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 The 2019 edition of the Delaware Valley Regional High School’s literary magazine has been titled 
Changing Perspectives: Continuity. The theme of this year’s magazine represents the unbroken persistence of 
both time and sentiment, feelings that remain present with each phase of the past, present, and future, as well 
as those that are anchored within certain periods. The pervasiveness of time and emotion is further explored 
in the individual sections of the magazine.
  
 We have divided the magazine into three parts: Antiquity, Modernity, and Futurity. Though in popular 
vernacular these terms represent concrete definitions of historical periods, we have adopted each word to 
illustrate the various emotions that accompany time. “Antiquity” represents a longing for the past, nostalgia, 
regret, and the origins of experience and character. From there, we move to “Modernity,” which displays 
themes of ongoing conflicts, immediacy, and present change. We then look to “Futurity,” a portrayal of 
renewed existence, the desire for progress, and hope. Throughout the magazine we have included markers of 
perpetuity as well, such as ceaseless lines that run off the page and the ellipses [...] to indicate continuation of 
our journey through time. 

 This magazine would not be possible without the commitment of our staff to the selection and layout 
processes. In addition, we would like to thank our adviser, Molly Esposito, for all of her hard work and 
dedication throughout the year. Finally, we are incredibly grateful for the many current and alumni students 
who have submitted their writing and art to our magazine and wish them luck in the future. 

Letter From The Editors

Maggie Erwin 

Clare Erwin 
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Notre dame cathedral
Rebecca Sutton | 2021 | Poetry

As the sun rose, so did the people.
The people of Paris all flocked to the steeple.
The gargoyles sat and watched them all
Dark creatures of stone, frozen like dolls.
The bell ringer woke and quickly ran
To the home of the bells, near the river Seine.
As the sky turned orange, light flew inside 
Through the colorful glass, with the people beside
The day began with the start of a bang
After those dark copper bells beautifully rang.

Magazine Contest | Second Place

Deanne Griswa | 2012 | Photography

...
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Pirate Ship

A vast, never-ending ocean. Suddenly, the bow of a ship pushes into sight, firing its cannons. 
Off in the distance, a small decrepit sailboat, standing no chance of retaliation. No chance of 
ever combatting the beast, it must sail. Sail the long blue wave as long as possible. Never turn 
its head, never look back. Alas, a fiery ball of steel plows through the crudely reinforced deck. 
Then, another. Despite their best attempt, the shattered pieces of what used to be a ship sank. 
Giving off a final salute, the captain turned his flintlock to his head and fired. ǁ

Jacob Moorehead | 2019 | Fiction 

Rachel Roye | 2020 | Pencil 
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Samuel Aiello | 2019 | Nonfiction

      At the corner of Dilapidated Avenue and Squalor 
Road sits a green chain-link fence, perpetually 
hunchbacked at the outer corner due to a severe 
epidemic of drunk drivers that love to collide with it. 
Behind the fence, a typical 1960s family home. It’s 
so authentic to its era that it hasn’t been repainted 
since the 60s. The bottom half, painted eggshell-
white, lives up to its name and peels off to reveal a 
not-so-yolky grey slate underneath. The top half is 
only slightly better off. The former purple paint is 
no longer reminiscent of violets, but rather a swollen 
ankle. 
      The interior begins with a porch, walled and 
roofed in, slathered unevenly with sewage-brown 
paint on every inch. Two identical white doors take 
up the right side, each leading to a respective floor/
apartment of the house. The downstairs, inhabited by 
my lovely-but-ancient great-grandmother, probably 
looks the same way it did when she moved in after 
having my grandfather. You don’t watch the TV, the 
TV watches you, with its obsolete insect antennae 

protruding from the top. She spends her days in front 
of it. Her kitchen is the one room still used, intricate 
tile patterns lining the floor and hospital-blue walls. 
Her cabinets are a strange mix of tan and green, and 
when opened they’re more barren than the Sahara. 
While other rooms exist in this house, the doors are 
always closed, except for the closet-sized bathroom. 
You’d never know that my grandfather was his 
mother’s son. She is the sweetest lady ever, full of 
love and always insisting on slipping a $20 into my 
pocket. It’s like she knew what I was dealing with 
upstairs.
     Backtracking to the porch and creaking open the 
other door, the inside is the opposite of the dirty 
outside.  The smell of whatever cleaner is being used 
that day of the week immediately engages in chemical 
warfare against the trenches of your nostrils. One 
will never have nose hair again after the seemingly-
endless trek up two flights of stairs. Everest climbers 
would be proud of anyone’s efforts to make it to the 
next door, a clone of the other two except it being 

dilapidated
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wiped clean. A pristine silver doorknob reveals itself 
to be plastic upon touch, opening into a cramped, 
whitewashed hallway. The rug is impeccable, as if 
every step taken is immediately covered up. Each 
room obsessively neat; although no one ever visited 
to see, it’s not like they were invited to in the first 
place. The compulsion to clean was only matched by a 
compulsion to buy the cheapest version of everything 
possible: styrofoam cups that gave a full serving of its 
own particles in every drink, forks and spoons that 
bent under even the smallest pressure, and knives 
that could barely slice through melted butter. That’s 
just the kitchen, though the same aesthetic follows 
everywhere in the house. 
      Anything broken was replaced in an instant, and 
everything broke within weeks. Computer chairs 
seem to be recycled every other week with all of our 
bottles and cans, only to be replaced with an exact 
replica before the first one could even be taken by the 
trucks. Any word against this process? Immediately 
shot down by my grandfather.

      My grandfather is a rather large man who is easily 
mistaken for Billy Joel. Cleanliness seems to come 
before everything, even love. He is the Mengele of 
the house, choosing what’s clean enough to keep 
and what needs to be thrown out. It is almost always 
the former. And sharing is not anywhere in his 
vocabulary.
      The TVs are HD and there is more than enough 
food on the table every night, but if anyone asked 
my grandpa for a nickel, he’d give a penny and say 
how great it was to even have a penny and how less 
should be appreciated more. A far cry from great-
grandma’s free $20s. There is a perpetual newness to 
the whole house, and if they had not cheaped out they 
would’ve had a home. There is no home in this house, 
everything is replaced before it even gets character. 
This includes people. People like me. Tenants moved 
in by the end of the week, and all of my belongings 
ended up in four already falling-apart cardboard 
boxes, right at the corner of Dilapidated Ave and 
Squalor Rd. ǁ

avenue
Magazine Contest | First Place

Rebecca Mathews | 2022 | Photography
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42 Days of Rain
Shannon O’Connell | 2008 | Poetry 

It smells like fire
Every time it rains
Outside
Even though it long since cooled
After it happned

No burning embers or debris
Just the hole it left behind

No
The hole was filled with rocks and dirt
Smoothed and leveled
But still
There is an emptiness
A void

No
There is a hole
And it smells like fire when it rains.

Shannon O’Connell | 2008 | Marker

...
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artemis, 1
Shea Cinquemani | 2020 | Fiction 

Skye Bundt | 2021 | Photography 

The following is part of a collection titled Mythos.

 I owe everything to a chocolate bar and a 
moment of blissful silence. 
 I lived in a… busy household, to say the least. 
With two siblings–each of different ages, tastes, 
and volumes–who could drive even the most stable 
person insane, and two busy parents, it was hard for 
me to find peaceful time alone. The house we lived in 
was small, and my room was no more than a glorified 
broom closet. Not that either of my siblings had better 
rooms, but, whatever, I’m allowed to complain. 
 So, when the thin walls drove me up the wall (I 
was sandwiched between two of the loudest people in 
existence, lucky me), I nicked a chocolate bar from 
my brother’s “secret” stash and walked out the door. 
 We lived in the countryside, so the lush green 
expanse in front of me was not unfamiliar. The 
warmer weather was a blessing and a curse on that 

night, so I didn’t stop to think twice about the light, 
loose clothing I was wearing, despite the chill that 
threatened the air.
 My feet were carrying me to a place I knew well, 
while my mind was hanging out in the atmosphere.  I 
was thinking about school, and family, and asking out 
that cute sophomore, anything but where I was going 
and what I was doing.
 Now, I trust my feet. They lead me through long 
grass, finding the beaten path beneath that they 
had made over the many times I’ve visited my spot. 
I weaved through trees, avoided thorn bushes, and 
dodged low-hanging branches like a veteran, familiar 
with the land to the extent where I could point out 
every root I ever tripped on along the way.
 Yeah, you could say I came here a lot…
 When I was at my spot, I was me, nothing more 
or less, it felt good. All the titles that labeled me 
washed away, even if for a moment, and it was a »
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startling stand-still in a constantly-moving existence. 
 My spot was an outcrop of rock that hung over a 
wild river. The water bubbled as it cascaded past, in 
contrast to the still green bush and trees. The leaves 
kissed the sky, and the midnight expanse was nothing 
but a small circle of cobalt, speckled with glowing 
white dots and a big orbiting rock. Beneath me, the 
weathered stone that jutted over the crystal water 
was strangely cool against my fingertips when I sat, 
smooth and aged. 
 I sat with my back to the tunnel, hollowly 
watching ripples in the river shine in the reflection of 
the moon. I leaned over the rock ledge, looking into 
the water below. I could faintly see my own image 
gazing back up at me from the water’s glassy surface. 
I looked like I had been run over by a truck. I ate my 
chocolate in a haze of self-pity. 
 I was just minding my own business, knees 
curled into my chest and my eyes to the sky, when I 
heard the leaves tremble behind me. I’ve seen enough 
horror movies to know to turn around, so when I did 
(a tad dramatic, now that I think about it), I found 
myself staring into eyes I had never come across 

before. 
 The stranger was definitely around my age. 
Attractive, she was the kind of pretty that popular 
girls wanted to be. Her jacket was bundled tight to 
protect her from the chill. Her hair was in a bun. She 
clutched a sketchbook in her hands and had earbuds 
in her ears. In the weak light of the moon, I could see 
a small smudge of makeup on her cheek. 
 Her eyes, wild, wide, surprised, blinked owlishly 
at me. I think I did the same. She awkwardly popped 
an earbud out of her ear, fidgeting in her old sneakers. 
 “Sorry, I didn’t know that anyone else knew of 
this place,” was all she said before she was gone, 
eaten by the trees in her retreat. All I could do was 
stare, confounded by the experience. 
 I didn’t know at the time, but it wouldn’t be the 
last time I saw her. No, it was just the very beginning. 
As I sat there under the moon, feeling a little exposed 
now that my spot wasn’t quite mine anymore, I 
wouldn’t have ever guessed that it was that meeting, 
that few seconds of soft words and curious staring, 
that would change my life forever. ǁ

Vincent Fusciardi | 2021 | Photography 
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Sonnet
Alexa Parkinson | 2017 | Poetry 

I hate sonnets with a passion unmatched  
I will exhume Shakespeare and re-kill him.
I will string him up in a reed cage, thatched,       
He will not be recognized by his kin. 
 
His face mutilated by my cleaver
His feet stresséd raw and nail pulled from thumb.
He will be all worked up into a fever,
His heart will race da dumb da dumb da dumb.

Petrarch and I will laugh da dumb da dumb
His blood pressure will drop da dumb da dumb
As will his head da dumb da dumb da dumb
Da dumb da dumb da dumb da dumb da dumb
 
I’ll laugh as his works try to make him tall,
I will snip his cage just to watch him fall.

Emilia Tippett | 2022 | Marker 

...
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Denial Is My Self Preservation
Destiny Bonilla | 2018 | Poetry 

Yesterday I told my best friend 
I wouldn’t care if you left me, 
that my heart would remain intact, 
that unlike the moon, 
I would not let your footprint on my surface, 
nor your flag stake its claim. 
The stars in my eyes did not spell out your name, 
an ode written into a constellation— but not for you, 
that’s what I told her. 

I would not care 
if your voice did not grace my ears 
because your baritone is not a symphony to me.
I find comfort in silence, 
not the melody of your words, 
numbers and phrases like a teacher’s lecture. 
I tell my best friend that I would not miss 
attending your class. 

But I never told my best friend 
about that night, 
the one blurred by vodka and emotions, 
the one where I confessed 
how the night whispered your name 
how the blankets could not compare to your arms. 
I did not tell her, not with the words I told you. 
I swallowed those words, 
swore to keep them to myself 
and pretend they had never existed 
because if you left today 
I promised myself I wouldn’t care. 
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Skye Bundt | 2021 | Photography 

I told myself I would be fine, 
that the long ringing didn't tamper with my heartbeat. 
I swore rejection wouldn't break me 
because I assured myself I wasn’t giving you 
anything to reject. 
My promises were prayers 
to some independent goddess 
to grant my body the strength to forget your embrace, 
my ears to erase your compliments, 
my lips to forget your name. 

The problem with telling people I don’t care 
is then trying to convince myself that I don’t, 
that the silence from your end doesn’t kill me, 
send my nerves into overdrive, 
a paranoid, unpleasant high of mania 
followed by the crash. 
The realization that you run through my veins, 
hitched a ride to my heart on my red blood cells, 
I can feel you carve your name into each and every one 
because you’re the only one I’ve let inside 
and you know I’m too scared to change it. 

