into	the	belly	of	tormented	laughs

After	the	Good	Life	By	Ashleigh	Jones

WELLY	BOOTS	by	SANTI	SMITH	[digital]Apart	 from	the	body	I’ve	built

No	connection	has	been	tied	from

The	mind	and	the	heart

A	gentle	contradiction	which

I’ve	struggled	to	cordially	resolve

But							instead

It	purged	the	venom	placed	between	us

And	aggressively	ripped us	from	the	joint

D i s c o n n e c t
By	Ashleigh	Jones	26	
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I	was	throwing	oceans	at	you,	

blue-bucket	tears	and	I	told	you	

you	look	like	my	father.	

You	look	like	his	emptiness,	

empty	exit	wounds,	the	bullet	left	stale.	

I	didn’t	mean	to	express	this	love	

clumsily.	I	didn’t	mean	to	let	it	pool–

like	liquid	loneliness–out	my	mouth	

the	wrong	way.

You	were	hurling	tomatoes	at	the	stage,	

blushing	bruise-littered	skin,	and	I	couldn’t	

see	the	screen	through	runny	red,	

like	our	hearts	bleeding	from	

our	chests.	

It	was	a	dream,	and	I	won’t	tell	

how	your	head	rested	on	mine,	

how	you	smelled	honeydew	sweet	

and	your	eyes	were	on	the	

tomatoes	and	mine	wouldn’t	leave	your	hands

on	my	heart.	
I	won’t	tell,	darling.

We	were	sitting	on	a	wishbone	

and	I	followed	you	to	the	edge.	

Just	pull,	grab	on,	pick	an	end,	make	a	wish.	

I	tried	to	remember	what	dream

I	should’ve	been	having–where	I’d	last	left	you	

to	clean	up	our	remnants,	

but	your	breath	was	hot	on	my	ear	and	

you	lifted	your	fork	to	the	bone.	
Break	it	three-quarters,	baby,	

make	a	wish.

I	Still	Dream	of	You
By	Emily	TerlizziI’m	trying	to	remember	forgiveness.	

I'm	trying	to	peel	the	husks	off	this	desolation.	

The	television	was	etching	a	film

into	your	eyes	and	you	kept	trying	to	

etch	it	in	mine	

and	I	kept	trying	to	convince	you	

I’m	tired	

of	you	scratching	my	eyes,	

digging	into	the	bullet,	smearing	my	bloodied

heart	on	the	screen.	

You	asked	me	

does	it	hurt	

and	I	wonder	if	I	would	still	tell	you	
no.

You	were	eating	honey	from	a	spoon

and	I	was	crying	that	we	couldn’t	change	the
past	even	in	

a	dream.	

You	told	me	the	window’s	open,	Richard,	climb
out.	

So	I	did.	

But	the	wound	was	bleeding	and	I	

couldn’t	find	a	spoon	to	get	the	bullet	out.	

So	I	crawled	back	in,	but	you	

were	gone,

not	willing	to	stitch	closed	where	you’d	torn
me	open

and	I	wonder	whether,	if	I	went	back	now,	

I	would	use	the	spoon	clean	from	your	mouth

and	make	a	place	for	you	beside	

the	bullet.

If	I	went	back

now.
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Apathy
By	Ashleigh	Jones Tick	me	off	your	hit	list

I'm	hidden	and	remain	unfound
Your	fury	will	soon	wash	away
This	eruption	was	on	the	bound

A	red	ridden	mind
Too	busy	to	detonate

Too	Extravagant	to	batter
You	swore	you'd	never	elaborate

So	I	thought	my	thoughts	didn't	matter
Ugly	green	eyes	gleam
They	were	bouncing	

Making	your	gaze	confusingly	abstract
I	didn't	want	to	look	at	your	face

Didn't	say	anything,	I	was	strictly	tact
I	didn't	mind	your	absence

Your	vexing	little	flair
Your	stabbing	words	meant	nothing
Yet	I	caught	them	tightly	in	the	air

As	comforting	as	warmth
And	as	blinding	as	light

I'm	in	the	midst	of	never	forgiving
Apathy	has	become	a	lavish	delight
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Broken	glass	on	blue
tile	and	gray	cement.
By	Jayson	Snow

I	am	walking	on	it	with	little	more	than	socks
on	bare	feet	that	aren’t	right.	The	pressure	of
my	socks	on	my	heels	is	a	small	comfort.	They

fail	to	protect	me	from	the	glass	that	is	now	a
part	of	me,	digging	into	my	flesh	ever	deeper.	I
will	never	be	rid	of	it.	I	see	how	it	refracts	the
light,	and	I	try	to	bend	to	it	the	same	way,	but
my	bones	are	rigid	and	dry.	The	water	in	the

basin	is	corrosive	and	bitter	as	I	try	to	drink.	I

long	for	a	home	that	doesn’t	exist,	where	the
floor	is	smooth	and	I	brew	a	hot	cup	of	tea	and
sit	in	the	warmth	of	a	fire	by	the	side	of	a	lover
who	knows	my	name.	Here	it	is	lonely	and

cold	and	so	humid	I	can’t	breathe.	I	test	every
step	and	it	becomes	far	enough	that	it
shouldn’t	hurt	more.	I	take	another	step	and,	in
my	new	pain,	draw	a	breath	as	sharp	as	the
shards	that	I	step	on.	

					I	find	rest	in	a	room	with	a	bare	floor	only
to	find	all	else	studded	with	shards,	offering	no

relief	from	the	ache	embedded	in	my	soles.	I	sit
on	the	floor	and	it	is	cold	and	hard.	I	pluck
fragments	from	my	skin	but	there	are	always
more.	Some	are	so	deep	that	I	cannot	reach
them	with	my	slippery	fingertips,	and	they

continue	to	ache.	Perhaps	they	were	always

there.	I	damn	my	threadbare	socks	and	stand.	

				“If	I	walk	right,	I	can	step	softly,”	I	lie	to	the
empty	air.	I	know	it	is	harder	than	that.	I	step
out	and	again	expose	myself,	again	revealing	a
body	distorted	in	the	reflection	of	the	eyes	of
the	people	looking.	They	remind	me

sometimes	that	they	don’t	see	me,	calling	me
names	that	are	not	mine.	Names	break	like	ice
when	they	hit	me,	loud	and	beautiful	and
dangerous.	In	the	emptier	spots,	names	shatter
and	slice	unexpectedly.	The	glass	of	names	is

darker	and	more	jagged.	It	rips	instead	of
cutting	as	the	rest	does.	My	body	is	shaped	like
their	names,	but	they	were	not	made	for	it.	I
know	they	will	never	give	me	names	that	are
shaped	like	me.	

				I	find	a	name	that	doesn’t	break	when	I
touch	it.	It	isn’t	mine,	but	I	form	my	own	from
the	same	glass.	My	friends	call	it	and	my	body

resonates.	My	name	is	shaped	after	my	body,
and	I	shape	my	body	after	my	desires.	My
brittle	bones	bend	with	enough	heat.	I	provide
as	much	as	I	can.

				I	do	not	provide	enough.	I	follow	other
travelers	and	we	share	our	warmth	and	glass.	I
do	not	know	how	much	they	recieve,	but	they
give	me	theirs,	and	I	accept	it	gratefully.	I	used
it	to	shape	my	name	and	I	use	it	to	shape

myself.	Without	them,	I	would	cool	too
quickly	and	crack	along	all	of	my	tiny
imperfections.	With	their	help,	the	cold	of	this
place	tempers	me	and	makes	me	stronger.

				I	consider	throwing	myself	into	the	water	as
others	have.	I	will	drown	if	I	do.	Today	I
won’t.	Tomorrow	will	be	better.

				Today	I	bleed.	But	tomorrow	I	will	be	better.

They	remind	me	sometimes
that	they	don’t	see	me,
calling	me	names	that	are

not	mine.
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Stains	of	
Scarlet	and	Blue

				The	euphoric	triumphant	so	far	in	my	story

has	been	one	I	had	not	anticipated	in	my	life.

To	start	the	story,	I	was	diagnosed	with	ASD

during	my	young	elementary	years	but	didn’t

really	know	what	it	meant.	From	my

understanding,	my	younger	self	always	wore

that	title	like	it	was	the	most	elegant	crown	a

young	prince	could	wear.	Daintily	away	I

went,	as	I	smelled	all	of	the	sweet	aromas	and	I

frolicked	through	my	life	of	carefree	natures.

My	days	just	went	on	without	a	pause,	as	there

was	nothing	for	me	to	care	about,	and	it	was

partially	due	to	the	fact	that	I	couldn’t

understand	basic	social	queues.	Even	if	I	was

being	judged,	I	didn’t	bat	an	eye	back	to

anyone	because	my	parents	had	said	to	me	that

I	shouldn’t	care	about	it.	Why	shouldn’t	I

listen	to	them?

				Though,	as	I	finally	became	inaugurated	as	a

teenage	boy,	my	mind	started	to	mature	a	bit

faster	than	I	only	liked.	One	of	those	nights,	I

broke	down,	feeling	my	weight	and	sense	of

security	crumbling	beneath	my	feet	while	my

hand	started	to	quiver	my	wooden	#2	pencils.

It	was	one	night	while	I	was	working	through

my	“Extended	English	8”	class	and	was	having

trouble	understanding	all	of	the	figurative

language	and	hidden	meanings.	Being	autistic

has	its	downsides	of	taking	things	very	literally

at	first	glance,	and	mathematics	always	had	my

heart	rather	than	overanalyzing	“The	Scarlet

Ibis”	for	the	hidden	metaphors	about	death	and

By	Aidan	Brownhow	it	will	ruin	us	all.	Normally	my	English

homework	took	me	hours,	but	I	was	overly

stressed	this	particular	night	as	I	was	trying	to

do	my	Latin	homework	while	having	a	37%

for	my	yearly	average	grade,	having	spent	at

least	three	hours	on	that	assignment.	I	ended

up	spending	at	least	an	extra	ten	minutes	or	so

attempting	to	find	out	how	the	major	theme	in

the	story	coincided	with	the	actions	of

everyone	in	the	town.	It	took	me	so	long,	I	was

infuriated	with	myself	for	not	being	as	on	top

of	my	schoolwork	as	I	once	was,	but

simultaneously	mad	at	my	brain	for	not

processing	this	all	better.	It	took	a	moment	of

thorough	thinking	to	finally	come	to	the

conclusion	that	being	autistic	wasn’t	helping

me	in	the	slightest.	So,	I	decided	to	throw	my

head	down	and	wish	it	was	gone,	tears	bound

with	red	hot	anger,	seemingly	intertwined	with

fear	and	sadness	that	dripped	all	over	my	spiral

notebook	paper.	Drops	of	those	red	hot	tears

simmered	in	my	eyes	before	seeping	into	my

skin,	traveling	all	over	my	body	as	they	became

faint	red	blueprints	of	the	scars	that	were

showing	up.	Those	tears	dried	up,	but	left	the

red	stains	and	struck	their	target.	They	glided

through	the	moguls	of	goosebumps	on	my	skin

as	they	executed	a	Blitzkrieg	attack	on	my

mind	and	body.	It	seemed	like	the	red	could

only	be	seen	with	an	invisible	ink	infrared

light,	as	the	traces	of	the	pain	were	so	faint	and

meek	to	the	touch,	hidden	red	stripes	down	my

upper	body	as	my	eyes	beamed	with	a	red	blur.
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				It	seemed	to	only	spiral	down	from	that

point	and	on,	unfortunately.	The	crown	that	I

gave	myself,	that	seemingly	started	to	rust	and

erode	itself	down,	appeared	as	if	it	was	on	its

last	legs.	With	the	deterioration	of	that	crown,

and	the	loss	of	faith	present	in	my	work,

everything	from	my	grades	faded	away	like

Expo	marker	writing	that	left	an	ugly	stain

after	attempting	to	be	wiped	off.	Faith	was

usurped	and	fizzled	out,	shortly	being	replaced

with	an	extra	supply	of	anxiety	and	internal

panic	switches	that	would	seemingly	switch	on

and	off	for	no	reason.	It	got	to	the	point	that	I

didn’t	want	to	get	up	onto	the	stage	for	a	show

after	it	all	had	come	down	and	happened,

where	I	was	the	playwright	for	a	show	and

backed	off	about	coming	onto	the	stage	to

answer	questions	after	the	show	in	fear	of	what

was	going	to	happen.	Part	of	me	feared	that	my

autism	had	smeared	my	meaning	of	the

“identity”	of	the	mini-show	presentations,	and

just	shook	upon	the	stage	after	the	show’s

entrance.	All	of	these	events	and	thoughts	that

continuously	backed	up	into	my	mind	without

a	clear	outlet	besides	a	“take	it	like	a	man”

mentality	caused	an	internal	civil	war.	A	secret

civil	war	of	red,	an	evil	game	of	Splatoon.

				Previously,	one	side	of	my	mind	had

declared	its	independence	from	the	other,	and

the	declaration	of	war	was	sent	out	from	the

other	side	of	the	brain,	both	sides	being	armed

with	ammunition	for	the	mental	wars.	I	had	to

lay	down	for	this	instance,	as	I	could	feel	this

unnerving	pound	in	my	head,	knowing	that	a

warning	flare	of	strength	on	both	sides.	One

side	turned	to	the	defensive,	as	it	held	a	flimsy

shield	and	a	small	number	of	soldiers.	Battles

like	these	I	was	used	to,	whether	I	liked	it	or

not,	but	on	that	day	I	had	experienced	one

thing	that	may	have	evened	out	the	playing

field:	Acceptance.	Each	successful	cannon	fire.

Each	successful	bayonet	blow.	Each	new

scream	of	agony	and	pain.	Each	action	from

the	sour	visitors	solicited	a	tear	from	my	eyes

as	it	was	becoming	heavier	with	each

impending	moment.	Though	the	battle	was

won,	it	definitely	didn’t	mean	everything	is

over.	Casualties	reigned	over	the	field	as	my

face	was	flattened	by	pillows	of	a	shield,

alongside	ripped-up	papers	and	thrown

blankets,	a	shining	red	neon	light	in	the	aura	of

my	room.	Though,	once	I	was	able	to	control

and	pace	myself,	I	changed	the	shade	to	a	dark

blue.

				Though,	unlike	other	stories	left	in	my	life,

there	isn’t	an	actual	ending	so	far.	The	road	I

must	travel	is	still	unwinding	with	all	of	its

curves	and	sucker	punches,	but	I	know	it’s

going	to	be	one	story	to	tell.	From	my

beginning	days	of	elementary	school

enthusiasm	and	all	the	way	to	right	now	with

my	current	senioritis	dilemmas,	there	has	been

growth	in	multiple	areas	for	me.	Even	as	I	sit

here	in	room	304	at	CFHS,	I	sit	and	wonder	to

myself	if	I’ve	made	the	right	choices	and	the

best	decision	for	myself.	In	those	moments	of

doubt,	I	know	I	can	always	visualize	myself

going	deeper	into	a	pool	of	water	and	feel	the

heat	of	the	light	shining	down	on	my	back

from	above	to	reaffirm	that	I	have	a	presence

behind	me	to	help	guide	me	to	eventually	guide

others.	Even	if	it’s	me	being	a	bit	sucky	when	it

comes	to	reading	English	books,	I	know	I	have

my	mind	to	help	me,	and	not	to	blame	for

hurting	me.	To	be	able	to	independently	give

myself	a	sort	of	reaffirmation,	even	when	those

times	come	back	to	haunt	me	and	change	my

life	once	more.
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Mighty	are	the	works	of	the	Lord.	

Every	last	one	embellishing	my	Majesty.	

Whom	I	can	trust,	in	state	of	emergency.	

Blessed	be	the	Lord:	My	everlasting	comfort.	

Let	your	glorious	name	be	sung,	to	&	fro:	

In	the	valleys	of	darkness

In	the	illuminated	mountains

	In	the	hearts	of	mankind,

We	shall	sing	in	Your	honor	&	for	Your	Glory.	

The	deep	black	of	the	night	eludes	me

The	stars	seem	to	have	chosen	me	

Is	this	my	destiny?	

Lord	help	me	to	really	see	

	One	day,	I’ll	be	on	an	Odyssey.	

Being	world	traveler,	setting	free.	

In	search	of	great	fantasies,	I’ve	set	sail	to	my
destiny.

Keeping	it	close,	Keeping	my	eyes	open.	

I’ll	see	it	one	day,	I	just	keep	on	hoping.	

The	man	of	a	million	words	--	

Broke	his	mind	on	one	of	them.	

He	caught	at	air,	gasping	in	desperate	utterance.	

His	speech	fumbled;	the	world	looked	in	awe.	

As	Heaven’s	doors	crept	to	close,	

In	spite	of	his	mind,	he	verbally	rose

Edging	out	in	plain	sight,	the	word	came	forth:	

“Mercy!”	

With	instant	reception,	to	a	pleader’s	delight:		

God	turned	his	wrongs	into	a	beautiful	sight.

In	His	Honor,	For	His	Glory
By	Simeon	Omorodion

In	Wonderment,	Shall	I

Explain?
By	Simeon	Omorodion

The	Poetic	Farce
By	Simeon	Omorodion
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The
Creationist

By	Isha	DaftuarDIONYSUS	by	ISHA	DAFTUAR	[graphite]				When	I	was	in	Asia	traveling	abroad	I	found

myself	intrigued	by	a	street	sculpture,	and	later,

in	love	with	its	creationist.	

				In	the	sweltering	heat	of	the	summer,	the	sun

had	no	mercy.	You	could	feel	the	core	of	the

earth	if	you	had	sandals	thin	enough.	Sweat

dripped	down	my	neck	in	slow	motions,

settling	at	the	center	dip	of	my	lower	back	with

persistence.	The	fool	I	was,	I	forgot	to	bring	a

hat,	so	all	afternoon	I	paced	with	my	fingers

touching	the	top	rim	of	my	glasses	in	an	effort

to	cover	my	eyes.	Even	as	I	collapsed	against	a

clay	structure	for	support	and	some	ounce	of

shade,	it	had	burned	the	skin	of	my	palms.

When	I	sprang	up,	that	was	when	I	saw	it.	

				It	was	a	twist	of	thick,	thorned	stems	and

curved	vines,	all	coiled	up,	entrapping	ravens	in

its	grasp.	The	faces	of	the	birds	could	only	be

described	as	grotesque,	and	the	scene	was

nothing	short	of	gruesome.	It	didn’t	help	that

the	artwork	blurred	together	without	any

splash	of	paint	to	differentiate	where	one	living

thing	ended	and	the	other	began.	It	was	a	rusty

color,	almost	orange	when	the	clouds	came

overhead.	The	saturated	state	of	the	sculpture

almost	made	up	for	the	dark	imagery,	but	as

long	as	I	sat	close,	I	could	see	the	moment

where	nature	gave	in,	gave	up,	and	that	made

me	cold	enough	to	get	back	up	and	start	on	my

path	home	again.	

				Despite	my	reaction,	I	was	curious.	I	felt

fascinated	and	inspired	and	I	wanted	to	feel

that	same	way	again.	

				I	was	walking	about	once	more	a	few	days

later,	almost	being	run	over	by	a	rickshaw,

when	I	saw	another	one.	This	time	it	was	just

vines,	manipulated	to	be	perceived	as	flimsy

and	weak	as	they	curled	up	around	a	log.	It	had

no	liveliness,	no	line	of	movement.	Just

drooping	leaves	draped	across	a	broken	piece

of	a	tree.	The	leaves	had	gaping	holes,	varying

in	size,	and	parts	of	the	wood	were	made	to

look	like	it	was	rotted,	falling	apart	at	the

seams.	It	was	smaller	than	the	last	one,	and	not

as	eccentric,	but	even	so,	it	seemed	that	the
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artist	had	a	signature.	

				I	spent	the	next	few	days	wandering	through

the	streets	and	shops,	looking	for	art	in	a

plethora	of	places.	There	was	an	abundance	of

street	markets	and	museums.	Clothed	tables

were	filled	with	items	underneath	a	blue	cover

supported	on	four	poles.	A	spark	was	lit,	an

appreciation	for	creative	expression,	and	I	was

captivated	by	this	world.	I	wanted	to	see

something	meaningful.	

				And	I	did.	I	found	patterned	vases,	abstract

work,	the	formation	of	crystals.	Painted

portraits,	landscapes,	nature.	Wood	crafted

boxes,	handmade	chains	and	charms.	But	they

didn’t	have	the	same	effect,	the	same

desperation	as	the	sculpture.	They	didn’t	have

the	subtle	rawness.	So	I	went	back	to	where	I

first	saw	the	ravens.	I	kept	going	back	until

someone	decided	to	join	me	one	day.	

				She	held	herself	in	a	respectable	way,	not

threatening	but	not	exactly	casual	either.	She

wore	a	plain	back	suit,	the	jacket	open	to	reveal

a	silk	blouse,	and	a	gold	necklace	that	draped

down	to	her	chest.	I	thought	she	was	another

admirer,	someone	simple	with	a	great	fondness

for	the	arts,	but	then	she	spoke.	

				“Sixty-three	days.”	

				“Excuse	me?”	

				“Sixty-three	days.	That’s	how	long	it	took

this	one.	Including	planning	and	details,	of

course.”	Her	voice	was	steady,	smooth	as	if	she

was	telling	a	story	rather	than	engaging	in

conversation.	

				“It’s	really	impressive.”	

				She	nodded	her	thanks	and	paused.	“Why?”

				That	wasn’t	the	response	I	was	expecting,

and	she	could	tell.	So	I	answered	honestly.	

				“It’s	not	every	day	you’re	reminded	that

even	in	your	own	territory	you	could	be

overthrown	by	those	who	sought	to	help	you.”

			Another	nod.	“I’m	Jade.”	

				“Celia.	Do	you	always	end	up	joining	fans

of	your	work?”	

				“It’s	always	interesting	to	hear	other	people’s

perspectives.”	

				“What	was	yours?”	I	asked,	hesitant.	

				“It	varied.	I	wanted	to	make	it	flexible,	not

something	confined	to	one	meaning.	My

favorite	one	would	be	the	tale	of	man	told

through	nature.	Unreasonably	cruel.	It’s	easier

to	see	our	faults	through	other	things.”	

				The	clouds	wisped	over	the	sun.	My	skin

buzzed,	and	the	wind	picked	up	in	the

slightest.	People	kept	walking,	mindless	and

unaware.	A	leaf	drifted	and	landed	in	front	of

my	feet.	I	heard	the	distant	meow	of	a	street

cat.

				“That	it	is,”	I	said,	and	she	had	handed	me	a

card	with	a	number	I	soon	had	memorized.

I	could	see	the	moment

where	nature	gave	in,	gave

up,	and	that	made	me	cold

enough	to	get	back	up	and

start	on	my	path	home

again.
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Friday	in	Synagogue
By	Wayne	ClampittRecently	I	went	down	to	a	synagogue

for	the	first	time;	it	was	actually	this	past

Friday.	While	we	were	singing	praises,	Russia

was	continuing	its	quick	assault	on	Ukraine

both	on	the	ground	and	in	its	media.	Even	in

the	sanctuary	and	at	home	the	news	about

Ukraine’s	situation	made	my	stomach	cold	and

hollow.	Even	though	it	was	so	distant,	the

effects	and	reverberations	of	the	missile	strikes

bombing	the	city	of	Kyiv	could	be	felt	across

the	sea	and	in	the	price	of	gas.	While	we	were

going	over	all	the	Jews	of	the	Synagogue	who

had	passed	away	over	the	years,	their	names

emboldened	in	gold	lettering	on	the	walls,	the

rabbi	made	time	for	us	to	say	Kaddish	as	well

as	a	prayer	for	peace	for	the	Ukrainians	under

attack	by	Russia.	Ironic	considering	Putin	has

been	making	such	a	hoopla	over	Ukraine	being

filled	with	nazis.	Even	more	ironic	considering

the	president	of	Ukraine	is	a	practicing	Jew.	I

wonder	how	he	was	spending	his	Shabbat;

hopefully	not	in	a	bomb	shelter.	Jews	have	a

long	history	of	international	identity.	Despite

the	differences	between	the	Jews	of	the	world,

there	are	still	common	beliefs	and	practices

that	unite	us	more	substantially.	One	of	the

most	important	and	defining	practices	of	the

faith	is	Shabbat.	It	is	the	day	when	even	God

rests	from	work,	made	divinely	significant	by

God	at	the	same	time.	Rabbi	Abraham	Joshua

Heschel	called	it	a	“sanctuary	in	time”	meaning

that	just	as	I	was	inhabiting	the	same	space	as

Jews	in	the	sanctuary	at	Shul,	I	was	also	side-

by-side	with	Jews	across	the	world	as	we

inhabited	the	same	time	in	recognition	of

Shabbat.	Personally,	this	is	what	made	me	feel

closer	to	the	war	in	Ukraine,	but	it	wasn’t	just

me	that	came	out	in	international	support	of

Ukraine.	It	seemed	every	peace-loving	country

in	the	world	did	as	well.	The	able	countries	of

Personally,	this	is	what
made	me	feel	closer	to	the
war	in	Ukraine,	but	it
wasn’t	just	me	that	came	out
in	international	support	of
Ukraine.	It	seemed	every
peace-loving	country	in	the
world	did	as	well.

the	world	brought	a	heavy	hammer	down	upon

Russia	for	its	transgressions	against	sovereignty.