I tell my best friend that I don’t care if you leave, 
but she does not believe me, 
neither do I. 
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Sky Dance
Shea Cinquemani | 2020 | Poetry 

She had always seen him as the sun
Bright
The center of her world.
When he was hidden, she complained.
When he shone, she hid.
Warm
He held her tight,
Kept the cold away
Softer than any blaze.

But they were not meant for each other,
As the moon and the sun rarely agree.
All he wanted to do was shine,
But she warped his light. 
All he wanted was her by his side,
But she orbited another.

He became her possession,
Dimming
Under her hands.
The moon held the sun prisoner.
Hidden 
By her greed,
Eclipsed by her want to have him
Caught in the gravity of her.

If they never met,
If their paths never crossed,
Would the sun be happier?

When he left, her home grew cold.
She lost the air in her lungs, 
And she cried, 
Begged, 
Anything to keep him. 
But she knew in her core
That he was leaving.

Only in his sunset
Did she really see him
For all he was meant to be.

Emilia Tippett | 2022 | Pen and Watercolor
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from Spectacle 
Rachel Baransky | 2018 | Dramatic Monologue

Brigid McGovern | 2018 | Color Pencil

A monologue from Spectacle, a play about a young girl discovering a part of herself she 
didn’t know existed. Spectacle demonstrates the power of love, courage, and using your 
voice to better the world around you. 

SAVY: I remember when it started, I think. I didn’t know what to call it. I just...it was 
just me. Maybe? I don’t know. But the day, the day it started...I couldn’t have been older 
than nine. I was in elementary school, definitely. And I had just moved to Pennsylvania, 
a town called Bethlehem. The school I went to was small compared to the one I had 
moved from. There was only one class per grade, and my class had maybe 20 kids in 
it. And there was this girl...her name was...it was Phoebe. She had long, straight dark 
hair, and olive skin. And the prettiest eyes I’d ever seen in my life. And she was so kind. 
I had never met anyone so kind before. (Long pause) She came up to me and was the 
first one to talk to me. The very first one. And after awhile, we became best friends. And 
I always knew, I always did, that when I looked at her...and then my other girlfriends...
(Long pause) it was different. It felt...different...Like, warmer. Better. I’d go out of my 
way just to talk to her. Just to see her. (Pause) Years later, in high school, I did the same 
thing for boys I liked. And I thought about it sometimes, but...I was scared to put a label 
on myself. I didn’t want to call myself something that I wasn’t. My family wouldn’t have 
minded. They would’ve been supportive and loving. And maybe people at school would 
have treated me differently if they knew, but I would’ve moved past it eventually. (Long 
pause) It was me. I was terrified of myself. Of my own idea of not being ‘the default.’ 
But...when I try to tell myself I’m straight...it doesn’t feel true. (Pause) I’ve spent too 
long hating myself over stupid crap. And now that I’m finally starting to see myself in a 
different light...I can’t keep hiding what feels right just because it’s not...traditional. Boys 
are beautiful. Girls are beautiful. And I have to love whoever makes me happy. ǁ
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Tara Civitillo | 2003 | Nonfiction  
The Sound of Silence

 Every day as I drove home from work, I would 
hit the button on my steering wheel and ask my 
phone to “call mom at home.” It would do so and 
we would have a 20-minute conversation about 
anything and everything. Some days it would be 
about politics, which would be riddled with awkward 
silences and exasperated huffs as my mother and I 
were on opposite sides of the aisle; sometimes it 
would be stories about what my infant daughter was 
up to, complete with reminders that I was “getting 
what was coming” to me, as I had pulled the “same 
crap” when I was her age; and 
other times it would be sharing 
the mundane events of the day or 
more exceptional memories.
 But as her lung cancer 
continued its infestation, 
burrowing into her brain, 
stomach, spine, and bones, the 
stories became repetitive; she 
filled me in on the newest Fox 
News report five times; she told 
me about her neighbor’s visit from 
the day before three times in the 
same conversation; again I had 
to remind her it was Wednesday; then she couldn’t 
remember we had talked that morning; then her 
hearing started to become strained; then she ate 
fewer foods until eventually it was down to cottage 
cheese and ice cream; then it was only ice cream; we 
would have loved to see vegetables and fruits, but 
how can you begrudge a dying woman if she wants 
to eat ice cream? Then she ate less and less; then 
she became quieter; then the pauses after asking a 
question were longer; then sometimes the response 
never came; then she stopped eating entirely. Looking 
back, I recognize how over the months, the cancer 
slowly creeped like a spider stalking its prey, but at 
the time it felt like her downturn was unforeseen and 
exponential, occurring in only the span of days.
 My mother died on August 14, 2018. My drives 
home, to the store, to my daughter’s daycare, all 
became painfully silent. The music stations seemed to 
be churning out nothing but a cacophony, unpleasant 
to my ears. I listened to talk radio and just found 
myself becoming annoyed with their droning and 
harping on the same points every day. Instead of 

feeling stimulated, I was annoyed, so I would switch it 
off and find myself crying in the silence. Occasionally, 
my brother would call me if our schedules synced 
up, and I found that he had the same habit with my 
mother and was just as lonely during his car rides. 
 My husband noticed this as my calls to him at 
work became more frequent, and he suggested I start 
listening to audiobooks in the car. I was somewhat 
uninterested as the last one I heard was William 
Golding reading Lord of the Flies and awkwardly 
pronouncing “Piggy” as “Pig-ah” over and over (say 

it out loud and you will be just as 
annoyed at the pronunciation). 
Nevertheless, my husband always 
has my best interest in mind, and 
so I took his advice and downloaded 
Believe Me: A Memoir of Love, 
Death, and Jazz Chickens by Eddie 
Izzard. Eddie Izzard is a transvestite 
comedian and actor, over whom 
my mother and I first bonded in 
the rough years of my early-to-mid 
teens when I was, regrettably, less 
than kind to her. We watched his 
Dressed to Kill show on DVD in our 

basement as giggles turned to side-splitting laughter. 
From then on, we referenced it at least once a week 
for the rest of her life, offering “Cake or death?” at 
every holiday and birthday. I figured his book would 
be a good place to start. I expected a light-hearted 
extension of his comedy routine. 
 In the first chapter, he explains how when he 
was six, his mother was dying of cancer. He went to 
school one day and hoped that he told his mother 
he loved her because when he came home, she was 
gone. Izzard’s voice cracks and the audio cuts off. At 
this point, I reached my driveway, threw my car in 
park, and sobbed deeply. For the first time since her 
passing, the crying was fully cathartic.
 Since I finished my hours with Eddie Izzard, 
I have spent my trips with Jim Gaffigan, Robert 
Cialdini, Lauren Graham, Scott Adams, David 
Sedaris, Neil deGrasse Tyson, and dozens more. My 
conversations with them are a little more one-sided, 
but every day I hear something that makes me laugh, 
think, or swear... Just like I always did with Mom. ǁ

Looking back, I 
recognize how 
over the months, 
the cancer slowly 
creeped like a 
spider stalking 
its prey...

Brooke Gatley | 2022 | Photography
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I. contingent gardens
small and frail
 like that of the Allium.
but much like the soft flower, 
 is ripped from its foundation.
not for its beauty, 
 but for its pungent root. 

II. sweet tooth
you were supposed to be sweet,
   just like candy.
an unquenchable hunger arose,
   but as tensions grew
you proved to be sour
   and undesirable to my tastes.

 
  III. the search engine lies
  desperate for answers
   that you are never
  going to have 
   i immediately search for
  new words
   every time.

  
    IV. false teeth
    looking for untainted integrity
     yet when the truth breaks
    we cover it with deception
     but fool none.

Julia McPherson | 2021 | Poetry  

FEELINGS THAT HAVEN’T 
QUITE LEFT ME

Michael Kessie | 2021 | Photography
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Where?
Ember Kimble | 2009 | Poetry 

Magazine Contest | Second Place
Emilia Tippett | 2022 | Pen & Ink 

Where have my words gone?
These past six years have been a drain on my mental resources, 
Making this pen weigh heavy in my hand. 
The strokes on the paper are nothing more than trivial phrases, 
Things people have said a million times, 
Overused metaphors, and underperforming similes.
I thought, when I was young, that by my 28th year on this planet I would have written something with merit,
Something I could be proud of, 
Something I could be known for.
Yet still these pages remain blank,
My childhood dream of being a writer smashed by the hammer on the end of my pen,
The fountain of creativity plugged with a litany of one-line ideas that mean nothing,
one-word feelings that fall flat and stale.
Where have my words gone?
 Out the open window, cracked to let some air in.
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from Legacy
Mark Westling | 2021 | Fiction 

The following is excerpted from a novella in progress.
 
 Logan stood outside of the ruined castle. He 
stared into the darkness beyond the burnt doors, still 
only slightly ajar. Around him was the stone garden, 
a maze of raised rectangular stone planters. The 
flowers that had grown in them were buried under 
thirty years’ worth of ash. Beyond the old front gate 
were the ruins of the original capital of the kingdom, 
all charred black. Some planks of wood still crumbled 
in the breeze. 
 Logan swallowed. He pushed open the doors to 
the castle, which creaked and groaned in protest. One 
broke off its old hinges and crashed to the ground. 
Logan had to dart out of the way. The sound of its fall 
echoed through the empty halls. 
 Logan tried to calm his racing heart. Panicking 
would do him no good. 
 He crept further into the main hall, the light from 
the open doors illuminating his back. His shadow 
stretched in front of him, scaring him every time he 
looked down. 
 The main hall itself was rather drab. A faded red 
carpet ran down the middle over a dusty marble floor. 
Some old colonnades still stood, but others had fallen 
and broken. Arched windows just below the ceiling let 
in gray light, illuminating the flecks of dust swimming 
through the musty air. Archways leading deeper into 

the castle lined the sides of the main hall, and, on the 
far wall, were two massive dark oak doors. Ornate, 
swirling designs of plants intertwined with warriors 
of legend up and down the doors. A giant lion head 
leered at him from the top, its face split down the 
middle of the doors. 
 Logan tripped over a few pieces of column. 
He steadied himself and looked ahead, staring the 
wooden lion in the eye. 
 The old castle was so silent, the only sounds 
Logan could hear were his own breathing and his 
heart pounding. It hammered against his chest, 
trying to escape and run back out into the light. 
Logan wished he could do the same, but he knew he 

couldn’t. This was his destiny. 
 He reached the great doors. He rested his hands 
on the wood. It felt sturdy and sure, despite its age. 
 He pushed the doors open. 
 The throne room was bright. More windows like 
the ones in the main hall lined the top of the ceiling, 
but a great, circular window above the throne let in 
most of the light. Shattered glass was strewn about 
the entirety of the throne room. Statues that once 
stood in alcoves along the walls were rubble. The gold 
plaques on their old pedestals were so tarnished that 
Logan wouldn’t have been able to read them even if 
he’d gotten close. The same old red carpet ran down 
the middle of the throne room, leading to a raised 
dais where the throne sat. Sitting on the throne was 
Logan’s destiny. 
 “Argus!” Logan called. The man on the throne 
looked up from studying his nails. His red eyes shone 
with cruel interest from his pale, skull-like face. 

Logan tried to calm 
his racing heart. 
Panicking would do 
him no good. 

Rachel Roye | 2020 | Pencil

»
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 “So, you’ve finally come?” Argus paused and 
licked his lips. “Good. I was beginning to grow bored.” 
 Logan drew his sword. Its shining silver blade 
glinted in the light. Argus’ eyes flashed, but he 
smirked and the light disappeared.
  “You know what it means now that we’re both 
here, correct?” He stood up and slowly made his way 
down the steps leading to the throne. “One of us must 
die.” 
 “I know,” Logan replied, forcing as much 
confidence as he could into his voice. Argus must have 
seen his hands shaking, because his smile widened. 
 “You are afraid.” 
 “I am not!” Logan yelled. “I’m shaking with 
the anticipation of feeling your blood run down my 
arms!” 
 Argus laughed. It echoed through the throne 
room and pierced Logan’s bones with dread. 
 “Oh, my nemesis,” he said, waving his hand 
dramatically. “I do not bleed.” 
 “All men bleed.” Logan glared at Argus. 
 “You’ve never met a man like me.” 
 “My father met plenty of men like you.” 
 Argus’ face flared in anger. “Your father was 
weak and a coward, and a fool to believe he alone 
could bring peace to the world!” 
 Logan’s grip on his sword tightened. “If you 
believe that, then you’re blind to the world beyond 
your vision!” he yelled.
 “My vision,” Argus retorted, “is to tear down 
your father’s world! To prove to him how easily his 
peace can fall apart!” 
 Argus glared down at Logan. The look sent a 
shiver down his spine. Logan backed away slowly, 

holding his sword’s point at Argus’ chest. 
 “At even the slightest touch,” Argus continued 
more quietly, “the slightest disruption, it shatters.” 
He rubbed his fingers together. “Like a sword made 
of glass.” 
 “Shut up,” Logan snarled. 
 “Peace is created by weak men to make the world 
just as weak as them!” 
 “Shut up!” 
 “Your father couldn’t save himself because he 
refused to fight back!” Argus’ eyes flashed with gleeful 
malice. “He died because you were too afraid to save 
him.” 
 Logan’s anger bubbled up in his throat, and he 

charged Argus, uttering the deepest, greatest cry he 
could muster. He tried to slash Argus in half, but 
Argus caught his sword and snapped it in his hand. 
Argus grabbed Logan’s throat and lifted him in the 
air. 
 “You are just like your father.” Argus smiled. 
“Weak.” 
 Logan felt his throat close, and his vision began 
to fade. He heard Argus laugh, but it was distant. 
 And all went black. 
 Logan opened his eyes again, and he was standing 
on water so still it looked like it was a mirror. The sky 
above was covered in red, orange, and pink clouds, 
as if it were sunset. In front of him was his father, 
smiling. 
 “Logan,” his father said. His voice forced a lump 
into Logan’s throat, and Logan fell to his knees. They 
splashed as tears began streaming down his face. 
 “Father...” Logan sobbed. 
 His father approached him slowly and rested 
a hand on Logan’s head. He held a somber smile as 
he looked at his son. Logan couldn’t bear to see his 
father. He looked down and clenched his fists. 
 “I’ve failed...” 
 “No.” His father kneeled down so he was level 
with him. “Why would you think that?” 
 Logan tried to choke words out, but they wouldn’t 
come. He sobbed. 
 “Logan...” 
 Logan looked up again at his father. He felt his 
face contorted in a grimace. 
 “I let you die!” Logan yelled. He turned his face 
back down to the water he was kneeling on. “I let you 
die...” he repeated in a mumble. 
 His father ruffled his hair. “No, you-” 
 “And I couldn’t avenge you!” Logan punched the 
mirror pool. “I failed...”
  “Logan, my son.” His father grabbed his wrist 
and helped him stand. 
 “I’m going to tell you something I know I’ve told 
you your entire life.” 
 Logan looked up at his father again. His father 
brushed away a tear and smiled. 
 “Failure only comes when you give up.” 
 Logan chuckled. He sniffled and blinked away 
more tears. 
 “Have you given up?” 
 “I-” Logan paused. “I died.” 
 His father raised an eyebrow. “Have you?”
 Logan felt himself be whipped backwards. His 
skin felt like it was on fire. 
 His father disappeared in dark tunnel vision, and 
Logan’s vision went white.  ||

 “You are afraid.” 
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Katherine Schiereck | 2019 | Pencil 
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2:20 am
Angelo Benedetto | 2012 | Poetry

Would the work be the same if your brain wasn’t functioning in your unstable imbalance?
We are all shaking and vibrating in the ripping earth (we are floating in endless) saying in an 
unsatisfactory always chasing:
‘This is where my body is; this is where my vision endless is.’
Are you crazy?
Are you mad?
Good.
If you taste the taste of the place where we breathe sun and absorb stars,
On the tip of your brain where your tongue fills with words that have never happened but only here;
They have never happened (the music you flood out) anywhere else but solely from your inescapable void 
you carry around with you.
The earth is breathing out its own energy,
And all of you never happened anywhere else in space or time but here and now;
(It is beautiful.)

Angelo Benedetto | 2012 | Photography 
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William Lyons | 2020 | Photography



29
...

Declaration to the Overprivileged

 When in the course of an individual's maturity, 
it becomes evident that the immature are no longer 
in any position to impose on the lives of the mature, 
that the toddler is capable of self care and, as God 
intended for all animals, the bird must eventually 
mature and leave the nest. Once the infant has come 
to a ripe age, it is the duty of all adults to declare the, 
for lack of a better term, tyranny of the toddlers. 
 We hold these truths to be self evident, that all 
toddlers are created evil. That whenever any person 
commits a non-socially acceptable act, it is the right 
of the people affected to demolish this individual. 
That if the victims do decide to take action on the 
heinous individual causing a disturbance, then the 
one who acted for the greater good should not be 
held accountable for the aftermath, only receive the 
praise which will inevitably follow. However, action 
against a tormenter should occur only if the abuse is 
continuous, for the world would be empty if action 
were taken against every rude individual. But never 
forget, it is the right of all to take action against these 
sentient sociopaths. This has been my struggle for 
the past four and a half hours on my flight to see 
the Pyramids in the great city of Las Vegas. For it is 
this Toddler’s consistent kicking of the chair which 
inhibits my relaxation. To prove this, let these facts 
be submitted to a candid world. 
 He has proven to exemplify his entire species, 
the Toddler. The Toddler is a developed being who 
only serves himself, and according to the very 
scientific Freud, he is nothing more than pure Id. 
 He has ordered most of the plane’s limited 
rations, leaving very little for the rest of us. In protest 
to sharing, he makes all of the snacks inedible by 
leaving a trace of saliva on every untouched bag. 
 He has abused his powers as a purple belt by 
repeatedly striking blows to the back of my chair. 
When this kind of great power is misused, it often 
leads to tyranny. 
 He has no compassion of any sort, for I once 
occupied the very same dark place in which he 
currently resides. 
 He has become a burden not only to his 
exhausted parents but to any of those unfortunate to 
cross paths with him or any of his kind. 
 He has lived a lavish carefree lifestyle with 
complete protection over any wrongdoing he 
commits. Through the use of hugs and kisses, this 
manipulative creature is able to make Goliath not 
only submit, but slave away for David. 
 He has been carried to his throne in the sky on 
the piggyback of his frail father, while the rest of us 

tax-paying Americans used our own two legs. 
 He has moved on from the torment of his father, 
who is occupied with adjusting a lumbar pillow, and 
refocused his attention onto his mother, his poor 
mother. Since the snacks from the stewardess’s cart 
are completely gone, his mother instead ordered 
a nice cup of “adult water” which was almost 
instantaneously smacked out of her hands. Now I 
am  forced to deal with the kicks to my seat and the 
pungent smell from a mother who has given up. 
 He has calculated all of his actions and will carry 
these memories into adulthood, unlike an infant. 
 He has begun to cry and scream, not because he 
is in pain or because he is sad, but simply because he 
feels like it. 
 He has made a choice to be the way he is, just 
as all of us made the idiotic choice to let his weak-
spirited parents handle the child who clearly has 
more control over them than they do of him. 
 He has chosen how he will conduct himself 
on this flight, just as every adult on this plane has, 
therefore he shall be treated the same as if an adult 
were relentlessly kicking the back of my seat. 
 He has not stopped kicking my chair and 
therefore leaves me with only one viable option. I 
will simply confront him with the situation which will 
inevitably lead to a physical altercation, which I shall 
not instigate but will, in fact, welcome. It is only fair 
considering the number of kicks I have received over 
the past few hours.
 He has, however, put me in a tricky position 
where, if I were to defend myself against his attacks 
or retaliate with even a single yet devastating blow, I 
would either be socially scrutinized for an altercation 
for which I was not responsible, or be given a standing 
ovation from the rest of the suffering passengers, 
including his parents. 
 The illogical may see this course of action as 
nonsensical, but there is an evident goal in mind, one 
which will bring peace and happiness to all present 
in the cabin. Once dealt with, the screaming and 
whining shall cease, but joy throughout will only 
grow. Two victimized parents will finally be gifted 
with the chance to sleep. But most importantly, I shall 
no longer feel the kicks to my chair. The plan is so 
simple that even a toddler could understand. I shall 
merely confront him, as he can not take the passive 
aggressive cues I am sending him and his parents. 
When he attacks me, I shall be ready to retaliate with 
any amount of force needed whether that may be an 
old fashioned spanking or something with a little 
more poetic justice: relentless kicking. ǁ

Tristan Obedos | 2020 | Nonfiction 
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CONFRONTING THESE STRANGERS
Brandon Smith | 2016 | Poetry

trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped
T   Feeling so lonely         T
R                                          My solace has been threatened by anger    R
A                                         Just me and bent coat hangers   A
P        PACING THE FLOORS AGAIN       P
P     PACING THE FLOORS AGAIN       P
E                        not enough things to do                 E
D         but listen to thumping from strangers downstairs  D
T Hollow figures dancing in my living room      T
R                 Digesting the empty space with their voidless chatter    R
A                The window’s my only escape A
P   MY ANGER IS NOT IN VAIN       P
P        MY ANGER IS NOT IN VAIN       P
E         They need to hear my complaints   E
D     I want to push them all away   D
T        My fist won’t work T
R        My voice is too weak R
A        I can only pace the floor      A
P THESE WALLS ARE MY HOME       P
P    THESE WALLS ARE ALL I KNOW       P
trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped trapped

Angelo Benedetto | 2012 | Photography
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Too often I have been thinking of cows,
my thoughts teem with hooves clinking of cows.
 
When I am home, I exude a vegetarian fondness,
heart full with a love gleaming of cows.
 
When I am in my dorm with a crock pot
My meals are midwestern recipes of broth hinting of cows.
 
When I am back home, by the pastures,
My hands are full with dandelions for breathing cows.
 
When I am out at a Mexican restaurant,
My plate is full of tortillas for steaming cows.
 
“Heroic cow swims to island for safety”
An article is sent my way praising cows.
 
I don’t write back home,
Too busy with my eating of cows.

Alexa Parkinson | 2017 | Poetry 

Ashley Miller | 2021| Photography  

Beef
Magazine Contest | First Place
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When Mr. Marshall Came to Dinner
Brian Smith | 2005 | Fiction 

 “Welcome to Sunday’s, Mr. Marshall. It’s a 
pleasure to have you here tonight. Mr. Wallace has 
informed me that you’d prefer a corner booth, so if 
you will please follow me, I will take you to your seat.”
 The host was cordial, but his kindness was 
obviously forced. A pathetic attempt to create a 
high-class dining atmosphere in a hole-in-the-wall 
restaurant. Aiden Marshall scribbled these words 
down onto his notepad before following the man in 
the black tux to his booth.
 The restaurant was dimly lit, and violin music 
floated through the air, wafting from table to table 
like the scent of a mother’s home cooking after 
coming in from a long day out in the snow. The tables 

were small and circular with floral centerpieces 
placed slightly off-center, so the lovers could hold 
hands and gaze longingly into each other’s eyes and 
so family members could catch up on lost time. Red 
drapery hung from the walls, slightly clashing with 
the maroon-ish paint, yet it was still comforting 
somehow. The restaurant was full to capacity, except 
for a lone table near the back of the restaurant with 
a discrete “Reserved” sign gently nestled in a fragile, 
wire frame.
 The host directed Aiden into his booth with a 
subtle hand gesture, a slight wave of the wrist, and 
he gladly took his seat, knowing that once he did 
so, the man and his pretentious façade would leave 
him be. Once he was settled, the host handed him a 
menu, a heavy, red, leather-bound monstrosity, and 
a waiter immediately followed behind the host and 
poured him a glass of ice water in an expensive wine 
glass, unlike those that the rest of the customers were 

drinking from. The menu itself was printed on two 
pieces of high-quality paper, held into the folder by 
their corners. Overly gaudy and unnecessary, he 
thought. Mr. Marshall opened and closed the menu, 
barely glancing at it, and handed it back to the host 
almost immediately. Looking him straight in the 
eyes, Aiden said, “Your chef knows how this works. 
Go tell him that I’m here and that I’m waiting.”
 It was no mystery how things worked when Mr. 
Marshall came to dinner. Aiden Marshall was the 
crème de la crème of Philadelphia food critics, and 
his ways were known by all of the top chefs. When 
Mr. Marshall arrives, the head chef must prepare 
three courses—an appetizer, an entrée, and a dessert. 
Aiden will only eat food prepared solely by the head 
chef, and as he samples each course, the chef must 
stand behind him, never making eye contact. Aiden 
likes the food to speak for itself. The chef must then 
explain the dish and its ingredients, describing how 
it was prepared. Aiden then reviews the dishes while 
taking notes, scrutinizing every aspect of each dish, 
and the chef is forbidden from speaking out against 
any of his critiques. If he or she does, then the review 
is over and a negative write-up is guaranteed.
 The host quickly made his way through the 
swinging doors and into the kitchen. His calm 
and professional demeanor quickly turned frantic, 
realizing that this man meant business and that no 
pleasantries would be exchanged. Moments later, the 
waiter returned again with a basket of fresh baked 
baguette, another item that did not appear on any 
other table in the restaurant. Mr. Marshall replied 
“thank you,” but the words were cold and lifeless. He 
was used to this type of special treatment after years 
of food critiquing, but it never had any effect on him. 
Tonight would be no different.
 His small, brown leather notepad lay in front of 
him on top of the white tablecloth, red ink staining 
the yellow pages. He picked up the pen and began 
to write once again. The atmosphere grows on you 
after a few moments, yet the staff is still forcing 
themselves upon the customers. The two work 
against each other. The table settings are simplistic, 
yet appropriate, but the small table size still leads 

He still wasn’t quite 
sure what led him to 
Sunday’s, but whatever 
it was, he felt like he 
should be here. 