All	this	unity	served	as	a	new	reminder	to	the

world	that	despite	all	of	our	differences	each	of

us	can	share	in	beliefs	of	freedom	and	the

preservation	of	life.
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					Smoke	billows	in	the	sky,	like	plumes	from	another’s	mouth,

and	they	are	fleeing.	They	are	fighting.	Teeth	gnashing	against	the

domineering	tongue	of	white,	blue,	and	red.

					Russia’s	flag	is	working	to	smother	them,	fabric	wrapping	over

their	children’s	mouths,	tugging	tight	over	their	throats.

					Russia’s	leader	is	asphyxiating	them,	cutting	off	their	words

where	they	crawl	up	from	their	sternums	like	birds	begging	to

flee.

					But	they	are	ripping	holes	in	the	fabric,	pressing	themselves

out	with	the	sheer	force	of	a	protector’s	will.

					They	are	being	separated.	Russia’s	leader	is	digging	his	blunt

nails	into	their	families	and	splitting	them.

					Mothers	carry	their	children	west,	mothers	press	east	to

protect.

					He	is	sending	fire	into	their	homes	like	the	disobedient	spit

that	sits	on	Ukrainian’s	tongues	and	displacing	them.

					There	is	danger	under	their	soles	and

their	skin	is	splitting	under	the	heat	of	occupation.

					But	they	are	not	dandelions	withering.

The	seeds	of	their	willpower	flourish	under	the	burning	fires	and

They	are	coming	to	fruition	in	their	pride.

Asphyxiation
By	Emily	Terlizzi	44	



In	the	midst	of	such	despair	ridden	conditions

Someone	will	always	leave	room	for	deeper	malice

The	glass	has	cracked	so	sharp	that	it	cuts

And	now	the	shards	are	taken	by	one	who	wishes	to	slash

Instead	of	carving	our	way	out	of	the	encumbered	mold;	unified

Their	calloused	fists	are	tired	from	clenching

Sullen	eyes	follow	the	tracks	carrying	a	lost	humankind

They	grasp	the	same	pain	fixed	in	their	neighbors’	tears

They	wipe	them	with	palms	conforming	to	the	cheek

As	their	own	anguish	remains	bare	and	neglected

Leaving	Room	By	Ashleigh	Jones
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Two	Weeks
By	Jessica	GarciaWe	looked	at	each	other	with	excitement	in	our	eyes.

We	had	two	whole	weeks	off	of	school,

it	seemed	like	such	a	prize.

We	were	near	the	trees	of	oak	outside	on	the	field,

our	mouths	were	anything	but	sealed.

We	ran,

we	jumped,

we	laughed,

and	we	talked.

When	the	day	ended,	we	felt	great.

Oh	how	I	wish	we	could	go	back	to	that	peaceful	place,	time,	and	date.

MEMORY	by	JESSI	ISRAEL	[oil	and	digital]Soon	after	the	news	came.

Coronavirus	was	the	new	big	name.

Sickness	was	everywhere,

death	was	now	roaming	the	air.

The	happiness	that	you	and	I	felt	the	days	before

was	now	just	an	empty	darkness	that	came	to	roar.

The	world	went	through	sadness,

but	soon	it	all	turned	to	madness.

Those	two	weeks	had	turned	into	two	messy	months.

Those	two	months	slowly	but	quickly	turned	into	two	years.

We	had	to	learn	how	to	do	schooling	online.

It	wasn’t	safe	for	us	to	meet

and	we	forced	ourselves	to	act	fine.

We	both	got	sick,

thankfully	we	recovered	fairly	quick.

We	stayed	locked	away,

the	outside	world	turned	into	a	dark	gray.

The	close	and	charming	bond	we	once	had

had	faded	to	a	bond	that	was	quite	sad.

The	laughs	we	had	shared	are	now

something	that	can	never	be	compared.

We	would’ve	never	guessed

that	the	tear	stains	on	everyone's	cheeks

would	be	one	of	the	outcomes	of	getting	school	off	for

two	weeks.
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Two	Weeks
By	Jessica	GarciaWe	looked	at	each	other	with	excitement	in	our	eyes.

We	had	two	whole	weeks	off	of	school,

it	seemed	like	such	a	prize.

We	were	near	the	trees	of	oak	outside	on	the	field,

our	mouths	were	anything	but	sealed.

We	ran,

we	jumped,

we	laughed,

and	we	talked.

When	the	day	ended,	we	felt	great.

Oh	how	I	wish	we	could	go	back	to	that	peaceful	place,	time,	and	date.

MEMORY	by	JESSI	ISRAEL	[oil	and	digital]Soon	after	the	news	came.

Coronavirus	was	the	new	big	name.

Sickness	was	everywhere,

death	was	now	roaming	the	air.

The	happiness	that	you	and	I	felt	the	days	before

was	now	just	an	empty	darkness	that	came	to	roar.

The	world	went	through	sadness,

but	soon	it	all	turned	to	madness.

Those	two	weeks	had	turned	into	two	messy	months.

Those	two	months	slowly	but	quickly	turned	into	two	years.

We	had	to	learn	how	to	do	schooling	online.

It	wasn’t	safe	for	us	to	meet

and	we	forced	ourselves	to	act	fine.

We	both	got	sick,

thankfully	we	recovered	fairly	quick.

We	stayed	locked	away,

the	outside	world	turned	into	a	dark	gray.

The	close	and	charming	bond	we	once	had

had	faded	to	a	bond	that	was	quite	sad.

The	laughs	we	had	shared	are	now

something	that	can	never	be	compared.

We	would’ve	never	guessed

that	the	tear	stains	on	everyone's	cheeks

would	be	one	of	the	outcomes	of	getting	school	off	for

two	weeks.
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Crossing	borders	for	survival.

Feet	are	aching.

Whistling	rockets	hailing	from	the	sky.

Ears	are	ringing.

Lingering	in	a	state	of	perpetual	fear.

Minds	are	tired.

Mourning	separations,	the	voluntary	and	taken.

Eyes	are	straining.

Reaching	out	for	supplies	but	finding	empty	shelves.

Arms	are	aching.

Smoke	billowing	from	once	proud,	now	dying	buildings.

Throats	are	wheezing.

Never-ending	attacks	on	civilian	people.

People	are	dying.

I	hope	sunflowers	grow	this	spring

To	cover	blind	carnage

Where	there	is	rubble	I	want	bluebells

When	the	world	thunders	above	I	want	to	hear	the	children	sing

Running	through	wildflowers	and	carnations

This	spring	I	hope	they	forget	the	existence	of	bombshells

All	they	know	is	soft	sunlight	through	dancing	willow	tree	leaves

And	for	all	those	who	have	to	see	home	in	the	distance

I	ask	that	in	the	new	dawn	they	see	lavender	and	achilleas

And	know	nothing	but	smiles	and	peace	in	existence

Our	garden	is	overrun	with	marigolds

But	next	spring	we’ll	see	an	alluring	field

Born	from	the	braves	and	bolds

This	spring	all	the	damage	will	have	healed

Inharmonious	HostilityWeeds	in	Our	Garden
By	Yuleisy	HernandezBy	Santi	Smith	48	
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MelltithoMelltitho
By	Nico	Deboeser				“I	don’t	hear	Eric	anymore.	Did	he	go

outside?”	Kenneth	asks.	I	point	out	the

window	at	the	storm,	rain	now	pouring	down

across	the	lighthouse	glass.	It’s	answer	enough

for	Kenneth,	who	tugs	my	hand	in	a	silent

demand	to	stand	with	him.	His	hat	sits	askew

on	his	head,	and	my	other	hand	aches	to	fix	it.

As	soon	as	I’m	on	my	feet,	hip	aching	in	the

cold,	a	noise	rips	through	the	building	from

outside.	

				It’s	not	thunder,	it’s	far	too	long	and	low	in

pitch.	Kenneth	whips	his	head	around,

searching	for	the	source,	but	I	can’t	move.	My

muscles	tense	reflexively,	the	air	rushing	out	of

my	lungs.	I	wish	my	first	thought	was	a

passing	ship,	honking	its	horn	to	us	as	it	passed

to	the	more	populated	ports	up-bay.	But	as	the

noise	ends,	I	lean	closer	into	Kenneth’s	side.	

				“Cyhyraeth,”	I	whisper	into	the	humid	air.

Kenneth	looks	at	me	with	brief	confusion,

until	his	mind	scrapes	by	our	earlier

conversation.	It’s	something	a	man	on	Welsh

soil	will	hear	before	death.	We	rush	towards

the	window	in	tandem,	remembering	the

slamming	of	the	tower's	ground	floor	door.

The	storm	rips	across	the	glass	pane,	making

the	image	of	the	rocky	shore	blurry	and

distorted.	Kenneth	bangs	against	the	glass,

hand	curled	into	a	fist.	

				“Eric!!”	He	shouts,	and	as	the	beam	of	the

light	swings	our	way	I	can	finally	make	out	the

scene	below	us.	

				A	twisted	human	figure	stands	on	the	dark

boulders	overlooking	the	surf.	The	stiff	waves

slam	themselves	onto	the	rocks,	spraying	foam

in	a	wide	arch	over	Eric’s	head.	The	man

himself	is	unmoving,	body	facing	towards	the

open	ocean.	A	million	instances	flash	in	my

head,	of	Eric	exclaiming	loudly	his	deep	fear	of

the	open	ocean,	nervously	glancing	at	the

waves	the	few	times	we	were	forced	outside

for	work.	What	draws	him	out	there	now?	

				Kenneth’s	fist	dully	thuds	against	the	glass

again,	the	motion	draws	my	eye	towards	a

darker	shape,	propped	up	in	the	waves,	cut

through	by	raindrops.	It’s	tall,	towering.	Not	a

ship	of	any	kind,	standing	stock	still	in	the

water	like	that.	A	second	low	moan	seeps	its
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a	deer	skull	curls	under	large,	spindly	antlers.

The	head	frames	two	empty	eye	sockets,

nothing	visible	in	them	but	blackness.	The

hairs	on	my	neck	stand	up.	Looking	at	the

creature	I	get	the	sense	its	eyes	are	trained	on

me.	It	steps	forward,	wadding	heavy	waves

unencumbered.	Kenneth	reels	back	beside	me,

his	body	probably	screaming	to	run,	but	my

knees	lock	themselves	in	place,	anchoring

Kenneth	to	me.	

				The	figure	now	towers	over	us,	back	curving

in	an	arch	to	peer	down	at	me.	Every	sound

drowns	away,	the	rain	battering	my	face	and

the	bite	of	the	cold	become	nothing	but

memories.	Kenneth	becomes	the	anchor	now,

his	grip	on	my	hand	a	crushing	pressure.	The

figure	tilts	its	bony	head	to	the	left,	and

something	compels	me	to	follow	its	motion.	A

flash	of	lightning	flows	across	the	sky,

seemingly	slowed	in	time,	swimming	through

the	fog	and	clouds	behind	the	antlered	head.	

				“Melltitho,”	I	whisper,	and	it	sounds	like

thunder	in	the	absence	of	sound.	The	curse

leans	down,	its	great	head	tilting	down	towards

me.	I	rip	the	remaining	glove	off	my	freehand

way	into	the	lighthouse,	and	Kenneth’s	shouts

grow	louder	as	we	both	watch	Eric	walk	right

off	into	the	dark	angry	waves,	heading	directly

towards	the	figure.	

				I	tighten	my	grip	on	Kenneth’s	hand	and

turn,	steering	us	down	the	tiny	staircase.	The

opera	music	from	Eric's	radio	stutters	rapidly

now	but	goes	ignored	as	we	burst	out	the

rusted	red	door,	right	into	the	storm.	The	cold

grips	my	body	like	an	old	friend,	and	the

familiar	smell	of	saltwater	and	rain	floods	my

senses.	Kenneth	curls	into	my	side	briefly	until

we	remember	why	we	came	out	here.	I	jolt	as

the	final,	quietest	sigh	squeezes	past	the	rain

into	my	ears,	and	pull	Kenneth	towards	the

edge	of	the	rocks.	

				Eric	is	nowhere	to	be	seen,	especially	with

the	light	still	making	its	slow	circle	back	to	our

position.	Kenneth’s	cap	blows	into	the	wind,

carried	out	onto	the	waves.	The	wind	whirls

the	fog	away	just	as	the	light	glides	towards	us,

illuminating	the	water.	

				Eric	doesn’t	surface	from	the	deep,	I	can’t

even	remember	if	he	can	swim.	Instead,	the

towering	figure	from	the	window	makes	its

presence	known.	Seaweed	and	kelp	hang	from

its	shoulders,	brushing	past	its	shriveled	rib

cage.	Its	knobbly	knees	hold	strong	above	the

crash	of	the	waves.	The	creature's	head	is

nothing	human-like,	the	long,	gnarly	snout	of

"Melltitho,"	I	whisper,	and

it	sounds	like	thunder	in

the	absence	of	sound.
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with	my	teeth,	resisting	the	tug	of	Kenneth	on

my	other	as	he	begs	me	to	move.	I	raise	my

hand	to	the	sky,	the	moon	briefly	peering

through	the	storm	clouds	above.	The	rainwater

washes	down	my	bare	face,	and	I	close	my	eyes

against	the	sight	of	the	curse	leaning	closer	into

my	open	hand,	tattoos	there	stark	in	the

moonlight.	The	smooth	texture	of	wet	stone

makes	contact	with	my	palm,	and	I	open	the

tap,	the	power	given	to	my	family	flowing

steadily	outwards.	

				The	next	second,	there	is	nothing.	In	the

next,	there	is	everything.	The	sound	breaks

back	into	my	ears,	thunder	and	waves	and

wind	overwhelming	my	senses.	All	I	can	see	is

the	empty	space	where	the	melltitho	once

stood.	The	cold	bits	against	my	skin,	and	for	a

moment	I	feel	unable	to	breathe.	Until

Kenneth	tugs	again,	and	I	can	no	longer	resist

stumbling	backwards	into	him.	My	back	hits

his	front,	and	we	both	fall	backwards	onto	the

rocky	beach	that	circles	the	lighthouse.	The

storm	still	rages	above	us,	but	the	clouds	seem

to	start	their	long	trek	south	again.	My	lungs

fill	with	air	for	what	feels	like	the	first	time.		

				“It’s	quiet.¨	Kenneth	basically	yells	in	my	ear

over	the	overbearing	storm.	Our	faces	are

sprayed	with	salty	foam,	the	waves	crash

against	the	rocks	out	by	the	water.	I	can’t	help

but	agree	with	him.
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CREATURE	by	SIENNA	BRITTAIN	[mixed	media]

Text	on	artwork	from:	Half	Alive,	"Creature"	Now,	Not	Yet.	RCA	Records,	2019.
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Keep	Driving	
By	Kevin	Sayegh

				Every	once	in	a	while,	I’ll	be	driving	in	the

dark	on	winding,	wooded	backroads	and	see	a

blur	of	white	in	the	passenger	seat	window.	Every

time	I	see	it,	I	check	to	make	sure	it’s	just	the

console	screen	reflecting	on	the	window.	Usually,

it	is.	When	it’s	not,	I	know	now	to	ignore	it.	If	you

are	ever	driving	through	a	wooded	area,	especially

one	in	or	near	a	mountainous	area,	and	that	white

in	your	peripheral	vision	isn’t	the	console	screen,

you	keep	driving.	Look	forward,	eyes	on	the	road,

and	keep	driving.

				The	first	time	I	saw	more	than	the	reflection,	I

was	dropping	a	friend	off.	He	lived	somewhere

far	off	the	beaten	path,	with	a	long,	gravel

driveway	connected	to	a	dangerously	narrow

road.	The	drive	is	not	too	far:	twenty,	maybe

twenty-five	minutes	from	my	house,	but	very

quickly	you	get	a	little	lost	in	those	wooded	roads.

They	all	look	the	same;	no	guard	rails,	hills	and

turns	at	angles	that	should	not	be	legal,	stop	signs

so	sudden	they’re	rendered	useless	most	of	the

time,	and	nothing	between	the	driver	and	the	deep

woods	just	past	the	asphalt.	Anyways,	after

dropping	off	said	friend,	and	slowly	making	my

way	through	that	gravel	driveway,	I	took	a	left

onto	the	narrow	backroad	and	almost	immediately

zoned	out.

				I	am	no	stranger	to	‘zoning	out;’	it	happens	just

about	any	time	I’m	taking	a	familiar	route.	I	start

working	on	muscle	memory	and	primal	instinct	at

that	point.	I	keep	my	radio	somewhat	low;	loud

enough	to	hear	the	song	and	all	its	parts,	but	not

loud	enough	to	drown	out	the	sound	of	the	engine.

Sometimes,	a	passerby	with	their	high	beams	on

might	break	my	state	of	mind.	I’ll	usually	be	back

into	it	within	a	minute,	though.	Nothing	tends	to

break	me	out	of	this	trance	for	long.	It’s	just	how	I

function;	it	happens	at	work	during	mundane,

thoughtless	tasks,	or	any	repetitious	labor.

Mowing	the	lawn?	Zoned	out.	Copying	a	fat	stack

of	papers?	Zoned	out.	The	point	is:	I	need	to

emphasize	how	much	abnormality	is	needed	to

break	me	out.	

				I	mentioned	that	I	often	drive	to	the	sound	of

music	and	my	own	car	engine.	These	are	the	only

sounds	I	expect.	They	become	their	own	weird

type	of	silence	to	me.	I	do	not,	however,	expect	to

hear	the	pounding	of	footsteps	behind	my	car.	I	do

not,	however,	expect	to	hear	those	footsteps	get

closer..	closer..	closer.	

				Should	you	hear	footsteps	gaining	on	you,	keep

driving.	Your	car	is	probably	going	forty	miles

per	hour,	maybe	pushing	fifty	if	you’re	a	bit

reckless.	Whatever	bipedal	can	catch	up	to	you	at

that	speed	is	not	something	you	want	to	discover,

not	on	roads	like	these.	One	slight	distraction	and

you’re	out	of	your	trance.	God	forbid	you	get

startled	and	swerve	too	hard.	God	forbid	that

happens	as	some	SUV	is	speeding	down	the	road,

high	beams	on,	coming	around	a	sharp	corner.
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Happens	all	the	time	on	roads	like	this.	Wouldn’t

look	out	of	the	ordinary;	no	one	would	bat	an	eye

or	question	what	made	you	swerve.	It	won’t

happen	to	you,	though,	if	you	keep	looking	ahead.

Ignore	the	noise;	it’s	a	tool.	You	do	not	pay

attention	to	anything	but	the	road.

				And	returning	to	my	first	encounter,	I

remember	being	particularly	lucky	that	the	road	I

was	on	remained	straight	for	some	time.	I	had,

give	or	take,	forty-five	seconds	before	even	the

slightest	turn.	That	gave	me	just	enough	time	to

look	to	my	right	and	those	heavy	strides	caught	up

with	my	passenger	side	window.	It’s	estimated

that	the	fastest	runner	ever	runs	at	about	27.7

miles	per	hour,	at	least	at	his	peak.	My	car	was

going	much	faster	than	that.	As	I	said,	forty,

maybe	pushing	fifty	miles	per	hour.	As	soon	as	I

catch	my	first	glimpse	of	the	runner,	I	regain

focus	on	the	road.	I	had	seen	all	I	wanted	to	see.

The	runner	was	matching	my	car’s	speed,	looking

directly	through	the	window,	not	a	single	glance

down	at	its	feet.	I	kept	driving,	all	the	way	home,

never	looking	anywhere	but	forward.

				Now,	if	you’ve	ignored	my	advice	up	to	this

point,	or	simply	didn’t	know	any	better,	you

probably	looked,	too.	I	used	to	worryingly	check

the	window	all	the	time,	even	before	this

encounter.	I’m	somebody	who	is	always	scaring

myself	with	every	chance	I	get.	A	dark	room?

Must	be	something	lurking	in	there.	I	have	to	turn

off	the	lights	then	run	up	a	dark	staircase?

Whatever’s	following	me	up	the	stairs	is	probably

fast,	I	need	to	run.	At	night	I	see	a	coat	on	a

hanger	and	my	mind	assumes	it’s	a	full	person.

Even	while	driving	at	night,	I’d	occasionally	scare

myself	like	this.	That’s	just	the	kind	of	person	I

am;	anxious	and	often	expecting	the	worst.	This,

however,	was	real,	and	in	all	my	time	of	checking

the	console	screen’s	reflection	in	the	mirror,

hoping	it	was	just	that,	I	had	never	accustomed

myself	to	it.	I	still	do	check	it,	even	knowing	that

it	might	not	always	be	the	screen’s	reflection.	You

should	unlearn	this	habit.	Just	assume	that	every

time	you	can	vaguely	see	some	shape	forming	on

your	right,	it’s	the	screen’s	reflection.	Focus	on

the	road,	and	keep	driving.

Focus	on	the	road,	and	keep

driving.

				I	keep	driving,	now.	I	have	gotten	to	a	point

where	even	through	my	peripheral	vision	I	can

almost	detect	whether	the	formation	on	my	right

is	a	screen	reflecting	on	the	window	or	not.	Still,

I’d	rather	not	know.	I	have	no	intention	of	ever

knowing	again.	The	mistake	of	looking	was

repeated	several	times	after	the	first	encounter,	to

which	I	would	always	catch	myself	with	the	dumb

mistake	right	after	making	it.	

				Cheetahs	are	the	fastest	known	land	animal,

with	a	running	speed	of	up	to	eighty	miles	per

hour.	There	are	no	cheetahs	in	American	forests,

and	even	if	that	were	wrong,	they	are	not	bipedal.

Whatever	has	been	occasionally	catching	up	with

me	is	not	known,	at	least	not	to	me,	at	least	not	to

you,	I	assume.	Its	bipedal	stature	does	make	it

humanoid,	however,	as	stated	earlier,	its	speed

tops	that	of	the	fastest	known	man	by	almost	fifty

percent.	Based	on	internet	searches	and	flips

through	wildly	dated	biology	textbooks	and

encyclopedias,	there	is	no	officially	known

bipedal	runner	in	the	mountainous	areas	of	North

America.

				There	are,	however,	several	unofficial	accounts

on	conspiracy	forums.	Most	describe	a	similar

situation	as	mine;	empty,	wooded	backroads,

within	one-hundred	miles	of	a	major	mountain

range,	and	a	forty-to-fifty	miles	per	hour	speed.

One	descriptor	did	not	find	herself	looking	away

immediately,	unlike	the	rest	of	them	(us?).	She

describes	her	account	similarly,	even	mentioning

that	she’s	from	an	area	close	to	mine.	Her

description	of	the	thing	matches	up	with	mine	and

others’	vague	descriptions	of	humanoid	stature

but	inhuman	physical	capabilities.	Having	got	a

much	better	look	than	the	rest	of	the	accounts,	she

details	the	thing	as	being	tall	enough	to	match	eye

level	with	her	as	she	sat	in	her	Jeep,	and	capable

of	moving	fluidly.	She	says,	“Humans	and

animals	run	somewhat	rhythmically,	one	foot,

then	the	other,	before	and	after	each	other,	with	a

slight	hop	at	each	step.	This	thing,	however,

glides	on	its	feet,	like	a	standing	liquid.	Known

land	dwellers	are	bound	by	gravity	and	friction	in

their	movement;	this	was	not.	It	is	otherwise

incomprehensible	if	not	compared	to	liquid

matter.	There	is	nothing	like	this	in	the	known

world.”