»
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the diner to feel crowded. The music is a nice touch, 
although the quiet violins clash with the restaurant’s 
reputation for bold flavors.
 Sunday’s is known for its authentic, Italian 
cuisine and excellent staff. Aiden felt that it was his 
job to remove the veil from the eyes of the uninformed 
public, exposing the heart of the beast. Aiden had 
been raised in a proud, Italian family, and if you 
know anything about Italian families, you know that 
the food is always homemade and always plentiful. 
Whenever he is asked about how he became a food 
critic, his reply is that he really isn’t sure, although he 
knows that it was his mother’s cooking that inspired 
his love for food. He also knew that it was her food 
that spoiled him. Aiden had even tried his hand at 
the restaurant business once, years ago. There is a 
saying in the teaching profession that goes those who  
can’t do, teach. Well, that saying applies to cooking 
and critiquing as well. Aiden knew that Sunday’s 
was nothing more than a fraud, and in a matter of 
moments he would expose the food for what it really 
was.
 Aiden Marshall usually 
avoided Italian restaurants, 
subconsciously accepting 
his bias. He still wasn’t 
quite sure what led him to 
Sunday’s, but whatever it 
was, he felt like he should 
be here. Before him lay an 
elaborate place-setting. 
Three forks of varying sizes, 
two spoons, and two knives 
extended outwardly from 
either side the glossy plate, 
a floral pattern ran around 
the rim inside of a gold-
plated edge. A smaller, 
matching plate sat in front 
of this spread, next to the 
crystal-like water/wine 
glasses and a full bottle of 
red wine. Nice try, but this 
is ridiculous, he thought 
to himself before jotting 
down his observations.
 A small smile spread 
across his face at this 
thought. He spent some 
time observing other 
patrons and their reaction 
to their dining experience 
until the swinging doors 
creaked open behind him. 
The head chef casually 
made his way out of the 
kitchen and onto the 
dining room floor. In front 
of him was a small metal 
cart, delicately draped with 

Nicole Bayne | 2021 | Photography

a creaseless, white tablecloth. Atop it rested three 
freshly polished, metal dome lids. It was no secret 
to any of the diners that something fabulous laid 
beneath those domes, but the excitement still buzzed 
around the room like the most recent celebrity 
gossip amongst teenagers in a high school hallway. 
For the first time tonight, the customers were aware 
that someone of importance was in their presence, 
and something amazing would be revealed on this 
mystery cart in just a few moments.
 The chef was a tall man and rather built for his 
stature. He towered so high over the cart he was 
pushing that he could not see his own face in the 
reflection on the metal domes. Dressed in the usual 
white of a chef, he donned a fresh apron in order to 
appear more presentable not only to Aiden, but to all 
of the customers. 
 He stopped the cart slightly behind Mr. Marshall, 
abiding by his rules just as he was expected to. Mr. 
Wallace had made these rules well known to all of his 
staff prior to Aiden’s arrival. As the cart approached 
the booth, Aiden took out a small, manila folder 
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At first it seemed to be 
a fluke so he thought 
nothing of it, but now 
Aiden’s interest had 
been piqued.

from the brown, leather bag that he had carried in 
with him. Inside was a photo of the chef and a short 
bio about his culinary background and fortes. Each 
restaurant is required to submit such a file to him 
prior to his visit if they wanted the opportunity to 
have their restaurant reviewed in the paper. Without 
the folder, Aiden would not step foot in the restaurant. 
He was a firm believer that you can judge a cook, or 
anyone for that matter, by his or her appearance. He 
has supported this opinion by picking the top three 
finalists from Hell’s Kitchen on the first episode each 
season. He scanned over the file once more as he 
heard the quiet ping of the first dome being removed 
from the appetizer.
 The aroma was unmistakable and unimpressive: 
Clams Casino. A great dish, but too predictable. Just 
because seafood is expensive does not mean it will 
be an automatic winner with a critic. As he expected, 
a large, well-garnished bowl of Clams Casino was 
placed in front of him from over his shoulder. Several 
clams were nestled on a small bed of pasta along 
with some bacon, the flavors seeping their way to the 
surface only to be lost in the tangle of linguine. The 
chef remained out of view and faced away from the 
table after delivering his first creation.
 Aiden sighed, and after a brief pause asked, 
“What is it, and how did you prepare it?” The tone 
of his voice hinted that he had asked that exact 
question way too many times in his short life. At 
the age of thirty-two, he had written hundreds of 
reviews and ruined a lot of reputations. The fact that 
he was currently writing a book about Philadelphia 
restaurants and cuisine didn’t do much to suppress 
his ego either.
 “It is a classic Clams Casino,” the chef answered 
in his calm, raspy voice. “I broiled the clams for 
several minutes, and unlike other chefs, I added in 
some of my own garlic butter sauce before they had 
fully cooked. I also slow cooked the bacon at the same 
time, keeping it tender and preserving the flavor of 
the meat.” 
 The chef’s voice sounded very serious, but 
somehow almost apathetic at the same time. This 
surprised Aiden. Almost all of the chefs that he had 
reviewed were so nervous when he arrived that they 
could barely stutter out the name of the dishes that 
they presented to him, let along describe how they 
prepared those dishes. He knew there was something 
about the chef’s voice that intrigued him, something 
that made him different from the rest of the chefs that 
he had met in his life, but that didn’t matter. What 
mattered right now was the food that sat in front of 
him, steam still rising from the bowl.
 “I also chose to serve it over a small bed of 
linguine to make the dish a little more substantial,” 
added the chef, trying not to leave out any of the 
details.
 Mr. Marshall spun a few strands of pasta around 
his fork, and then he stabbed at the largest clam he 
saw, but not before a piece of bacon had managed to 

come between its companion and its assailant. The 
juice of the clam oozed out around the four, circular 
wounds as he did so, always a good sign when it 
comes to clams. The danger of cooking clams is 
letting them sit too long. They become dry, and when 
that happens they lose their flavor. Then you might as 
well be chewing on a piece of old shoe leather.
 The flavors of the bacon stuck out first, being 
the first ingredient to reveal itself to Aiden’s taste 
buds. “The bacon is flavorful, but slightly greasy…
could be crisper,” he said as he chewed. Next was the 
clam. “The clam is cooked exceptionally well. Very 
juicy, very flavorful, and not too chewy.” And lastly, 
the pasta. “…but the pasta is far too overcooked.” 
His voice contained a hint of disgust, but he ate a 
few more bites anyway, almost finishing the dish…
just to be sure. Aiden’s voice was very stern and very 
serious throughout the review. His face, however, 
did not match his tone. His face did not share in the 
disapproval that his words seemed to be loaded with 
(yet another reason for his “no peeking” rule). He was 
faking, he knew it, and he knew that if anyone saw his 
face when he gave his reviews that they would know 
too.
 “The dish is mediocre at best,” he rattled out 
after a brief pause to swallow the last bit of food in 
his mouth. “The clams were superb, and the bacon 
was acceptable, but you need to learn how to cook 
the pasta, or lose the linguine altogether.” Come on, 
Aiden. Of all things, you chose the pasta? Of course 
he knows how to cook linguine... The truth, however, 
was irrelevant. His verdict had been handed down, 
his gavel slammed, and his pen drew blood from his 
jaundiced notebook.
 “Very good, sir. I’m sorry to have disappointed 
you,” replied the chef apologetically, clearing the bowl 
from the tabletop. Mr. Marshall noticed something in 
his voice. Aiden couldn’t figure out what it was that 

caught his attention. Is he...
 The second dish promptly arrived from the cart 
as Mr. Marshall made this inquiry, severing his train 
of thought. It seemed to Aiden that the chef was just 
as anxious to get down to business as he was. As the 
dome was removed from the plate, he felt the heat 
of the entrée rising against his face. Flushed, he 
played with the collar of his shirt with his right index 
finger, loosening it ever so slightly. Before him sat a 
generous portion of Pollo Ai Lamponi, also known as 
Raspberry Chicken. Two, slightly blackened chicken »

...
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breasts rested in the middle of the large plate, covered 
in large, plump raspberries with some rice as well as 
some veggies garnishing the dish off to the side. At 
first it seemed to be a fluke so he thought nothing 
of it, but now Aiden’s interest had been piqued. He 
quickly noticed, much to his surprise, that two of his 

favorite dishes had been presented to him tonight. 
The first had been prepared just the way he liked 
it, and now the aroma of the second was ascending 
into his nostrils, triggering sensory memories about 
life back in the country where he enjoyed his favorite 
meals nightly.
 “What you have now is a dish I rarely prepare, 
but I figured that I might mix it up for someone as 
well known as Mr. Aiden Marshall. In fact, it is not 
even on our menu. This is Pollo Ai Lamponi, one 
of my favorite dishes from childhood. I mixed the 
chicken in with some flour, butter, onions, and some 
wine. And, of course, there are lots of raspberries, 
just the way I like it. I won’t bore you with the details, 
knowing your vast knowledge of the culinary arts, 
but basically the dish cooks in a pan, the raspberries 
being added last. I served it with a little rice, and I 
hope that you enjoy this meal more than the last. Bon 
appetite!”
 There it was again, Aiden whispered below his 
breath, referring to chefs overwhelming sense of 
confidence. What is it with this guy? While his brow 
encroached upon his eyes, Mr. Marshall tentatively 
cut into the chicken, raspberry juices pouring 
over the edges of the succulent meat like little, red 
waterfalls. The flavors mixed and exploded in his 
mouth, stimulating his taste buds. As they did so, 
Aiden narrated a version of his experience to the 
chef awaiting his opinion behind him. “The meat is 
well prepared,” he shared, “and it is blackened just 
enough, but the berries are overpowering. I think you 
could have added a bit more salt and pepper to offset 
the sweetness of the fruit.” Too blunt, he thought. 
“The rice is alright. The seasoning is a little peppery, 
but it lends itself nicely with the berries. As for the 
garnish, I’d prefer a crunchier vegetable. Maybe a 
green bean or broccoli? Spinach was a poor choice for 

this dish both for the mixing of flavors and aesthetic 
purposes.” His advice was as nonchalant as a teacher 
assigning homework at the end of class on a long day, 
but his eyes rolled heavenward as he swallowed yet 
another bite of raspberry-glazed excellence.
 “You are definitely right, sir. I had the same 
thought in the kitchen, but I did not want to keep you 
waiting long. I know that you don’t like to be kept 
waiting,” he said, removing the second plate from Mr. 
Marshall’s presence.
 Mr. Marshall once again took his pen to his 
notebook, Macbeth wielding his sword in the midst 
of battle, jotting down his review in poetic detail. 
The chef’s last sentence, however, caused his pen 
to shoot astray. He was different. He was confident. 
Is he smiling? he wondered. That must be it. As he 
continued his write-up once again, dessert was placed 
in front of him, and the dome was carefully removed.
 “Here it is, sir,” the chef announced. “A perfect 
dessert to celebrate the end to a perfect evening.”
 Death by Chocolate?!? How could he know? 
Aiden’s mind was racing, his eyes darting from plate 
to plate to plate. Aiden continued to play with his 
collar, and then he decided to do something that he 
had never done before. Something that he had sworn 
to himself that he would never do, no matter what. 
“Before I eat this, there is something that I have to 
ask you,” he asked, his fork delayed on the runway.
 “Anything you like, sir,” replied the chef in his 
raspy voice, standing closely behind Aiden’s right 
shoulder.
 “Did you do this on purpose?”
 “What do you mean, Mr. Marshall?” Although 
he couldn’t see him, Aiden knew that the chef had 
cocked his head to the side as he said this, much like 
a dog does when sitting at the feet of his owner after a 
long day. Cocking his head in a way that asks “what’s 
the matter?”
 “You have served me several of my favorite meals 
tonight, and I am just wondering if you know that you 
have done this.” His voice was calm, and his diction 
was overly formal, as usual. He had a reputation 
to live up to after all. Aiden sat in his booth, facing 
forward, awaiting the chef’s reply. His fists were 
clenched around his silverware in anticipation. His 
knuckles were turning white. The vanilla ice cream 
was melting before him.
 Aiden heard the chef release a quick chuckle. “Of 
course I knew that. In my line of work, Mr. Marshall, 
you have to do your research. I am in the business of 
pleasing people, you know.” 
 Concerned both by his tone and his words, Aiden 
began to turn towards the chef, but stopped himself. 
He would not break his rules. He could not. Instead 
he took a bite of the gooey, molten chocolate cake that 
towered before him. A thick, chocolate fudge sauce 
poured out of the center. The deluge sent powdered 
sugar avalanching down the steep slopes of the cake, 
coating the bottom of his plate in sweet delight. He 
loosened the tie around his neck and undid the top 

Aiden heard the chef 
release a quick chuckle. 
“Of course I knew that. 
In my line of work, Mr. 
Marshall, you have to do 
your research. I am in 
the business of pleasing 
people, you know.” 
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button, attempting to overcome that uncomfortable 
feeling one gets after eating a rich, hot, chocolate 
dessert, and then he continued with his probing. 
“How did you manage to find out what my favorite 
meals are?” he asked, his mouth still full of cake.
 “Well, Mr. Marshall, to tell you the truth, I 
asked your mother,” the chef shared rather matter-
of-factly.
 Aiden had just put another generous bite of the 
cake into his mouth, but he dropped the fork as soon 
as he heard these words.
 “My mother? How did you…what the hell 
were you doing talking to my mother?” Aiden had 
not had a substantial conversation with his mother 
in months. They had gotten into a fight over what 
he had been writing about some of the restaurants 
he had eaten at recently. “I raised you better than 
that, Aiden!” she screamed through the receiver. 
Those were the last words she had said before she 
hung up the phone. Over the past few weeks she 
had attempted to call again, but Aiden had been 
screening her calls. Known for his short temper and 
ability to hold grudges far past their prime, he was 
not ready to reconcile quite yet. His mother knew he 
would react this way. Aiden was very sensitive about 
his writing, as most writers are.
 “Like I said, Mr. Marshall, I am paid a lot of 
money to make people happy, and in order to do that 
tonight, I needed to know what you like to eat. I didn’t 
want her to get the feeling that I was attempting to 
cheat my way into a good review, so I told her I was a 
friend and needed to know what your favorite foods 
are for a party we were throwing for you at the office. 
She was glad to help me out.”
 Aiden sat straight up in his seat, stiff as a 
board. How did he find my mother, he thought, 
caught completely by surprise. She doesn’t even 
live in the city… He quickly picked up his pen and 
began scribbling down his observations about the 
cake, attempting to hide his concern from the chef 
while forgetting to share his comments with the 
chef. Unaware of his approaching proximity to him, 
Aiden was snapped out of his daze by the sound of 
two, small clicks on the table. Before him sat two 
thin, unmarked glass bottles with black dropper lids 
screwed on the tops of them.
 A strong, heavy hand fell upon Aiden’s shoulder 
as the raspy voice scratched its way through the air. 
“I really want to thank you for your visit tonight, Mr. 
Marshall. And I’ve got to say, your rules made this 
very easy for me.” Aiden squirmed in his seat under 
the powerful hand. Something was wrong. The smile 
was changing. He could hear it.
 “What you have in front of you, Mr. Marshall, 
are vials of two different, odorless chemicals. 
Separate, they would only cause some discomfort. 
They might make you feel a bit queasy or a little hot 
under the collar, but when combined they are quite 
lethal in a matter of minutes.” It was at this point 
that tears began to make their way down Aiden’s »
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blushing cheeks. The judge now sat before his own 
jury, his neck lying beneath the guillotine. In quiet 
subservience, he sat and he listened, just as he was 
expected to.
 “If you can still remember, I told you that I had 
cooked my clams in my own garlic butter sauce. Well, 
that sauce contained Chemical A. I assume you know 
where I’m heading with this, Mr. Marshall. I think it 
goes without saying, but the cake that you just ate, the 
Death by Chocolate cake, contained Chemical B. I’m 
sure a man of your literary prowess can appreciate 
the irony in the name. I am in the business of making 
people happy, and I can sleep well tonight knowing 
that I have done just that. Tonight I am making all 
of the chefs at Sunday’s, especially the one that you 
think that I am, very happy. You see, Mr. Marshall, 
they all want you dead, and I hate to tell you this, but 
you already are.”
 Those final words rang in Aiden’s ears, stuck on a 
loop. His face was flushed completely red, his breath 
was short, and his hands were shaking. Sweat poured 
down his forehead, mixing with his tears, as his heart 
charged along at breakneck speed. I brought this 
upon myself. Slowly, he rose from the table, his arms 
trembling as he lifted himself up, and made his way 
toward the door. He never looked back at the chef. 
 Aiden stumbled through the restaurant, 
desperately supporting himself on other peoples’ 
tables. During this trek he made eye contact with a 
young couple, likely out on one of their first date. He 
was still coherent enough to notice this. They had 
been holding hands, smiling from ear to ear. Their 
voices were barely loud enough to be heard over the 
soothing hum of the violins. As his elbows crashed 
down on their table, their red wine was spilt, staining 
the tablecloth. Small droplets of blood trickled down 

his face from the corners of his eyes, and the couple 
cringed at the sight of this man, if you could even call 
him that anymore. 
 He managed to stagger his way out of the front 
door before collapsing on the sidewalk. Facing up 
at the night sky, there were no stars to be seen. Not 
beneath the bright, city lights. High overhead, the 
soft, blinking lights of a jetliner slowly made their 
way through the thick clouds of late October, but 
Aiden hadn’t noticed. He lay on the sidewalk unable 
to move, yet the world continued on around him, just 
like it always does. The cars flew by, the conversations 
carried on, and the street vendors continued to push 
their knock-off merchandise. As Aiden began to seize, 
a tall, muscular man appeared, hunched over him, 
looking directly into his eyes only inches from his 
face. Although no longer able to see a thing, Aiden 
knew he was there, smiling. In his hand, the chef held 
Aiden’s notebook gently between his burly fingers.
 The chef spoke in his hushed, raspy voice, the 
exact voice Aiden had expected to hear. “I have to say, 
Mr. Marshall, I am very impressed. Even at the brink 
of your own destruction, you never broke your rules.” 
As he said this, he placed the notebook carefully on 
the sidewalk next to Aiden, sliding it slightly under 
his convulsing body. “I can respect that kind of 
conviction, Mr. Marshall.”
 The chef then rose to his feet, turned his back 
on his most recent creation (which could only be 
described as a soufflé that had collapsed upon itself), 
and walked down the sidewalk. Aiden never saw him 
go. As he continued to seize and as the spectators 
began to gather around his doomed body, all Aiden 
could think about was the last thing that he would 
ever write in his notebook. Tonight, I had the best 
cake I have ever eaten. ǁ
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 Tuition costs for American colleges and 
universities are higher than they’ve ever been, 
and on the rise. According to a report released by 
the Organization for Economic Cooperation and 
Development (OECD), the U.S. spends more on 
college than any other developed country. While your 
parents may have boosted their ability to pay their 
way through a higher education, in today’s world, 
this is close to impossible. It’s unrealistic to assume 
that young students, just entering adulthood, will 
be able to afford the average tuition (which in 2018 
was $25,290 for a public, four year, in-state school, 
and $40,940 for out-of-state), as well as additional 
costs such as textbooks and room and board. Middle 
and even upper-class families have come to depend 
on financial aid, a system of loans, scholarships, and 
grants, mainly secured for lower-income families. 
 Colleges are aware that a rise in tuition will 
most likely be met by an increase in financial aid, 
and leave families dependent upon a broken system 
as a result. Adam Davidson of the New York Times 
writes that, “Typically, fierce market competition 
leads to lower prices, but among elite schools, the 
opposite occurs, paradoxically. They often find that 
raising prices enables them to offer greater benefits 
to the most coveted potential students. (It also allows 
them to take part in the amenities race: nicer dorms, 
better food, a climbing wall: things that are regarded 
as essential to attracting those coveted students.)” 
But these luxuries are certainly not the sole cause 

of increased pricing. A major reason for seemingly 
unregulated costs is how colleges view their student 
body. 
 Higher education today is seen as a requirement, 
rather than a choice, and colleges recognize this. They 
expect students to enroll by the masses, and therefore 
invest their energies (and money) elsewhere. 
Additionally, prestigious, high-ranking schools rarely 
have to take costs into consideration. There will 
always be the universities known as the Ivy Leagues, 
and there will always be those who can afford them. 
Colleges, however, are also influenced by outside 
forces. Recent, nationwide state budget cuts have led 
to a decrease in higher education funding, pressuring 
colleges to raise tuitions. Reforms in the cost of 
education on the college level are much needed, as 
those applying struggle to find affordable tuition and 
the support they need from financial aid, while those 
who have graduated drown in student loans. As a 
new wave of young people begin to enter American 
schools,  it’s pivotal to remember the reason why these 
institutions formed. In his article, Davidson points 
out the advantages of education upon an individual, 
as well as upon a nation. “Every American benefits 
when every other American has access to as much 
schooling as he or she wants. When accessibility to 
higher education declines, we all end up paying for 
it.” Only through education can our country continue 
grow and thrive, and therefore we must make the 
effort to extend those benefits to everyone. ǁ
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Masquerading in his own silence, he waits
before wrapping his tree trunk arms 

around me and holding me close. 

him

He looks at me with his button eyes
and says just as sweetly as the day we met:

I wish he would say I love you, or
tell me how beautiful I am, or say

everything will be ok.

“I am Groot”
and he is right.
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fizzle
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Love is like your favorite song,
two lost souls

swimming in a fish bowl,
year after year.

But it never gets tiring,
until it does.

Exploding quickly
and aggressively, like a

tube of mentos in Diet Coke, the
caramel colored concoction
spraying all of your regrets

and everything you forgot to say,
and everything you never got to say,

all over the walls of your room.
A sticky mess

that takes too long to clean. 
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 In a time of global crises and domestic mass 
shootings, it is easy to attribute the hatred and 
brutality of today’s world to the very beginnings of 
humanity, as is often done. The age-old debate of 
good versus evil, nature versus nurture, begins to 
resurface as man questions what ultimately drives 
one to harm another. It is not pure savagery, instilled 
into the mind at birth, nor is it the selfish desires that 
stem from years of evolution and natural selection. 
Man is not inherently violent, and it is therefore 
environmental influences that play a much larger role 
in determining the actions of an individual, rather 
than intrinsic malevolence.
 Humans have proven from an early age the ability 
to express empathy, or the understanding of others. 
Research has shown that babies as young as eighteen 
months, when aware of another’s unhappiness, have 
the capacity to convey empathy through favorable 
behavior (Bhattacharjee). Such behaviors reveal an 
early inclination towards compassion, and in more 
extreme circumstances, altruism. Jerome Kagan, a 
former psychology professor at Harvard University, 
emphasizes that, “Members of our species regularly 
help strangers with the knowledge that their only 
reward is the thought that they have done a good 
act and, therefore, must be a good person.” Kagan 
further establishes that no other mammal like 
humans possess these tendencies, and therefore their 
seemingly benevolent behaviors are, in actuality, 
in the interest of their own well-being. Humans, 
in contrast, have an innate propensity towards 
kindness, largely based upon their environment and 
upbringing. 
 Genes, to a certain extent, establish the behaviors 
an individual may be susceptible to, but do not dictate 
their future. Social worker Angela Oswal points out 
that, “While most facets of child development have 
both internal factors (temperament, genetics, and 
characteristics) and external factors (environment 
and social influences), morality is largely developed 
through external factors.” DNA is merely a 
suggestion, and in most cases, genes are only 
effective when accompanied by a combination of 
different factors. In fact, researchers discovered 
when observing 561 children born to mothers who 
displayed unsociable behaviors, that the children 

were less likely to demonstrate similar traits when 
raised by encouraging adoptive families. “A nurturing 
childhood can potentially transform someone who is 
genetically predisposed to lack empathy into a social, 
nonviolent citizen” (Bhattacharjee). Environment and 
cultural values are prominent forces in an individual's 
moral development. The immediate surroundings of 

children shape their decision making skills as they 
rely on their parental figures for guidance, as well as 
their friends and classmates for social cues. 
 Outside pressures, especially negative ones, 
have the potential to promote emotional trauma and 
violent tendencies in those vulnerable to its effects. 
However, opposite ends of the spectrum make up 
only a small percentage of the majority, and most 
people are not prone to harmful emotional outbursts 
(Bhattacharjee). Generally, individuals are able to 
adapt and prosper in their society, and therefore 
lie somewhere in the middle between altruism and 
aggression. “All societies invent a moral code because 
the brain renders everyone capable of jealousy, envy, 
and anger—emotions that can last a long time—and 
human limbs possess the strength needed to harm 
those who are disliked” (Kagan). The principles that 
man has established to counteract violence are the 
standards to which all individuals within a society 
must adhere. While humans are certainly capable of 
cruelties, they are also capable of empathy. 
 Although contemporary society appears to be

Humanity’s  
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The age-old debate 
of good versus 
evil, nature versus 
nurture, begins 
to resurfaces as 
man questions 
what ultimately 
drives one to harm 
another. 
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 far from undisturbed, history has shown a significant 
decrease in violence since the beginning of man’s 
existence. What the modern world has deemed 
acceptable is undeniably different from the primitive 
practices and beliefs of man's ancestors. According to 
experimental psychologist and author Steven Pinker, 
“Over the course of its history, humankind has seen 
six major declines of violence, including in the late 
20th and early 21st centuries.” The first occurred 
around 5,000 years ago, when the earliest cities 
began to form, and with them the establishment of 
government. Later, in the second decline, scattered 
areas were strengthened through integration and 
the introduction of criminal justice systems. “These 
developments encouraged a 'civilising process,’ in 
which people increasingly controlled their impulses 
and sought to cooperate with their neighbours” 
(Pinker). This new-found tolerance sparked the 
transition into a more peaceful and organized world, 
although still barbaric when compared with today’s 
lifestyle. Pinker goes on to maintain that, “The better 
angels that mitigate these inclinations include the 
faculties of self-control, empathy, moral sense, and 
fairness.” These qualities were key components in 
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the evolution of mankind, perhaps more so than 
the selfish impulses that are often considered to be 
man’s primary survival instincts. Agustín Fuentes, 
a professor in the University of Notre Dame’s 
Department of Anthropology, remarks that, “There is 
insufficient evidence to argue that we have evolved a 
suite of specifically aggressive behaviors to succeed 
in the world. In fact, it is largely our abilities to get 
along and to negotiate complex social problems, with 
and without aggression, that make humans one of the 
most successful species on this planet” (Fuentes). The 
evolutionary history of Homo sapiens has introduced 
mankind to tolerance and generosity, not only for 
means of survival, but also as signs of affection. 
 Humans are primarily good, as they naturally 
empathize and relate to others. These unique 
characteristics are unparalleled by any other species 
on Earth, and illustrate humanity’s disposition as a 
whole. Violence, perceived by man as innate, is instead 
the result of one's environment and influences. It 
is not ingrained into the human race, but rather is 
taught. Violence is not fixed, but challenged, by the 
altruistic actions of the few, and the good deeds of the 
many. ǁ
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Understand thoughts shifting
Floating, flitting away, and out, and in.
A waterfall of crushing droplets,
Each spattered spray
A fray at the end of a twisted rope
Swinging back and forth. 
A pendulum tied to my 
Medulla oblongata. 
Wrenching the flickering thoughts
In a tug-o-war from the frontal lobe
Swiftly to nowhere. 