				A	few	forum	users	responded	to	this	account,

hoping	to	capture	footage	of	this	movement.	It’s	a

fleeting	cause,	unfortunately.	The	runner	will	be

so	close	to	the	window	that	any	camera	inside	the

car	won’t	have	the	proper	perspective,	and	any

camera	on	the	outside	will	simply	be	smashed.	No

forum	users	report	violent	behaviors,	but	many

report	feeling	endangered.	A	few	state	that	the

distracting	nature	of	these	creatures	is	their

predatory	method,	although	that	is	up	to	debate

amongst	users.	These	stories,	while	easily

fabricated,	and	not	scientifically	proven,	are

handled	differently	than,	say,	a	Mothman	sighting.

There	is	no	local	media	coverage	or	urban	legend.

The	descriptions	given	on	the	forums	are

generally	kept	within	the	small	group	of	those

who	have	had	similar	experiences.	There	seems	to

be	an	agreement	amongst	the	users	that	this

knowledge	should	never	go	public.	They	forget

that	their	forum	is	not	far	from	the	front	page	of	a

search	engine.	

				These	stories	are	rightfully	taken	seriously,

though.	The	forum	users	do	often	approach	new

accounts	with	hesitance-	the	internet	and	its	users

are	no	stranger	to	lying-	but	the	benefit	of	the

doubt	is	often	given.	People	don’t	tell	stories	like

this	for	jokes.	Fear	can	be	fun,	but	there	is	no	fun

in	being	belittled	by	a	possibly	superior	specimen.

We	know	so	little	about	that	which	is	greater	than

us.	

				If	you,	dear	reader,	come	into	contact	with	one,

it’s	important	that	you	do	not	attempt	to	see	this

movement.	I	have	previously	stated	the

importance	of	not	looking,	but	now	I	must

emphasize	again	that	you	absolutely	cannot	look.

There	might	not	even	be	something	running

alongside	your	car;	if	you	even	just	get	the	feeling

that	something	is	nearby,	focus	on	the	road.	

				Keep	driving.

Keep	driving...
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Happens	all	the	time	on	roads	like	this.	Wouldn’t

look	out	of	the	ordinary;	no	one	would	bat	an	eye

or	question	what	made	you	swerve.	It	won’t

happen	to	you,	though,	if	you	keep	looking	ahead.

Ignore	the	noise;	it’s	a	tool.	You	do	not	pay

attention	to	anything	but	the	road.

				And	returning	to	my	first	encounter,	I

remember	being	particularly	lucky	that	the	road	I

was	on	remained	straight	for	some	time.	I	had,

give	or	take,	forty-five	seconds	before	even	the

slightest	turn.	That	gave	me	just	enough	time	to

look	to	my	right	and	those	heavy	strides	caught	up

with	my	passenger	side	window.	It’s	estimated

that	the	fastest	runner	ever	runs	at	about	27.7

miles	per	hour,	at	least	at	his	peak.	My	car	was

going	much	faster	than	that.	As	I	said,	forty,

maybe	pushing	fifty	miles	per	hour.	As	soon	as	I

catch	my	first	glimpse	of	the	runner,	I	regain

focus	on	the	road.	I	had	seen	all	I	wanted	to	see.

The	runner	was	matching	my	car’s	speed,	looking

directly	through	the	window,	not	a	single	glance

down	at	its	feet.	I	kept	driving,	all	the	way	home,

never	looking	anywhere	but	forward.

				Now,	if	you’ve	ignored	my	advice	up	to	this

point,	or	simply	didn’t	know	any	better,	you

probably	looked,	too.	I	used	to	worryingly	check

the	window	all	the	time,	even	before	this

encounter.	I’m	somebody	who	is	always	scaring

myself	with	every	chance	I	get.	A	dark	room?

Must	be	something	lurking	in	there.	I	have	to	turn

off	the	lights	then	run	up	a	dark	staircase?

Whatever’s	following	me	up	the	stairs	is	probably

fast,	I	need	to	run.	At	night	I	see	a	coat	on	a

hanger	and	my	mind	assumes	it’s	a	full	person.

Even	while	driving	at	night,	I’d	occasionally	scare

myself	like	this.	That’s	just	the	kind	of	person	I

am;	anxious	and	often	expecting	the	worst.	This,

however,	was	real,	and	in	all	my	time	of	checking

the	console	screen’s	reflection	in	the	mirror,

hoping	it	was	just	that,	I	had	never	accustomed

myself	to	it.	I	still	do	check	it,	even	knowing	that

it	might	not	always	be	the	screen’s	reflection.	You

should	unlearn	this	habit.	Just	assume	that	every

time	you	can	vaguely	see	some	shape	forming	on

your	right,	it’s	the	screen’s	reflection.	Focus	on

the	road,	and	keep	driving.

Focus	on	the	road,	and	keep

driving.

				I	keep	driving,	now.	I	have	gotten	to	a	point

where	even	through	my	peripheral	vision	I	can

almost	detect	whether	the	formation	on	my	right

is	a	screen	reflecting	on	the	window	or	not.	Still,

I’d	rather	not	know.	I	have	no	intention	of	ever

knowing	again.	The	mistake	of	looking	was

repeated	several	times	after	the	first	encounter,	to

which	I	would	always	catch	myself	with	the	dumb

mistake	right	after	making	it.	

				Cheetahs	are	the	fastest	known	land	animal,

with	a	running	speed	of	up	to	eighty	miles	per

hour.	There	are	no	cheetahs	in	American	forests,

and	even	if	that	were	wrong,	they	are	not	bipedal.

Whatever	has	been	occasionally	catching	up	with

me	is	not	known,	at	least	not	to	me,	at	least	not	to

you,	I	assume.	Its	bipedal	stature	does	make	it

humanoid,	however,	as	stated	earlier,	its	speed

tops	that	of	the	fastest	known	man	by	almost	fifty

percent.	Based	on	internet	searches	and	flips

through	wildly	dated	biology	textbooks	and

encyclopedias,	there	is	no	officially	known

bipedal	runner	in	the	mountainous	areas	of	North

America.

				There	are,	however,	several	unofficial	accounts

on	conspiracy	forums.	Most	describe	a	similar

situation	as	mine;	empty,	wooded	backroads,

within	one-hundred	miles	of	a	major	mountain

range,	and	a	forty-to-fifty	miles	per	hour	speed.

One	descriptor	did	not	find	herself	looking	away

immediately,	unlike	the	rest	of	them	(us?).	She

describes	her	account	similarly,	even	mentioning

that	she’s	from	an	area	close	to	mine.	Her

description	of	the	thing	matches	up	with	mine	and

others’	vague	descriptions	of	humanoid	stature

but	inhuman	physical	capabilities.	Having	got	a

much	better	look	than	the	rest	of	the	accounts,	she

details	the	thing	as	being	tall	enough	to	match	eye

level	with	her	as	she	sat	in	her	Jeep,	and	capable

of	moving	fluidly.	She	says,	“Humans	and

animals	run	somewhat	rhythmically,	one	foot,

then	the	other,	before	and	after	each	other,	with	a

slight	hop	at	each	step.	This	thing,	however,

glides	on	its	feet,	like	a	standing	liquid.	Known

land	dwellers	are	bound	by	gravity	and	friction	in

their	movement;	this	was	not.	It	is	otherwise

incomprehensible	if	not	compared	to	liquid

matter.	There	is	nothing	like	this	in	the	known

world.”

				A	few	forum	users	responded	to	this	account,

hoping	to	capture	footage	of	this	movement.	It’s	a

fleeting	cause,	unfortunately.	The	runner	will	be

so	close	to	the	window	that	any	camera	inside	the

car	won’t	have	the	proper	perspective,	and	any

camera	on	the	outside	will	simply	be	smashed.	No

forum	users	report	violent	behaviors,	but	many

report	feeling	endangered.	A	few	state	that	the

distracting	nature	of	these	creatures	is	their

predatory	method,	although	that	is	up	to	debate

amongst	users.	These	stories,	while	easily

fabricated,	and	not	scientifically	proven,	are

handled	differently	than,	say,	a	Mothman	sighting.

There	is	no	local	media	coverage	or	urban	legend.

The	descriptions	given	on	the	forums	are

generally	kept	within	the	small	group	of	those

who	have	had	similar	experiences.	There	seems	to

be	an	agreement	amongst	the	users	that	this

knowledge	should	never	go	public.	They	forget

that	their	forum	is	not	far	from	the	front	page	of	a

search	engine.	

				These	stories	are	rightfully	taken	seriously,

though.	The	forum	users	do	often	approach	new

accounts	with	hesitance-	the	internet	and	its	users

are	no	stranger	to	lying-	but	the	benefit	of	the

doubt	is	often	given.	People	don’t	tell	stories	like

this	for	jokes.	Fear	can	be	fun,	but	there	is	no	fun

in	being	belittled	by	a	possibly	superior	specimen.

We	know	so	little	about	that	which	is	greater	than

us.	

				If	you,	dear	reader,	come	into	contact	with	one,

it’s	important	that	you	do	not	attempt	to	see	this

movement.	I	have	previously	stated	the

importance	of	not	looking,	but	now	I	must

emphasize	again	that	you	absolutely	cannot	look.

There	might	not	even	be	something	running

alongside	your	car;	if	you	even	just	get	the	feeling

that	something	is	nearby,	focus	on	the	road.	

				Keep	driving.

Keep	driving...
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Pasithea	Coerulea,	my	love.

Yet	you	reside	in	wilds	so	far	gone,	

You’re	so	far	down	while	I	am	stuck	above,

And	yet	despite	this	distance,	I	am	drawn.	

Distance	and	isolation	are	our	doom,

Way	down	in	Chile	is	where	your	bed’s	made.

My	love,	separation	builds	my	heart’s	tomb,	

Make	sure	to	bury	its	beat	in	the	shade.

Yet	maybe	I	can	start	a	garden	here,

My	favorite	flower,	tied	to	a	Grace,

Your	blue	complexion	takes	away	my	fear,

Once	you’re	in	my	garden,	I’ll	find	my	place.

People	only	want	what	they	cannot	hold,

But	my	lover,	I	will	treat	you	like	gold.

Azulillo
Petals

By	Scarlett	DalglieshCHORDS	by	SANTI	SMITH	[digital]A	chill	wind	flies	through	the	air

Causing	a	young	brown	rat	to	sneeze

But	he	must	trek	longer	and	farther

Searching	the	land	for	precious	cheese

He	comes	to	a	park,	abandoned	in	the	cold

Spying	a	wedge	of	cheddar	upon	a	table

He	excitedly	scurries	to	his	prize,	but	alas

He	does	not	see	the	owl,	vicious	and	fatal

It	swoops	down	to	catch	our	mammalian	hero

Sweeping	it	up	in	its	lethal	claws

But	the	rat,	with	the	last	of	its	strength,

Bites	off	a	toe,	and	the	owl	withdraws

Temporarily	free	but	bleeding	profusely

The	rat	grabs	the	gouda	and	runs	for	the	trees

But	soon	adrenaline	runs	out,	empty

And	it	collapses,	dropping	the	cheese

The	wind	picks	up	in	a	mourning	note

As	a	trio	of	small	rats	comes	out	of	a	hovel

Hungry	and	weak,	yet	passing	the	brie

They	bow	their	heads	against	the	still	rat’s	muzzle

The	Cheesemonger's	Ballad
AQUARIUS	by	JORDAN	GAGLIO

[pencil	and	charcoal]
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Pasithea	Coerulea,	my	love.

Yet	you	reside	in	wilds	so	far	gone,	

You’re	so	far	down	while	I	am	stuck	above,

And	yet	despite	this	distance,	I	am	drawn.	

Distance	and	isolation	are	our	doom,

Way	down	in	Chile	is	where	your	bed’s	made.

My	love,	separation	builds	my	heart’s	tomb,	

Make	sure	to	bury	its	beat	in	the	shade.

Yet	maybe	I	can	start	a	garden	here,

My	favorite	flower,	tied	to	a	Grace,

Your	blue	complexion	takes	away	my	fear,

Once	you’re	in	my	garden,	I’ll	find	my	place.

People	only	want	what	they	cannot	hold,

But	my	lover,	I	will	treat	you	like	gold.