Emotional tides sweep in, 
Lack of control causes
Cascades of twitching,
Tingling nerve endings.
Moving at light speed
While sitting still as death.
A tapping toe releases
Swells of bursting energy
That got all dressed up
With nowhere to go. 

Settle slowly, 
A breath like dragon’s sigh, 
Deep and hot, 
Straight from 
A deep internal chasm. 
Guarding a golden respite.

Eyelids closing like heavy
Elevator doors. Breathe.
Store the zen, 
Breathe in. 
Calm the thoughtful tempest
Churning within your head.
Dam the careening river, 
So only a trickle returns
To the cliff of consciousness.

But the bellman pushes
Every, single, button. 
Doors open, doors shut, 
Doors open, doors shut. 
Every, single, floor.

Doors open, doors shut.
Nervous ticking, 
A shiver and a shudder, 
Waves of prickling senses.
A Jackson Pollock of uneasy sensation
Splattering against my skin. 

Shut down. Power down. 
“Have you tried restarting?” 
No sound. No movement. 
Sensory overload…
Drive me underground. 

Reboot. Reload. 
Chemical reagents remixed. 
Diluted… or polluted? 
Or is the bottle just plain empty?
Buoyant gray matter flounders, 
Flip-flopping, flop-flipping waiting
For the power switch engage. 
Shock treatment is steady breath.
Oxygen flow, slow, intake, exhale. 
Settle, and regain control. 
Reboot, reload, and slow. 

Anxious
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 No more than 20 years ago, a woman by the 
name of Charlotte Gilmore sat on the couch in her 
Flemington colonial. The TV and lights had been 
off for hours, her book lay open on the floor, and 
her phone stared back at her from the coffee table. 
Her boyfriend, Tyler Nicholson, had yet to call her 
that day, or answer her calls for that matter. It left 
her a little on edge, for in the span of their three-
year relationship, there had never been a day where 
she hadn’t heard his voice. She was rarely the one to 
initiate these conversations, not out of lack of trying, 
but because Tyler almost always beat her to it. 
 Later on, after a series of unanswered calls, Tyler 
finally picked up his phone. The first words out of his 
mouth were, “I’m so sorry, babe. I worked the night 
shift, plus overtime, and I’ve kinda been dead asleep 
for hours.” 
 Charlotte accepted his reasoning, but she just 
couldn’t shake the anger that boiled her blood. She 
knew it was irrational, but after staying up for so 
long worrying about him, she was left with some 
resentment. So, before she could second guess her 
words, she said, “Tyler, I need your help now. There’s 
a man outside of my house just standing there, 
staring right at me! He won’t approach the door, and 
it’s really freaking me out!” 
 “Woah, woah, woah, calm down. Did you call 
the police?” Tyler was wide awake in that instant, all 
signs of fatigue vanishing from his voice. It tugged at 
her heart, but in the end it didn’t matter to her–she 
would have him at her side. Charlotte didn’t mind the 
prospect of Tyler being angry at her, because in the 

end, he’d forgive her, as he always did. 
 The next words flew out of her mouth with ease, 
“Yes, but they said they couldn’t be here for a long 
time. Too many people calling in tonight!” 
 “Okay, I’m on my way over–close the doors, lock 
the windows, and find somewhere to hide. Can you 
tell me what this guy looks like so I can keep an eye 
out?” Tyler was undoubtedly panicked, but his voice 
remained as steady as ever. 
 “U-Um sure,” Charlotte nearly laughed at her 
forced stutter, “I can’t see his face, but he’s wearing a 
trenchcoat and a fedora–it’s brown with a black belt 
tied above the brim.” 
 “Alright, Alright—I’ll come over, and be on the 
lookout. You’ll be safe, I promise.” 
 With that, the line went dead, and Charlotte 
sat there for a long moment with the phone pressed 
tightly against her ear. He believed her, this time 
she hadn’t expected him to, but it seemed to her as 
though he trusted every stupid description that she 
gave to him. She soon found her arm extending for 
the dialpad, her back leaving the couch, her fingers 
outstretched. Though, just as the tip of her index 
finger brushed the first key, she recoiled away from it 
as if it had shocked her. 
 “What am I doing? He deserves it.” This time a 
laugh did escape her lips, bitter and dry, and echoed 
loudly throughout the nearly barren room. The phone 
had slipped from her ear, and fallen on the floor 
with a loud thud, causing the young woman to jump 
out of her seat before settling back down. A thick 
silence followed shortly after, letting Charlotte fully 
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experience the sinking in her gut as she realized how 
alone she was. The keys on the dialpad continued to 
gleam at her, but she could no longer stand the sight 
of it. She went to stand up, but something stopped 
her in her tracks. The phone was no longer making 
the monotone drone that it always did when it wasn’t 
connected to the base, it was silent–dead silent. 
 Weary, Charlotte bent over to grab the phone 
and slowly brought it back to her ear. Not daring to 
say anything, she listened quietly. Nothing, nothing. 
Yet, when she pulled the phone away, she could swear 
there was something. More nothing, more nothing, 
until the only audible sound was that of her uneven 
breaths. Still, she waited and waited–silence, inhale, 
exhale, silence, inhale, exhale, silence, inhale, exhale. 
Cold air blew gently against her ear, and she realized 
the last breath was not her own. 
 “No!” she yelled into the phone before she could 
even realize it, and the line was dead once again. 
She held onto it, ran for the kitchen drawer to grab a 
knife, and hid in the corner between two countertops. 
She sat there for an immeasurable amount of time, 
just trying to remain calm, but the chill in the air 
made it impossible for her to do so. Shadows darted 
from the corners of her eyes, seeming to move in the 
direction of the wind. With each flash the shadows 
moved closer, and got larger in size. Eventually, she 
was able to make out the silhouette of a man standing 
against the outside of her kitchen window, and on his 
head appeared to be the outline of a fedora. 
 Charlotte wanted nothing more than for this to 
be a simple prank, but the prospect of that happening 
seemed less likely by the moment. Tyler couldn’t 
have gotten there that quickly, and the air continued 
to grow colder. Her fingers started to fumble for the 
dialpad, her anxiety making it difficult for her to press 
the right numbers. 9-2-start over. 8-start over. 9-1-
3 start over. 9-1-1 there we go. Ring...ring... Cold air 
started to caress her arms...ring...ring...ring...ring...
bumps began to cover their entirety...ring...ring... She 
watched as individual hairs began to stand on edge...
ring...no answer. Cold air blew gently on her neck... 
she shivered... Then she heard an exhale... 
 Throwing her elbow back as hard as she could, 
Charlotte felt something forcefully fall away from 
her, and crash to the floor, and with that she ran 
back into the living room. After numerous tries, she 
finally managed to dial Tyler’s number. Ring...ring... 
she saw the silhouette return outside... ring... ring... it 
rounded the corner... leave a message... 
 “Tyler... Tyler... please. Please don’t come over, 
please listen to me, please.” It approached her front 
steps. 
 “Please, Tyler—I thought I made this up, and I 
was going to prank you, but this is real, and I really, 
really don’t want you to get hurt. I’m so sorry that I 
put you through this!” The silhouette ascended the 
stairs. 
 “Whatever happens to me, happens. I just don’t 
want anything bad to happen to you. Just know that 

I love you, Tyler.” She hung up the phone, and a loud 
knocking came through the door. She braced herself 
for what would happen next— 
 “Police!” a man shouted from the other side of 
Charlotte’s door. Her heart skipped a beat, and she 
ran over to it as fast as she could manage. Looking out 
the glass pane of her door, she saw multiple officers 
standing there, each one wearing a hat that peaked on 
the sides. Filled with some relief, she willingly opened 
the door to meet them. In an instant, she blubbered,  
“Oh, thank goodness you’re here, I think there’s a 
man in...” Though, when she turned back to look at 
the kitchen, no one was there. She turned back to the 
policemen wearing somber expressions. 
 The officer nearest to her door spoke up, “A man 
in where ma’am?” 
 “Nowhere, apparently,” she sighed. “I thought 
there was a strange man in my kitchen, but I was 
wrong.” 
 The officer’s expression changed to one of 
uncertainty, before going back to somber. “Some of 
us will be sure to stay behind and scope your house 
and area for you ma’am, but first we have to ask, are 
you Charlotte Gilmore, Tyler Nicholson’s emergency 
contact?” 

 “Yes, why?” She didn’t think her stomach could 
sink any lower, but hearing those words made it feel 
as though it fell straight to the floor. 
 The officer took a good, hard look at her before 
saying, “He was speeding, and lost control of the 
steering. His car flipped over the bridge, and into 
the Delaware River. He unfortunately passed away. 
They’re still trying to decide whether he died on 
impact or from drowning. Both are terrible, Lord 
knows that water is cold.” 
 All Charlotte could do was stare at the officer 
silently, her heart feeling as if it was ripped from 
her chest. The officer, pretending not to take notice 
of her silence, proceeded by saying, “I need to take 
you down to the station so that you could officially 
claim his body, and say your goodbyes.” A genuine, 
sad smile made its way on the man’s features, and his 
eyes were full of sympathy. “And after they’re done 
examining things, I can see if they can give you this, it 
was the only thing to not suffer from complete water 
damage in the crash. Questionable fashion choice, 
but it certainly holds a lot of sentimental value.” 
 Charlotte looked over to see the officer holding 
a clear bag in his hand, and inside of it was a brown 
fedora with a belt around its brim. ǁ

Cold air blew gently 
on her neck... she 
shivered... Then she 
heard an exhale... 
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Trust is the feel of a soft mattress. 
A mattress never gives up,
weight of a thousand elephants on star metal springs.

Inanimate, 
unable to leave
a mattress may break, but never fails. 
A mattress may wear, 
tear,
but it won’t betray, always supports.
A mattress is where we spend half our lives,
sharing our problems, 
our aspirations,
our greatest secrets. 
A mattress is something to thank every day 
for hoisting our problems above.

Kaitlynn Prickett | 2017 | Pen

BELIEF
Jacob Moorehead | 2019 | Poetry
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killing 
me softly

Angela Maglio | 2019 | Fiction

Jam
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Magazine Contest | Second Place

 An autumn wind sang through the sunset-toned 
trees, the only relief from the suffocating heat that 
clawed Gabriel from sleep. He sat against the cold 
metal bars that caged in the sliding glass door of 
the master bedroom, eyes closed as he basked in the 
release it brought. The male looked and felt like hell, 
clammy and flushed, his white muscle shirt was now 
drenched in sweat and dark bags hung under his eyes 

from the lack of sleep. Running 
on fumes at this point, he couldn’t 
even remember the last time he 
actually had a good night’s sleep; 
the… whatever this is, started out 
small and built, with a first sign of 
insomnia.
 The last of the moving boxes sat 
against the wall by the door, and in a 
scrawled penmanship, with a thick 
black marker, one was labeled, “To, 
the middle of nowhere!” It wasn’t 
entirely wrong; to Gabriel it did feel 
like the middle of nowhere. They 
had moved to an area where the 
closest neighbor was a mile away 
in any direction, which seemed 
to more than satisfy his partner. 
It was one of the main things that 
Evangeline was looking for when 
they were house hunting, but she 
described it more as ‘ensured 
privacy’ than total seclusion. Gone 
was the laughter of children playing 
on the cul de sac, or the bustle of 
cars driving by on the main road; 
as they were now replaced by wild 
birdsong and whispering leaves. 
These were what filled the silence, 
not the reassurance of community, 
but the symphony of the lonely.
 “Gabe? What are you doing 
up? It’s 2 in the morning.” The light 
did not turn on, but the soft voice 
carried over as she sat up in bed, 
looking at him sitting against the 
moonlight.
 “I was overheating again and 
couldn’t sleep,” he said softly, 
running a hand through his damp 
hair. “I’m sorry if I woke you, go 
back to sleep, Ev.”
 She shook her head and threw 
back the covers; Evangeline’s hair 
was long and carefully pulled back 
into a damp braid from after her 
shower.  She wore an oversized 
sweatshirt and short-shorts as she 
sat next to him, leaning into him as 
he put an arm around her.
 “I’ll stay up with you,” she 
replied gently, “and we can figure 

out what this is in the morning.” 
 “I mean, isn’t it already morning?” he chuckled. 
 There was a building tightness in his chest, 
arising in the heat. More than just the addition of 
her body heat against his, but the suffocating feeling 
building again. Even with the open window, his 
shirt was drenched with a cold sweat. His heart was 
thundering against his chest, beating in his ears like 
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crawl to her as the pain in his chest twisted and blood 
leaked from his eyes, nose, ears and mouth. “Please.” 
 She quickly exited the room, closing and locking 
the door behind her. As he finally reached the door, 
he slammed his fists against the wood, screaming and 
sobbing for her to come back, to not leave him alone 
like this, to not abandon him. It was dawn before he 
had finally passed out in a crumpled bloody ball in 
front of the door. 

    Sunday morning, Gabriel sat in a pew towards the 
back next to an elderly couple, a hymn book in his 
hands, as the congregation rose for their final hymn 
of the service. As the organ began to play, a building 
heat and tightness in his chest rose. Coughing into 
his hand, his eyes widened as he hid his bloody hand 
in his jacket. Looking around with wide eyes, he 
spotted a familiar face in the parking lot behind the 
glass. Setting down the book onto the cushioned seat 
of the pew, he quickly ran out of the church into the 
parking lot, concerned eyes watching him go until he 
collapsed before the stone stairs and crumbled down 
them, laying at the bottom with blood pouring down 
from his eyes, nose, ears and mouth. ǁ

Rachel Roye | 2020 | Pencil
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tribal drums. His face contorted, a red hot pain in his 
chest. Gasping now against the knife in his torso, he 
stared in confusion at the dark spots now appearing 
and growing on the carpet. His gaze now turned to 
Evangeline, who kneeled beside him with wide eyes 
and dilated pupils, lips parted, unsure of quite what 
to say. Her skin lost some of its color, some of its 
glow. His vision began to blur and cloud, blotches 
of red appearing now in his vision. He felt a wetness 
from his ears, and a metallic taste and smell was now 
overwhelming him. A hand against his face now, he 
felt a new wetness, a warmth dripping down his face. 
Looking at his hand in the moonlight, it was slick 
with blood. He turned back to her, a terror in his eyes 
taking over his very being. 
 “What’s happening to me?!” He choked out, 
coughing and sputtering blood onto the floor. 
 “I have to go,” she said quickly, grabbing the box 
against the wall. “You’ll be alright, but I have to go, 
I’m only making it worse.” 
 “What?! You can’t leave me like this–” 
 “I have to leave, and I can’t ever see you again,” 
she murmured, her voice breaking, and heading for 
the door. “And you can never try to find me.” She 
added under her breath, barely loud enough for him.
 “Evangeline!” he called after her, struggling to 
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Why Music is Needed in Schools
Brian Smith | 2005 | Nonfiction

 Like food, music is a universal language. Every 
country, every culture, every generation has its own 
musical identity, and they all have music despite 
their differences. Think about it. How many people 
can you name who claim that they “don’t like music?” 
I’ve yet to meet one. There is something intrinsically 
addictive about the beat of a drum or the strum of 
a guitar, yet, despite music’s universal appeal, music 
programs are being cut from schools around the 
country.
 My story is like that of many other high school 
students’. I was an average kid who didn’t fit in 
with the popular crowd and didn’t cut it as a high 
school athlete. As a sophomore seeking a new group 
of friends and a place where I belonged, I fell back 
on the drum lessons that I started back in fourth 
grade but had never taken too seriously. I joined the 
marching band. Yes, the marching band with the 
stupid uniforms and silly hats that plays songs that 
most people overhear while they stand in line for 
concessions during halftime under the Friday night 
lights. At my alma mater, though, where I am now 
fortunate enough to teach, that is not the case. Joining 
the marching band was the first time in my life when 
I really felt visible to people. Like what I was doing 
mattered. I practiced hard, and I performed even 
harder, and my bandmates and I were rewarded with 
some of the highest scores in school history and a 
state championship for the percussion section. Brian, 
the skinny punk rock-loving kid, was a champion at 
something. I couldn’t believe it. When the marching 
band season ended each year and the students parted 
ways, I found myself performing in concert band and 
the indoor drumline at school and in several garage 
bands when I was at home. I even performed in two 
musicals by the end of my high school career. It was 
through the music program that I found my safe 
haven, and it was with those band kids that I formed 
some of the strongest friendships in my life.
 My marching band career took me to college 
where I marched for one more year, before my 
studies to become a teacher became too strenuous. 
Even after competitive band ended, I pursued classes 
in classical guitar and ballroom dance. I met my best 
friend from college when he happened to walk by my 
dorm room and overheard Coheed and Cambria’s 
“Welcome Home” playing on my computer. The first 
words he ever spoke to me were, “Hey, I love that 
song!” It was music that gave me a place in a world 

that, as a teenager, I felt I didn’t belong in, and it is 
music that continues to be one of my greatest joys as 
an educator.
 Today, as I have alluded to, I am a teacher. This 
story, however, is not a picture-perfect tale about a kid 
who loved music and became a Music teacher to inspire 
students just as he had been inspired. No, instead I 
pursued an English degree due to my love of writing 
and literature. These two fields, Music and English, 
aren’t really that different, though. Most music, after 

all, is poetry supported by instrumentation. I spent 
several years teaching literature to students across 
New Jersey until I received one of the strangest 
phone calls of my professional career. The band 
director called me while I was teaching the last 
period of a half day in June and told me to meet him 
for lunch at a local restaurant. It was at that lunch 
that he asked me to become the assistant percussion 
instructor for the school. With no music training 
other than my extracurricular studies, I felt severely 
unqualified. I went home and told my wife, and she 
put it in perspective. She told me that my love for, and 
ability to teach, music was more important than my 
own music education training. She told me that I’d 
figure it out for them because of how important my 
students are to me. So, I took the job as a volunteer 
assistant, and today I am wrapping up my fifth year 
as the lead Percussion Director. 

There is something 
intrinsically 
addictive about 
the beat of a drum 
or the strum of a 
guitar, yet, despite 
music’s universal 
appeal, music 
programs are being 
cut from schools 
around the country.

»



Kevin Reinhart | 2020 | Photography

 So why tell this story? I believe it’s important 
because I’m watching my story play out over and 
over again. There are students from all walks of life 
joining my drumline and joining the band and choir 
programs at my school. Students who claim to have 
no friends, to have social anxiety, to have no other 
interests, or to have always wanted to play music. 
In 2016, I had seasoned percussionists and musical 
novices work together for four months to become the 
first national champion percussion section in school 
history. In a speech before that final performance, an 
extremely shy freshman told the drumline, “You saw 
my potential, and when that happened, I had never 
really fit in anywhere else and you made me believe 
I could do this.” That girl, who could barely read a 
note of music four months earlier, and who had 
experienced her share of first and last place finishes in 
her first season, became a national champion. More 
importantly to me, though, is that she has a story. She 
has an identity that shaped her and will continue to 
shape her entire high school experience.
 Her story is by no means the only of its kind. I 
could go on to talk about each of my student’s stories. 
The one about the boy who went on to become a snare 
drummer for the Cadets, or the one about the girl who 
became part of the percussion leadership team for her 
college marching band. There’s the one about the girl 
who is currently at Berklee College of Music studying 

as a composition major, or the countless stories of 
the students battling personal demons who found 
hope amongst their peers pursuing their musical 
dreams. There are all of the students who went on 
to win two, consecutive Indoor Percussion National 
Championships. No matter the level of success or the 
amount of talent, these stories are indispensable, and 
when the music programs are cut from schools, these 
stories never come to fruition. Imagine Cinderella, 
upset over being embarrassed at the ball and having 
lost her glass slipper, forever watching the door only 
to never have her Prince Charming arrive to take 
her to her happily ever after. We need music in our 
schools. We need to do everything in our power to 
provide our children as many avenues as possible to 
discover themselves and to develop their passions.
 Whatever passion your child expresses, embrace 
it. Even if you don’t understand it, trust your child 
enough to teach you how to understand. If you 
listen, they will teach you beautiful things. The arts, 
athletics, and academics are all equally important to 
children, especially in their formative years. Support 
their dreams, and I promise you that they will always 
surprise you with what they are capable of. Together, 
we can help to write the stories of generations of 
passionate children who only need to be given the air 
at their backs to allow them to set their sails and find 
their way home. ǁ
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Mother awaken
Please bathe my soul in sunlight
as I breathe in life

Light that envelopes
let my eyes mimic the sky
my laugh a bird’s song

Warmth seeps from my skin
Flora flits and Fauna fawns
at last all will dance

Oh to waltz with spring
Free my spirit among the
dandelion Fields

Brigid McGovern | 2018 | Poetry
Spring Light
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I, 
A feather on the wind, 

Directionless,
Shifting with the currents

And the breeze through your dark hair, 
Landed on your shoulder. 

A feather on your shoulder,
Intricate and delicate, 

Tenderly plucked and pocketed
In the warmth of your flannel shirt

Directly next to your heart.

Next to your heart, protected,
The past behind, though heavy;

A world ahead, so light. 
This pocketed feather, once again,

Because of your love,
Takes flight.

plucked
Courtney Amabile | 2010 | Poetry
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When asking Americans what makes them proud 
of their country, words like “freedom,” “liberty,” and 
“individual rights” are likely to come up. Much of this 
has to do with when the United States was founded: 
the nation was leading the globe in the movement 
towards liberalism, with its ideas of democracy 
and a representative government. The country was 
established on beliefs that a state is best run when 
citizens are given a right to political participation and 
ability to select their leaders. For the first two hundred 
years, the electoral college has sufficiently granted 
this sense of democracy to the American population, 
but ever since the turn of the 21st century, the system 
has proven to be problematic. The 28th amendment 
to the Constitution should abolish the electoral 
college, an antiquated system that discourages people 
from voting, values the voices of some citizens over 
others, and damages America’s democratic nature. 

Democracy is most effective when every eligible 
citizen is informed on issues and participating in the 
government. However, considering the United States 
has recently been experiencing one of the lowest 
voter turnouts amongst western nations, the current 
structure is not sufficient for a properly-running 
democracy. This is largely due to the concept of safe 
states, something the electoral college has created. 
Essentially, a safe state is when one state has voted 
for the same party in the past several elections, and is 
considered a locked win for any upcoming candidate 
of that party. Americans in these states tend to feel 
as if their vote does not matter, because regardless 
of what they do, their state will still vote a particular 
way. People are disengaging from government affairs 
all together, and this lack of political efficacy is 
problematic. Abolishing the electoral college will bring 
back the belief to the population that each individual 
has an important role in the election process. People 
will be able to directly choose their leaders, instead 
of having to rely on the other members of their state 
to be a collective voice for that region. When citizens 
believe their opinions matters, they are more likely to 
vote, stay up-to-date with curent events, and overall, 
have a stronger sense of responsibility to participate 
in the government. 

Another main issue with safe states is how they 

cause presidential candidates to only focus their 
attention on a few competitive states. One of the best 
examples is with Ohio, a state with a large number of 
electoral college votes, and has no consistent loyalty to 
one party. Candidates spend a considerable amount of 
their time in Ohio rallying and trying to win over the 

votes of these citizens. Parties might even go as far as 
adjusting their entire platforms to be more favorable 
to those in competitive states, like Ohio. It is not right 
that the current political system is shaped to attend 
to the citizens of only a few states. A true democracy 
values each vote and opinion equally to all of the rest, 
and the electoral college is causing the nation to lose 
this sense of balance. If the Constitution is amended 
to have a popular vote as the country’s method for 
selecting a president, candidates will be forced to 
campaign to all parts of the country if they want to 
win the election. Each citizen’s voice will be valued 
the same, no matter what state they live in. 

Recent elections have also contributed to the 
distrust of the electoral college, as there have been 
multiple instances of candidates winning the popular 
vote, but losing the election. A system that allows for 
there to be a person with the majority of the country’s 
support, but still not put into office is clearly flawed. 