Azulillo
Petals

By	Scarlett	DalglieshCHORDS	by	SANTI	SMITH	[digital]A	chill	wind	flies	through	the	air

Causing	a	young	brown	rat	to	sneeze

But	he	must	trek	longer	and	farther

Searching	the	land	for	precious	cheese

He	comes	to	a	park,	abandoned	in	the	cold

Spying	a	wedge	of	cheddar	upon	a	table

He	excitedly	scurries	to	his	prize,	but	alas

He	does	not	see	the	owl,	vicious	and	fatal

It	swoops	down	to	catch	our	mammalian	hero

Sweeping	it	up	in	its	lethal	claws

But	the	rat,	with	the	last	of	its	strength,

Bites	off	a	toe,	and	the	owl	withdraws

Temporarily	free	but	bleeding	profusely

The	rat	grabs	the	gouda	and	runs	for	the	trees

But	soon	adrenaline	runs	out,	empty

And	it	collapses,	dropping	the	cheese

The	wind	picks	up	in	a	mourning	note

As	a	trio	of	small	rats	comes	out	of	a	hovel

Hungry	and	weak,	yet	passing	the	brie

They	bow	their	heads	against	the	still	rat’s	muzzle

The	Cheesemonger's	Ballad
AQUARIUS	by	JORDAN	GAGLIO

[pencil	and	charcoal]
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WHAT	REMAINS	by	ELIZABETH	MITH	[watercolor	and	ink]
				City	sidewalks	were	often	so	crowded	they

became	entirely	covered	in	people.	There	were	a

million	people	going	a	million	places,	all	taking

up	space	on	the	same	ground.	No	one	seemed	to

really	notice	each	other,	though.	If	someone	stood

out,	they	really	stood	out.		

	

				On	my	usual	morning	commute,	after	my	last

subway	stop	but	before	the	end	of	my	two-block

walk,	something	stood	out.	A	deer	walking	on	its

hind	legs	passed	my	left.	It	stopped	me	in	my

tracks	and	left	me	shooting	looks	around	me.	As	I

got	bumped	around	by	passersby,	met	with	“watch

it!”	and	“outta	my	way,”	I	watched	in	complete

bewilderment	as	the	head	of	a	deer	bobbed	up	and

down	above	the	crowd	of	a	million	others	making

their	way	through	the	city.			

	

				As	the	deer	faded	from	my	view,	I	turned	back

the	way	I	was	headed	and	forgot	about	the

interaction.		

	

				The	deer	remained	out	of	my	memory	for	quite

some	time,	only	returning	when	it	sat	diagonal

from	me	on	the	subway.	The	subway	wasn’t

particularly	crowded–we	weren’t	sardines	in

there,	but	it	was	far	from	empty.	Somebody	had	to

be	seeing	this.	I	stood	up	slightly	in	my	seat	and

glanced	around	to	no	avail;	no	one	seemed	to

mind.	We	weren’t	even	near	a	particularly

wooded	area,	yet	here	it	was,	a	deer	on	a	train.	It

got	off	the	stop	before	mine.	I	had	no	intention	of

following	it,	but	my	curiosity	brought	on	the

impulse	decision	to	get	off	a	stop	early.	The	deer

noticed	but	didn’t	show	any	sign	of	being

bothered.	As	we	both	made	it	out	of	the	subway

and	to	the	crowded	streets	above,	the	deer

disappeared	into	the	flood	of	people.			

	

				After	losing	the	deer,	I	walked	to	work,	arrived

late,	and	tried	to	explain	to	my	boss	what	I’d	been

seeing.				

	

				“You’re	the	only	one,”	he	told	me.	Still,	I	took

the	subway	home	that	night	in	hopes	of	seeing	my

deer	friend	again.		

	

				We	first	interacted	several	days	after	seeing

each	other	on	the	subway.	She	(I	had	always

noticed	the	lack	of	antlers,	but	who	am	I	to

assume?)	initiated	a	conversation	on	a	subway,

asking	if	the	spot	next	to	me	was	taken.

Obviously,	I	told	her	it	was	not	and	we	struck	up

a	conversation.	She	had	noticed	my	own	hooves

Deer	in	the	City
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WHAT	REMAINS	by	ELIZABETH	MITH	[watercolor	and	ink]
				City	sidewalks	were	often	so	crowded	they

became	entirely	covered	in	people.	There	were	a

million	people	going	a	million	places,	all	taking

up	space	on	the	same	ground.	No	one	seemed	to

really	notice	each	other,	though.	If	someone	stood

out,	they	really	stood	out.		

	

				On	my	usual	morning	commute,	after	my	last

subway	stop	but	before	the	end	of	my	two-block

walk,	something	stood	out.	A	deer	walking	on	its

hind	legs	passed	my	left.	It	stopped	me	in	my

tracks	and	left	me	shooting	looks	around	me.	As	I

got	bumped	around	by	passersby,	met	with	“watch

it!”	and	“outta	my	way,”	I	watched	in	complete

bewilderment	as	the	head	of	a	deer	bobbed	up	and

down	above	the	crowd	of	a	million	others	making

their	way	through	the	city.			

	

				As	the	deer	faded	from	my	view,	I	turned	back

the	way	I	was	headed	and	forgot	about	the

interaction.		

	

				The	deer	remained	out	of	my	memory	for	quite

some	time,	only	returning	when	it	sat	diagonal

from	me	on	the	subway.	The	subway	wasn’t

particularly	crowded–we	weren’t	sardines	in

there,	but	it	was	far	from	empty.	Somebody	had	to

be	seeing	this.	I	stood	up	slightly	in	my	seat	and

glanced	around	to	no	avail;	no	one	seemed	to

mind.	We	weren’t	even	near	a	particularly

wooded	area,	yet	here	it	was,	a	deer	on	a	train.	It

got	off	the	stop	before	mine.	I	had	no	intention	of

following	it,	but	my	curiosity	brought	on	the

impulse	decision	to	get	off	a	stop	early.	The	deer

noticed	but	didn’t	show	any	sign	of	being

bothered.	As	we	both	made	it	out	of	the	subway

and	to	the	crowded	streets	above,	the	deer

disappeared	into	the	flood	of	people.			

	

				After	losing	the	deer,	I	walked	to	work,	arrived

late,	and	tried	to	explain	to	my	boss	what	I’d	been

seeing.				

	

				“You’re	the	only	one,”	he	told	me.	Still,	I	took

the	subway	home	that	night	in	hopes	of	seeing	my

deer	friend	again.		

	

				We	first	interacted	several	days	after	seeing

each	other	on	the	subway.	She	(I	had	always

noticed	the	lack	of	antlers,	but	who	am	I	to

assume?)	initiated	a	conversation	on	a	subway,

asking	if	the	spot	next	to	me	was	taken.

Obviously,	I	told	her	it	was	not	and	we	struck	up

a	conversation.	She	had	noticed	my	own	hooves
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and	shaven	antlers	along	with	my	incessant

glares.	Said	glares	had	been	off-putting,	but	she

admitted	to	understanding.	It’s	not	often	you	see

another	deer	in	the	city.			

	

				The	two	of	us	agreed	shortly	after	to	meet	up

sometime.	She	said	she	knew	other	deer	in	and

around	the	city,	and	she	was	excited	to	introduce

them	to	me.	I	had	no	knowledge	of	others

anywhere	nearby,	much	less	within	my	own	city.

I	met	the	group	at	a	mostly	desolate	cafe	in	the

outer	parts	of	the	city.	We	talked	about	nothing

really–mostly	ignoring	our	commonality	and

instead	discussing	trivial	things.	We	spoke	about

where	we’re	from,	or	what	brought	us	to	the	city.

Our	shared	trait	eventually	became	something	of

an	elephant	in	the	room	with	conversation	darting

around	to	avoid	the	topic.	Supposedly,	this	had

been	the	single	largest	meeting	of	deer	in	quite

some	time.	It	showed.			

	

				The	awkwardness	had	not	ruined	things,

though.	We	had	all	met	other	times	later	on,	and

some	people	came	and	went,	but	the	cafe	soon

knew	to	expect	us	once	or	twice	a	month.

Occasionally	someone	would	arrive	with	shaven

antlers,	and	that	would	usually	be	the	only	time

we	ever	talked	about	being	deer	in	human	cities.	I

think	we	all	subconsciously	(or	consciously	but

agreed	upon	without	discussing)	wanted	to	make

our	meetings	about	more	than	being	deer.

				Eventually	though,	seemingly	out	of	nowhere,

one	of	the	younger	guys	in	the	group	brought	it

up.	Someone	had	attempted	to	shush	him,	but	I

was	equally	as	curious	as	the	young	one	was	and

made	sure	he	was	able	to	speak	his	mind.	For	a

few	seconds,	we	all	sat	in	complete	silence	and	a

disquieting	tension	filled	the	air.	A	few	people

looked	ready	to	say	something,	but	no	one	did.

The	boy’s	eyes	shot	around	a	bit,	getting	slightly

watery,	and	he	finished	his	sentence:		

	

				“Should	we	be	worried	about	the	guys	in	camo

three	tables	over?”		

	

				In	almost	perfect	unison,	seven	or	so	deer	heads

turned	towards	a	table	of	bearded	men	with	heavy

bags	and	brown-green	suits	from	head	to	toe,	all

staring	intensely	at	us.

This	had	been	the	single

largest	meeting	of	deer	in

quite	some	time.
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and	shaven	antlers	along	with	my	incessant

glares.	Said	glares	had	been	off-putting,	but	she

admitted	to	understanding.	It’s	not	often	you	see

another	deer	in	the	city.			

	

				The	two	of	us	agreed	shortly	after	to	meet	up

sometime.	She	said	she	knew	other	deer	in	and

around	the	city,	and	she	was	excited	to	introduce

them	to	me.	I	had	no	knowledge	of	others

anywhere	nearby,	much	less	within	my	own	city.

I	met	the	group	at	a	mostly	desolate	cafe	in	the

outer	parts	of	the	city.	We	talked	about	nothing

really–mostly	ignoring	our	commonality	and

instead	discussing	trivial	things.	We	spoke	about

where	we’re	from,	or	what	brought	us	to	the	city.

Our	shared	trait	eventually	became	something	of

an	elephant	in	the	room	with	conversation	darting

around	to	avoid	the	topic.	Supposedly,	this	had

been	the	single	largest	meeting	of	deer	in	quite

some	time.	It	showed.			

	

				The	awkwardness	had	not	ruined	things,

though.	We	had	all	met	other	times	later	on,	and

some	people	came	and	went,	but	the	cafe	soon

knew	to	expect	us	once	or	twice	a	month.

Occasionally	someone	would	arrive	with	shaven

antlers,	and	that	would	usually	be	the	only	time

we	ever	talked	about	being	deer	in	human	cities.	I

think	we	all	subconsciously	(or	consciously	but

agreed	upon	without	discussing)	wanted	to	make

our	meetings	about	more	than	being	deer.

				Eventually	though,	seemingly	out	of	nowhere,

one	of	the	younger	guys	in	the	group	brought	it

up.	Someone	had	attempted	to	shush	him,	but	I

was	equally	as	curious	as	the	young	one	was	and

made	sure	he	was	able	to	speak	his	mind.	For	a

few	seconds,	we	all	sat	in	complete	silence	and	a

disquieting	tension	filled	the	air.	A	few	people

looked	ready	to	say	something,	but	no	one	did.

The	boy’s	eyes	shot	around	a	bit,	getting	slightly

watery,	and	he	finished	his	sentence:		

	

				“Should	we	be	worried	about	the	guys	in	camo

three	tables	over?”		

	

				In	almost	perfect	unison,	seven	or	so	deer	heads

turned	towards	a	table	of	bearded	men	with	heavy

bags	and	brown-green	suits	from	head	to	toe,	all

staring	intensely	at	us.

This	had	been	the	single

largest	meeting	of	deer	in

quite	some	time.
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RAFFLESIA	by	MADISON	BREWER	[acrylic]

Alvilda	and	the
Volvbrauð

				No	one	was	quite	sure	who	to	blame	for	the	presence	of

the	Volvbrauð.	They	certainly	weren’t	native	to	the	planet

Lujen,	but	the	people	of	Nilfel	insisted	that	they	didn’t	come

from	their	planet,	either,	even	though	the	strange	beings	had

appeared	around	the	same	time	they	colonized	the	northern

tundras.	They	had	even	lived	in	that	same	area	but	had

gradually	spread	south	to	Ursisti	and	the	Outlands,	causing

mischief,	until	the	Nilfelics	admitted	that	they	had	a	story	of

such	a	creature	who	could	change	states	of	matter.	Their

planet	couldn’t	take	the	blame,	though,	they	insisted.	Though

they	had	a	Nilfelic	name,	they	weren’t	originally	from	the

planet	Nilfel,	and	everyone	was	sure	there	hadn’t	been	any	on

the	starships	that	brought	the	settlers	to	Lujen.	But	to	be	fair,

there’s	not	really	any	way	to	be	sure	if	any	shapeshifters	are

present	somewhere	or	not.	That’s	the	whole	point	of	their

powers.
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				By	the	time	Nilfelics	had	been	on	Lujen	for	a	hundred

years,	however,	concerns	over	the	Volvbrauð	had	mostly	died

out.	They	only	bothered	tiny	settlements	in	the	northern	areas

of	the	planet,	and	no	one	cared	about	those	anyway.	After	all,

there	were	bigger	things	to	worry	about.	The	planets	Zerla

and	Tlumik	had	decided	to	start	trying	to	blast	each	other	out

of	orbit,	and	the	people	of	tiny	Lujen	were	doing	all	they

could	to	stay	out	of	the	way	of	the	laser	beams.

				In	those	small	towns	of	Nilfel	and	Ursisti,	though,

Volvbrauðs	were	truly	a	bigger	concern.	No	one	had	bothered

to	ask	them	what	they	thought	about	the	war	since	no	one

could	ever	find	them,	but	it	was	certainly	making	them

rowdy.	So,	on	the	same	morning	that	Tlumik	and	Carliér

banded	together	to	blow	up	Zerla’s	third	moon,	the	biggest

worry	of	one	of	those	towns,	Vigrið,	was	that	all	of	their

livestock	had	been	carried	off	in	the	night.

				“I	thought	the	Volvbrauð	were	small,”	Reynír,	one	boy	in

the	village,	pointed	out	to	his	big	sister	Alvilda.	

				“But	they’re	meanie	buttholes,”	Alvilda	answered	all

questions,	whether	what	she	said	made	sense	or	not.

				“At	least	they	didn’t	take	Byleist,”	Reynír,	and	clutched	the

fluffy	black	cat	in	his	arms	tighter.

				“That	cat	is	a	meanie	butthole,	too,”	Alvilda	informed	him.

She	didn’t	like	cats.	Cats	were	stupid.

				Reynír’s	eyes	widened.	“No,	he’s	not!	He’s	a	good	boy!

Isn’t	that	right,	Byleist?”

				“Mer,”	Byleist	replied.	He	squirmed	in	Reynír’s	arms	until

the	little	boy	was	forced	to	drop	him	onto	the	snowy	ground.

The	moment	his	feet	touched	the	earth,	the	cat	sprinted	away,

dashing	back	toward	Vigrið.

				“I	wish	the	Volvbrauð	had	taken	him,”	Alvilda	grumbled.

She	uncrossed	her	arms	to	straighten	the	flaps	of	her	hat	over

her	ears,	then	crossed	them	again.

				Reynír	scowled	and	went	chasing	after	the	cat.

				Alvilda	cast	one	last	look	at	the	empty	goat	pen,	then

walked	further	out	to	check	the	yaks.	It	was	a	big-girl-

responsibility	to	check	on	the	missing	animals.	Well,	her

parents	hadn’t	told	her	to,	and,	in	fact,	wanted	her	to	stay

inside	until	the	Volvbrauð	were	dealt	with,	but	she	was	still

acting	like	an	adult.	It	was	very	responsible	of	her	to	go	make

sure	that	the	animals	hadn’t	come	back.	Her	parents	would

see	that.

				At	least,	that’s	what	Alvilda	had	told	herself.	To	be	honest,

she	just	wanted	fresh	air.	And	an	escape	from	Reynír.	He	had

followed	her	out	like	the	moron	he	was	the	moment	their

parents	were	distracted	by	whatever	was	happening	on	the

news.	But	he	was	gone	now,	and	Alvilda	was	free	to	walk	up

to	the	yak	pen	alone.	It	was	still	empty	as	well,	but	she	pulled

herself	up	onto	the	metal	fence	and	swung	her	boots	back	and

forth	over	the	ground,	and	considered	how	stupid	the

Volvbrauð	must	be.	They	couldn’t	use	the	animals.	The

people	of	Vigrið	could.	The	tricksters	had	been	doing	this	all

autumn,	ever	since	the	stupid	war	on	the	other	side	of	the

galaxy	started,	and	while	this	was	their	biggest	theft	by	far,

they	were	all	basically	the	same.	Mail	had	gone	missing.

Boots.	Some	tablets	and	radios.	Minna	Askelsdóttir’s	birthday

cake.	Well,	that	one	could	have	just	been	her	older	brothers.

Anyway,	it	was	all	stuff	humans	needed	and	dumb	meanie

shapeshifters	didn’t.

To	be	honest,	she	just	wanted

fresh	air.	And	an	escape

from	Reynír.

				“What	about	you	kidnap	me,	dummies?”	Alvilda	asked	the

air.	“I’m	so	much	cooler	than	a	yak	or	a	goat.	Hey-.”	She	had

an	idea.	“You	could	teach	me	how	to	shapeshift	so	I	could

prank	Reynír!”

				A	breath	of	warmth	passed	in	front	of	her	face.

				Alvilda	hadn’t	actually	expected	the	Volvbrauð	to	respond,
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so,	in	shock,	she	fell	backwards	off	the	fence	and	into	the

snow.

				She	lay	there	for	a	moment,	groaning,	and	while	she	did,

something	warm	and	heavy	landed	on	her	chest,	and	the

striped	grey	face	of	an	Incheng	Grey	domestic	shorthair	cat

loomed	over	hers,	whiskers	twitching.

				“Ew!”	Alvilda	pushed	herself	up	into	a	sitting	position,	and

the	cat	tumbled	off	of	her	into	the	snow.	It	stared	at	her

reproachfully	with	big	yellow	eyes.

				“Oh,	you’re	Jorg’s	cat,”	Alvilda	grumbled,	recognizing	it.

“You’re	stupid.”

				The	cat	meowed	at	her.

				Alvilda	ignored	it	and	stumbled	to	her	feet.

				“You’re	stupid,	too.”

				Alvilda	froze.

				She	looked	down	and	saw	Jorg’s	cat	staring	back	up	at	her.

				“I	did	not	just	hear	you	speak,”	she	told	it.

				The	cat	narrowed	its	eyes.	Almost	as	if	it	was	smiling.	It

opened	its	mouth,	tiny	fangs	gleaming	inside.	“You	did.”

				Alvilda	shrieked	and	fell	over	again.

				“You’re	a	Volvbrauð!”	she	accused	it	from	the	ground.

				The	cat	did	not	respond,	and	Alvilda	pulled	herself	up	from

the	ground	to	see	it	still	staring	at	her.

				“Hello?”	she	asked	it.

				The	air	around	her	shivered	with	warmth.

				Everywhere	around	her,	cats	dropped	from	the	air.	All	sizes

and	colors	and	varying	levels	of	fluffiness.	They	filled	the

ground	around	her,	forming	themselves	into	a	ring

surrounding	her	body.

				Alvilda	closed	her	eyes.

				When	she	opened	them	again,	the	cats	were	still	there.	So

she	screamed.

				“Shut	it,	human,”	the	fluffy	orange	cat	next	to	Jorg’s

ordered	her.

				That	just	made	her	scream	louder.

				In	response,	a	small	black-and-white	kitten	walked	forward

at	an	ear	twitch	from	the	orange	cat	and	lay	over	her	face.	Fur

filled	Alvilda’s	mouth,	and	she	stopped.

				“There.”	The	orange	cat’s	whiskers	twitched.	“Now,	Vella,

explain	to	me	just	why	you	decided	to	reveal	yourself	to	this

stupid	human?”

				“She	insulted	our	brother	Byleist,	Svein,”	answered	Jorg’s

cat.	“I	thought	it	crucial	to	punish	her	for	her	insolence.”

				“You	made	the	right	call,”	Svein	agreed	and	took	a	step

closer	to	Alvilda’s	feet.	She	could	just	see	him	over	the

spotted	kitten.	“We	must	move	her	now,	though.	She	cannot

report	back	to	the	town	that	it	is	us	pranking	them.”

				Alvilda	started	screaming	again.

				“You	really	are	the	Volvbrauð!”	she	shrieked	despite	the

kitten.	“I	won’t	let	you	kill	me!”

				“We’re	not	going	to	kill	you,	human,”	Svein	told	her.	“We

don’t	kill	humans.	They	feed	us	and	worship	us	and	give	us

warm	places	to	sleep.	It’s	nice.”

				The	kitten	rolled	off	of	Alvilda’s	face.

				“You	keep	stealing	our	stuff!”	she	wailed.	“Why?”

				“Because	you’re	too	distracted	watching	the	news	to	give

us	proper	attention,”	Svein	replied.	“We	had	to	punish	you

all.”

Everywhere	around	her,	cats

dropped	from	the	air.
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				Alvilda’s	mind	kept	working.	Her	parents	always	told	her

that	she	was	very	special	and	smart,	and	she	would	prove	it

by	getting	out	of	this.

				“Actually,	you	can’t	be	the	Volvbrauð,”	she	announced.	“If

you	are,	all	cats	would	be.	You’re	actually	robot	spies	from

Tlumik	come	to	kill	us	all!”

				Svein’s	ears	twitched.	“We	are	Volvbrauð.	All	cats	are.	We

have	left	our	trail	across	the	galaxy,	but	spent	quite	a	while	on

Nilfel	because	the	humans	there	gave	us	so	much	attention.

And	so	when	you	moved	here	to	Lujen,	we	came	here	with

you.	You	do	know	that	felines	aren’t	native	to	Lujen,	right?”

				“Yes,”	Alvilda	lied.	She	was	very	confused	and	decided	to

change	the	subject.	“What	are	you	going	to	do	with	me,	if	you

aren’t	going	to	kill	me?”	she	demanded.

				“Lock	you	in	the	Cat	Cave	until	you	learn	proper	respect,”

Svein	replied.

				“Is	the	Cat	Cave	nice?”	Alvilda	asked.

				“No.	All	the	animals	we	stole	keep	crapping	there”

				“Then	I	promise	I’ll	respect	you	now!”	Alvilda	shrieked.

“Volvbrauð,	cats,	whatever!	I	will!	Just	let	me	go!	Please.”

				Svein	tilted	his	head.	“You	promise?	Well,	know	that	if	you

break	the	promise,	then	not	only	will	you	be	locked	in	the	Cat

Cave,	but	you’ll	have	to	clean	it	up.”

				Alvilda	nodded.

				And	with	that,	all	of	the	cats	melted	into	the	air,	leaving

Alvilda	alone	on	the	ground,	as	if	nothing	had	happened	at

all.
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The	full	moon	stands	in	its	imperiously	ethereal	domain

Casting	its	light	upon	the	whispering	forest

Spying	upon	a	clearing	within	the	heart

Watching	as	fog	covers	the	field	of	standing	stones

Shadowed	in	the	ambiguous	haze,	desolate	of	life

Until	ethereal	wisps	rise	from	the	stone	marks

Coalescing	into	phantom	clouds

Swirling	and	crashing	upon	themselves	faster	and	faster

Reaching	an	ever	higher	state	of	resilience

Before	rising	to	meet	the	moon’s	full	radiance

Dancing	in	the	sky’s	ballroom

To	the	tune	of	a	ghostly	ambiance

the	sand	hibernates

folded	cicada	wings

glistening	and	glimmering

under	sun’s	glare,	sleeping

till	windstorm	arrives

taking	flight	once	again
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The	tragedy	of

HEINZ	TOMATO

K	E	T	C	H	U	P

By	Chris	Petoskey				“Ketchup!	Get	your	ketchup!”	a	man	in	a	ketchup

costume	calls	out.	It	echoes	through	the	tight	New	York

city	streets.	He	holds	a	sign	that	reads	Buy	Ketchup	Here

in	the	shape	of	an	arrow	that	points	to	the	Heinz	Tomato

Ketchup	store.	Sadly,	business	has	been	low	for	Heinz

Tomato	Ketchup,	resulting	in	Heinz	K.	becoming

desperate.	A	couple	of	people	are	swayed	by	his	sign-

holding	skills	throughout	the	day,	but	not	nearly	enough

to	get	out	of	the	tomato	red	his	business	is	in.