Electoral

Claire Polin | 2019 | Nonfiction

college 

An informed and 
participating 
population is 
essential to a 
democracy because 
it leads to people 
being able to make 
decisions that best 
impact themselves 
and their country.
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If a candidate wins by a few hundred votes, or a few 
million in a particular state, there is no difference in 
terms of how it will impact the electoral college. These 
votes should not be lost, and if the country were to 
move to a structure involving a popular vote instead, 
overwhelming support in one region will be apparent, 
and properly accounted for. The electoral college 
puts a limit on how much support the citizens of one 
state can provide for a candidate–an unnecessary 
limit that only contributes to the demise of political 
participation in the nation. 

Overall, the electoral college’s biggest flaw is how 

it favors the votes of some citizens more than others. 
Those in non-competitive states are continuing 
to find fewer and fewer reasons to stay politically 
involved between presidential candidates focusing 
on specific states and particular regions being given 
a limit to their ability to support someone. An 
informed and participating population is essential to 
a democracy because it leads to people being able to 
make decisions that best impact themselves and their 
country. If the United States wants to bring back 
trust and involvement in the country, abolishing the 
electoral college would be the most beneficial move. ǁ
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 I am a dreamer. And that is not at all to say that I 
am impractical, that I am a fantasist, or that my head 
is stuck in the clouds. I am a dreamer, a dreamer in 
the sense that I can see a world much bigger than 
myself. 
 In the absence of an absolute understanding of 
what it is to be someone other than myself, dreaming 
exists as my gateway to expanding empathy and 
humility. My dreams provide a realm where I can 
occupy a different body, where I can look into a 
mirror and see a face not of myself, but rather of 
someone entirely different. I must clarify that my 
“experiences” will never equate to the actual struggle 
endured by others, and it does not quite matter how 
hard I strive to understand or how desperately I want 
to. To say that I know what it is truly like to be anyone 
other than myself is nothing less than impossible. 
 Though limited from a genuine understanding, 
I have broadened my empathy and am constantly 
reminded of the importance of humility through 

dreaming, which deepens the meaning and worth 
dreaming has to me. The re-occurrence of these types 
of dreams where I embody another human reveal my 
persisting curiosity. I yearn to understand hardships 
foreign to myself and I see the value in developing a 
perspective and gauging relativity. I strive because I 
believe it is crucial to be exposed to both the infinite 
possibilities and infinite limitations life has to offer. 
And my search for understanding thrives while I 
dream. 
 I cannot prevent my inability to genuinely 
understand, but I can choose to not allow these 
limitations to prohibit my attempts to do so. These 
attempts are what enable me to continuously be open 
-minded in a society where single-minded people are 
the loudest. 
 I will continue to inquire, I will continue to 
question, I will continue to empathize, because I am a 
dreamer. So that when I wake up, I can live in a world 
much bigger than myself. 

Dreamer
Trinity Perini | 2019 | Nonfiction

Sophia McCarthy | 2018 | Photography

Magazine Contest | Second Place
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I love you as the stars love the sky.
 

“What about the clouds?”
You ask,

Well, the stars are always there,
Even if they are hidden behind an ivory veil.

And when the squalls blow in 
and the storm boils against you,

My love is that breath of relief, 
when you look up, 

and realize the stars are shining through.
 

“What about the day?”
You ask,

Well, the stars are always there,
Even if they are hidden beyond hazy blue.

And when the sun shines,
dawn always preludes dusk.

When the golden glow sets
Beneath your horizon,

I’ll light up your sky with thousands of stars.
My love is that swift breath of wonder, 

when you look up, 
and realize the heavens hold a thousand small suns.

 
“What about the starless nights?”

You ask,
Well, the stars are always there,

Even if they are hidden beyond where your eyes can see.
And when the sky is black,

It can’t stay dark forever.
When the dull expanse

Frightens you,
My love is that soft breathy sigh, 

when you look up, 
and realize the stars are back again. 

how i love you
Shea Cinquemani | 2020 | Poetry
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White picket fence
Samuel Aiello | 2019 | Poetry
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Elements 
of the Heart

What is love, 
besides the firing of dopamine in the brain, 
besides the tune by Haddaway,
besides the wax and wane
of poetry?

Maybe love is like fire
That starts as a spark, 
A gentle smile, a soft hand.
The draw of heat on a cold night.
A warm bed, warm words said,
Sweet nothings whispered 
(the crackling of timber).
And the spark grows,
And spreads,
Consuming,
Burning.
Until nothing 
is left but,
Ash.
Screaming, fighting, 
That first rush is gone,
Replaced 
Warmth to heat.
Two people go their separate ways.
Destructive, yet passionate,
Lava through the veins,
Heart ablaze,
Why would this be love?
Isn’t love supposed to be tender,
Kind, 
Less like a city of embers and more like a warm glow?
Maybe. 
Yet maybe love is like a fire.

Maybe love is like the Earth,
Solid and grounding.
Lasting, resourceful, giving.
The perfect shoulder for crying, 
There’s a certain comfort
In reliability.
But this can’t be love
because one will take and take,
consume forests of love notes,
mountains of monetary treasure.
And the other will give, 
until there is nothing left but 
dust and dirt, 
scorched wilderness,
and melted polars.
Why would this be love?
Isn’t love supposed to be giving,
As well as taking, 
Less like a conquest 
and more like mutual care?
Maybe. 
Yet maybe love is like the Earth.

Maybe love is like the air,
Coming in many different forms,

Shea Cinquemani | 2020 | Poetry
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But still a gust of the same feelings.
Small breeze affections 

carry sonnets 
from the 
mouth of

window pane
lovers,

or the gusts of a hurricane knock all else away
and pound relentlessly at the soul for purchase,

bringing destruction as well as the fascination
of watching trees bend to the power of the sky.

Or maybe it’s the howl, 
a promise that can be heard

though the thin walls,
casting the hope of 
rain soon to come.

Or 
The 
Still

Of 
Love

One-Sided.
Why would this be love?

Isn’t love supposed to be constant,
Steady, 

Less like an unpredictable power and more like a song?
Maybe. 

Yet maybe love is like the air.

Maybe love is like water,
Deep, unexplored.

The farther you sink the harder
   it is

to breathe
but,

bubbles chase 
the pink from lips

and make them blue.
Mysterious, unknown

is what lurks in the depths.
between the shipwrecks

of past lovers,
what treasure remains 

to be
Found?

Yet it’s the single drop
of water that nourishes the seed.

Why would this be love?
Isn’t love supposed to be safe,

Easy, 
Less like a mystery and more like a necessity?

Maybe. 
Yet maybe love is like the water.

I find it hard to believe that there is only one.
That all love is the same.

Some may chase the breeze,
While others, the blaze.

Some live to love the water,
And others, they stay on land.

Maybe, it is love.
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I. The Fog 

He says he thinks of my brain like London, a city he thinks is amazing. 
“Despite its famous fog, it’s still a terrific city. 
You just have to wait for it to lift. 
It’s still London.” 
But this fog doesn’t lift like clockwork or with rhyme and reason. 
If it did, I wouldn’t get lost a block from home. 
If it did, I wouldn’t wake up and forget where I am for what feels like ten minutes too long. 
If it did, I wouldn’t have to take drugs to kill the bugs in my ever-exhausted brain. 
If it did, I would photograph it and upload it to Instagram. 
If this was just fog that lifted easily, 
I wouldn’t struggle to speak and forget faces of people at work or sleep 22 hours a day. 
The treatment makes it worse, usually, but I know this is part of the war. 
“Doxykrieg” he says, a reference to the most commonly prescribed drug for these bugs. 
“The Blitz didn’t last forever,” I think. “Hold on. Nothing lasts forever.” 

II. The Grieving 

Odd things happen when you’re sick in bed this long. 
Laundry becomes a treat, an activity you do on a “good day,” just because you are finally capable. 
The mattress gets replaced faster from clocking so many hours laying down. 
The dog goes from muscular-athletic to fat. 
And so do I. 
The dog chases her tail more–she misses our 10 mile runs. 
And so do I. 
Not much of the old life remains. 

I try my best to create a new life, find the lesson in all of the fog, but my exhaustion tells me to sleep. 
To lose most everything and gain nearly nothing is a tough pill to swallow every day for 2 years. 
I try harder to gain. 
I find glee in sitting alone in the ADA section at concerts I buy tickets for a half hour before showtime. 
I take longer slower walks. 
I stand with my dog on the corner in the sunshine watching traffic just because we can. 
I try to teach myself how to knit, but my brain won’t allow for it. 
I will try again later. 
I try to write but forget how to turn my computer on. 
I will try again later. 
I travel to see different types of doctors, new perspectives. 
I gain more theories but no answers. 
I exhaust myself even more while trying to make anything about this okay. 
Absolutely nothing about this is okay. 

Alexandra Logg | 2008 | Poetry
lyme



69
...

 Kevin Reinhart | 2020 | Photography
Magazine Contest | Second Place

III. The Luck 

I stopped taking the fistfulls of pills for awhile and moved back to the land of open fields. 
My path of New Jersey, to the South, to Philadelphia, and back taught me things like: 
Home cannot be replicated, nor can it be delivered at any hour of the night by a guy on a bike. 
Freedom will never come in the form of pavement, skyscrapers, and anonymity. 
Home is where friends who have become family drop off containers of soup. 
Home is where the dog saunters up to the head of the bed and nudges me to let her under the covers and 
snuggles up 
against the warm curve of my fully drained body. 
Home has no need for blackout curtains or white noise all night or a front door with more than one lock 
Home is where the spare under the mat lives. 
Home is where I find my luck in the form of peace, an understanding dog, and the faint noise of a train horn. 
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I have no hopes. I have no dreams of you anymore.
I carry no aim and no marked course of advisable action to secrete your undertoned smile.
When I walk I want to walk straight, because I want to know what my body was supposed to attain, and to 
have licked the bare surface of my insides in complete intercourse.
(I will most certainly love you, when winter decides to bloom. And bind myself to one only that is you.)
I will carry no more designed phantasies, designated trademarks of forever fleeting attempts and ideas. Only 
myself will be present, the deep shadow of every and all scented experiences in my voice, and my eyes hazel 
with you only, never straining past or ahead. 
(Working is a strong tree sprouting my spine, and no purpose will be as green as the grasp of my leaves 
touching sky.)
I will not look further or beyond, hoping for the entrance of life unlocked from the outside.
You will come when winter decides to bloom.
And for you only I will till the still scent of what I am; (my leaves touching sky.)

Ashley Folmar | 2021 | Photography

Angelo Benedetto | 2012 | Poetry
i have no hopes
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If I burn to to the ground, leave me 
allow my ashes to lay in the streets, 
allow the wind to scatter me because perhaps 
in this great big world 
someone will find what’s left. 
Perhaps someone will piece together the jagged edges of my skin, 
dry my flooded lungs, reconnect the arteries of a drained heart that I’m not sure is my own anymore. 
Perhaps they’ll find my story, donate it so that someone else is spared my demise. 
Perhaps my ashes will whisper to them, 

“When he asks your name, don’t give the one written in your blood 
because when that uniform clings to your skin, 
it is your armor, your disguise, 
your safe haven. 
Tell him you’re sixteen, grin apologetically at his lustful gaze and scan his items, 
bare the sickening leer of a grown man, allow his vulgar comments to pass over your ears instead of 
confessing that you’re eighteen and 
somehow 
giving him hope that he has a chance with the pretty cashier, 
his mind will assume that you’re interested, 
that his pretty blue eyes will distract you 
from the demon that lingers behind them. 
Those blue eyes will rip through your body, tear muscles from bones, stretch your nerves out on the counter 
while you hand him his bag. 
Those pretty blue eyes will always belong to an animal and 
you will always be the prey. 

Advice to the Public 
Destiny Bonilla | 2018 | Poetry

From a pushover

Gianna Uhler | 2022 | Marker
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“When she texts you, demanding your attention at three A.M. 
for the rematch you tried putting to rest a week ago, prying the fresh sutures from your wounds 
with sharp attacks at your empathy, 
do not respond with the same tired lines, 
engaging in that fight will leave you exhausted and she feeds off your frustration, 
paints herself a martyr out of a murderer, 
justifies her cause with the sword she’s forced you to draw. 
She will replace her will to live with the one she leeches from your fallen soul. 
So when your phone rings, leave it, never surrender your time to a broken clock for it 
does not care for your minutes. 

“When the tears fall down your cheeks 
and your body burns with anger, fueling itself with the forest fire blazing in your gut, 
Do not wipe them away, for they will speak louder than the knot in your throat will, 
and your emotions deserve to be heard, 
the harsh sound of your pain deserves to be expressed, 
scream until your throat closes in, until indifferent bystanders are forced to engage, until all that remains 
is the hoarse sound of you choking on your tears. 
When they call you a crybaby, 
hush your sobs and usher you into the bathroom to compose yourself, 
push them away, stare them in the eyes and let the waterworks convey 
every 
damn 
drop 
of your desperation, 
make them consider what they’ve done when they can’t meet your eyes. 
That is a victory.” 

I hope that my ashes will remind them, 
“When the poets sing of your experiences, louder, 
with flowers tucked behind their ears and bouquets in their words, 
remember the budding garden you tend in your broken windowsill.” 
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