				Across	the	street,	as	Heinz	K.	is	packing	up	his	stuff,	he

sees	a	person	dancing	near	a	store.	The	man	is	in	a	suit	like

Heinz	K.’s	yet	it	is	mustard	yellow.	His	store	is	like	Heinz

K.’s	yet	it	is	mustard	yellow.	But	so	many	more	people	are

going	to	his	store	instead	of	Heinz	K.’s.	This	is	not	right.

However,	that	mustard	man	has	some	moves,	he	thinks.

Tomorrow	I	will	one-up	this	imposter.

				“Ketchup!	Get	your	ketchup!”	Heinz	tosses	his	sign	up

and	as	it	propels	into	the	air,	he	opens	his	lid	at	the	bottom

and	squirts	ketchup	at	the	sign	to	keep	it	in	the	air.	He	is

sure	that	everyone	will	be	impressed	and	want	ketchup

with	this	trick.

				The	trick	pays	off	and	so	many	more	people	begin

getting	his	fresh	tomato	ketchup.	But	Heinz	K.	notices	a

big	crowd	around	the	Heinz	Yellow	Mustard	store.	To	his

surprise,	he	saw	Heinz	M.	break	dancing	with	his	sign	to

the	among	us	drip	remix.	This	is	not	right.	However,	that

mustard	man	has	some	good	ideas,	he	thinks.	Tomorrow	I

will	one-up	this	dancing	man.

				“Ketchup!	Get	your	ketchup!”	Heinz	sings	after	he	sets

up	an	entire	concert	in	the	front	of	his	store,	filled	with

hundreds	of	figures	bouncing	up	and	down,	and	lights

that	would	give	anyone	a	headache.	He	is	sure	that

everyone	will	be	impressed	and	want	ketchup	with	this

show.

				The	show	pays	off	and	hundreds	of	people	begin

buying	his	fresh	tomato	ketchup.	But	Heinz	K.	notices	an

even	bigger	crowd	around	the	diabolical	Heinz	Yellow

Mustard	store.	To	his	surprise,	he	sees	Heinz	M.	hosting	a

football	game	he	built	around	his	store.	This	is	not	right.

However,	that	mustard	man	has	some	good	strategies,	he

thinks.	Tomorrow	I	will	one-up	this	football-loving	man.

				“Ketchup.	Get	your	ketchup.”	Heinz	states	and

proceeds	to	say,	“Mustard	is	bad	for	you	and	studies	show

100%	of	people	that	have	Heinz	M.’s	Mustard	die,	or	are

going	to	die	eventually.	His	Mustard	contains	Dihydrogen

Monoxide.	Can	you	believe	it?	His	mustard	is	poison!”	he

declares	to	a	crowd	of	thousands	of	people	in	his	newly

expanded	concert	turned	political	stage.	“That’s	why	I	am

running	for	mayor	to	shut	him	down!”.

					The	bad-mouthing	pays	off	and	thousands	of	people

buy	ketchup	over	the	mustard	and	#AntiMustard	started.

Heinz	K.	becomes	mayor	of	New	York	and	pushes	to

have	Heinz	M.’s	store	shut	down.	When	he	arrives	at	the

store,	Heinz	K.	notices	even	more	people	than	those	that

voted	for	him	gathered	around	that	horrible	little	Heinz

Yellow	Mustard	store.	To	his	surprise,	he	sees	a	giant	area

walled	off	and	guards	stationed	throughout	the	walls,	with

a	sign	reading	Welcome	to	Mustard	Country.	This	is	not

legal.	However,	that	mustard	man	has	some	fine	country

defense,	he	thinks.	Tomorrow	I	will	one-up	this

independence	declaring	man.

				“Mustard!	Come	on	out	Mustard”	Heinz	stands	right

outside	the	newly	formed	Mustard	Country	with	the	U.S.

military.	He’s	about	to	signal	for	the	tanks	to	roll	over	the

doors	when	Heinz	M.	opens	them	himself	and	walks	out

to	Heinz	K.	“Put	your	hands	up,	mustard	man,”	Heinz	K.

declares.	However,	Heinz	M.	only	continued	walking

toward	Heinz	K.	

				“Heinz	Tomato	Ketchup,”	Heinz	M.	begins	to	speak,	“I

have	screenshotted	your	Tomato	Ketchup	NFT.”	

				“NOOOOOOOO!”	Heinz	K.	exclaims	as	he

evaporates.

				“Call	me	Heinz	KM.”	Heinz	KM.	smiles.

					“Heinz	Tomato
Ketchup,"	Heinz	M.	begins
to	speak,	"I	have

screenshotted	your

Tomato	Ketchup	NFT.”	
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The	tragedy	of

HEINZ	TOMATO

K	E	T	C	H	U	P

By	Chris	Petoskey				“Ketchup!	Get	your	ketchup!”	a	man	in	a	ketchup

costume	calls	out.	It	echoes	through	the	tight	New	York

city	streets.	He	holds	a	sign	that	reads	Buy	Ketchup	Here

in	the	shape	of	an	arrow	that	points	to	the	Heinz	Tomato

Ketchup	store.	Sadly,	business	has	been	low	for	Heinz

Tomato	Ketchup,	resulting	in	Heinz	K.	becoming

desperate.	A	couple	of	people	are	swayed	by	his	sign-

holding	skills	throughout	the	day,	but	not	nearly	enough

to	get	out	of	the	tomato	red	his	business	is	in.

				Across	the	street,	as	Heinz	K.	is	packing	up	his	stuff,	he

sees	a	person	dancing	near	a	store.	The	man	is	in	a	suit	like

Heinz	K.’s	yet	it	is	mustard	yellow.	His	store	is	like	Heinz

K.’s	yet	it	is	mustard	yellow.	But	so	many	more	people	are

going	to	his	store	instead	of	Heinz	K.’s.	This	is	not	right.

However,	that	mustard	man	has	some	moves,	he	thinks.

Tomorrow	I	will	one-up	this	imposter.

				“Ketchup!	Get	your	ketchup!”	Heinz	tosses	his	sign	up

and	as	it	propels	into	the	air,	he	opens	his	lid	at	the	bottom

and	squirts	ketchup	at	the	sign	to	keep	it	in	the	air.	He	is

sure	that	everyone	will	be	impressed	and	want	ketchup

with	this	trick.

				The	trick	pays	off	and	so	many	more	people	begin

getting	his	fresh	tomato	ketchup.	But	Heinz	K.	notices	a

big	crowd	around	the	Heinz	Yellow	Mustard	store.	To	his

surprise,	he	saw	Heinz	M.	break	dancing	with	his	sign	to

the	among	us	drip	remix.	This	is	not	right.	However,	that

mustard	man	has	some	good	ideas,	he	thinks.	Tomorrow	I

will	one-up	this	dancing	man.

				“Ketchup!	Get	your	ketchup!”	Heinz	sings	after	he	sets

up	an	entire	concert	in	the	front	of	his	store,	filled	with

hundreds	of	figures	bouncing	up	and	down,	and	lights

that	would	give	anyone	a	headache.	He	is	sure	that

everyone	will	be	impressed	and	want	ketchup	with	this

show.

				The	show	pays	off	and	hundreds	of	people	begin

buying	his	fresh	tomato	ketchup.	But	Heinz	K.	notices	an

even	bigger	crowd	around	the	diabolical	Heinz	Yellow

Mustard	store.	To	his	surprise,	he	sees	Heinz	M.	hosting	a

football	game	he	built	around	his	store.	This	is	not	right.

However,	that	mustard	man	has	some	good	strategies,	he

thinks.	Tomorrow	I	will	one-up	this	football-loving	man.

				“Ketchup.	Get	your	ketchup.”	Heinz	states	and

proceeds	to	say,	“Mustard	is	bad	for	you	and	studies	show

100%	of	people	that	have	Heinz	M.’s	Mustard	die,	or	are

going	to	die	eventually.	His	Mustard	contains	Dihydrogen

Monoxide.	Can	you	believe	it?	His	mustard	is	poison!”	he

declares	to	a	crowd	of	thousands	of	people	in	his	newly

expanded	concert	turned	political	stage.	“That’s	why	I	am

running	for	mayor	to	shut	him	down!”.

					The	bad-mouthing	pays	off	and	thousands	of	people

buy	ketchup	over	the	mustard	and	#AntiMustard	started.

Heinz	K.	becomes	mayor	of	New	York	and	pushes	to

have	Heinz	M.’s	store	shut	down.	When	he	arrives	at	the

store,	Heinz	K.	notices	even	more	people	than	those	that

voted	for	him	gathered	around	that	horrible	little	Heinz

Yellow	Mustard	store.	To	his	surprise,	he	sees	a	giant	area

walled	off	and	guards	stationed	throughout	the	walls,	with

a	sign	reading	Welcome	to	Mustard	Country.	This	is	not

legal.	However,	that	mustard	man	has	some	fine	country

defense,	he	thinks.	Tomorrow	I	will	one-up	this

independence	declaring	man.

				“Mustard!	Come	on	out	Mustard”	Heinz	stands	right

outside	the	newly	formed	Mustard	Country	with	the	U.S.

military.	He’s	about	to	signal	for	the	tanks	to	roll	over	the

doors	when	Heinz	M.	opens	them	himself	and	walks	out

to	Heinz	K.	“Put	your	hands	up,	mustard	man,”	Heinz	K.

declares.	However,	Heinz	M.	only	continued	walking

toward	Heinz	K.	

				“Heinz	Tomato	Ketchup,”	Heinz	M.	begins	to	speak,	“I

have	screenshotted	your	Tomato	Ketchup	NFT.”	

				“NOOOOOOOO!”	Heinz	K.	exclaims	as	he

evaporates.

				“Call	me	Heinz	KM.”	Heinz	KM.	smiles.

					“Heinz	Tomato
Ketchup,"	Heinz	M.	begins
to	speak,	"I	have

screenshotted	your

Tomato	Ketchup	NFT.”	
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purposes	of	Molten	Art	are	to	provide

publication	opportunities	for	student	writers

and	artists	and	to	support	the	creation	and

appreciation	of	visual	arts.	Submissions	are

open	to	any	student	enrolled	in	grades	9-12	at

Colonial	Forge	High	School.	Selections	are

based	on	quality	of	individual	pieces	as	well	as

collective	merit	with	regard	to	the	magazine

theme	for	the	year.	Students	are	encouraged	to

submit	their	best,	most	meaningful	works	for

consideration.

The	Molten	Art	editorial	staff	reserves	the

right	to	edit	all	submissions	as	necessary.	We

also	reserve	the	right	not	to	print	material	that

invades	an	individual’s	right	to	privacy,	or

material	that	is	obscene	or	libelous.	Authors

and	artists	retain	copyright	of	printed

submissions	but	grant	Molten	Art	the	right	to

use	selected	submissions	as	deemed	by	the

editorial	staff	to	be	most	appropriate	for	the

magazine	as	well	as	for	promotional	purposes.

Opinions	expressed	in	the	magazine	are	not

necessarily	the	views	of	the	advisors,	school

administrators,	nor	the	school	board.

Patron

We	would	like	to	extend	a	special	thank	you	to	Dr.	Patricia	Kewer,	our	patron.	We,	the	staff

of	Molten	Art,		appreciate	the	trust	you	have	placed	in	the	magazine.	You	have	given	Molten

Art	opportunities	to	support	the	publication	of	the	artists	represented	in	the	2021-2022

edition	of	Molten	Art.
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Colophon

Any	student	in	grades	9-12	at	Colonial	Forge	High	School	during	the	2021-22	school	year

was	encouraged	to	submit	his	or	her	best	artwork	or	written	work	to	Molten	Art.

Submissions	were	collected	via	Google	Forms	posted	on	teachers'	Canvas	pages	or	accessed

via	QR	codes	posted	around	the	school.	Molten	Art	is	published	using	Book	Wright	and

printed	via	Blurb.	Fonts	used	include	the	lovely	and	slightly	more	traditional	Garamond,

Courier	New,	and	Didot,	though	we	used	Dartangnon	and	Snell	Roundhand	when	the	prose/

poetry	was	feeling	a	bit	fancy.
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