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As the scent of freshly baked cookies 
and the candle my mother bought a 
few days before fills my nostrils, I scan 
under the Christmas tree in excitement 
and see only two gifts under my side of 
the tree. One is a small box that piques 
my interest. I unwrap the paper to 
reveal a navy blue jewelry box. Inside 
sits a dog-tag-like necklace with my 
initials.  The necklace, silver and shiny, 
causes me to tear up.  Crying, I stare 
blankly at the necklace, thinking about 
how it actually means something to me.

Incredibly poor, my mother managed to get me a life-changing gift.  The tears only got 
worse as I began to put on the necklace and notice faint words engraved into the back.  
The necklace stated, “My dear son, always remember you are braver than you believe, 
stronger than you know, and smarter than you think.”  This short statement enveloped 
me into a world of warmth and comfort.  The darkest days of my life begin to lighten up.

“I didn’t know if you would actually like it, but I thought it was worth a shot,” stated my 
mom, looking me in the eyes. 

“Of course I like it, it’s amazing,” I said back to her, trying to keep my voice steady.

The sweet smell soon takes my attention away, and suddenly I find myself stuffing my 
face with homemade chocolate chip cookies. We sit for hours, almost all day, watching 
poorly made Christmas movies and eating cookies with a warm feeling upon us until we 
fall asleep that night.

Zachary Bealing

A Meaningful Gift
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ABIGAIL LAWRENCE / Acrylic Painting

These black dress shoes, while inanimate and just pieces of black leather, 
are human. These shoes, like all humans, need love and attention. When left 
unattended they become cracked, weak, and forgotten. Polishing cracked, 
weak, and forgotten shoes is a struggle. The same truth resonates with human 
relationships. Though the task to preserve these shoes involves the sacrifice 
of the beauty of my hands it is a necessary task. Relationships compare to the 
shoes. Friends demand polishing, buffing, and edge dressing. This preservation 
of relationship involves an often monotonous, dutiful sacrifice. 
 
I try not to live in the past. I value empathy, and I polish my parade shoes. I guess 
an old classic I may be. But if you have nothing to do on a rainy Saturday, ask 
your father for a relationship. Ask for his dress shoes if you do not own a pair 
(You should purchase a pair.), procure some trashed Inquirer articles, some black 
Kiwi, and then spit into the can, rub the polish on the shoe, buff after a minute. 
Sit there, enjoy the smell, listen to your mother complain about it, and form a 
relationship before you lose it. Make a nostalgic memory. Polish your shoes. 

Matthew Nawn

 Shoe Polish
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Gone Fishing

I always stared at the bobber intently, but couldn’t 
help being distracted and mesmerized by the beauty 

of the pond.  The smell of honeysuckle filled the 
air, turtles could be seen paddling across the water, 

butterflies, like graceful ballerinas, flapped their 
nimble wings traveling from flower to flower, and 

the occasional bass lept out of the water creating a 
splash.  From the bank of the pond I could see little 

minnows, fins racing while they chased each other 
throughout the water.

  

A couple years have passed since I last fished at that 
pond.  Nowadays, the land is private and can no longer 
be used by the public.  The land owner has cut down 
many of the trees, and the pond no longer glows like 
it used to.  The water is more green than blue, and 
algae covers most of the surface.  Now the pond is a 
distant memory, happy with the thought of spending 
time with my brothers, but sad to think about what 
the pond has turned into.  I hope one day that the pond 
will be open to the public, so that I might be able to 
take my kids there to fish one day, so that they can 
have those same great memories that I do, snagging fish, 
admiring turtles, and savoring the great outdoors.

mitchell brown

All Before Noon 
My dad landed the first fish in about ten minutes. The first mate and captain had 
to lift up the fish together.  All one hundred and three pounds of tuna slammed 
onto the deck and shook the boat. The sea-monster slid toward my chair like an ice 
skater on ice.  For a second I analyzed the fish.  Round and long, the fish’s tightly 
stretched, shiny, glossy grey skin with small black spots and blue streaks traced 
its curves. 

Just as the fish I hooked into was getting closer, Ben, my brother, hustled over to 
me like a bull seeing red, ordering “Get up right now, this is my fish!” as if he had 
reeled in the fish for the past thirty minutes. Grudgingly, I decided to let him have 
the satisfaction of catching what I had caught.  

The captain, in a thick southern accent, yelled “It ain’t been fye’ minute an’ you 
make me climb down to help you pull up anotha fish”.  My mouth hung open in 
awe when I saw the one hundred and eleven pound tuna he pulled over the stern.  
However, there was no time to relax, Jonathan, my other brother was still battling 
his fish, and he was losing.  He yelled at me to crank while he held the pole to 
keep it from flying into the water.  In a matter of minutes, we threw another fish, 
weighing one hundred and twenty four pounds, the heaviest of the day, onto the 
deck. Sweating profusely, I collapsed onto a cooler and poured water over my head, 
noticing the puddles of sweat accumulating on the fish-blood-covered deck.

tyler newman

AUBRE CALER / Mixed Media
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All Watercolor Paintings on this page by ELLA KRENZER
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THE RIDE
Returning to the tube slide at Knobles, we get into the inner tube at the top. My aunt gets in first to sit in the back, and as I’m about to get in, she falls off the back of the inner tube. Not only do we bust out laughing, the people who supervise the ride couldn’t contain themselves either. As soon as we both get in, we make our way down the ride, zooming down the tube. We get around one curve, my eyes bulge with fear as I feel my body lifting out of the inner tube. Towards the bottom my aunt starts screaming at the top 
of her lungs, “Danielle, we’re gonna fly out!” and once we got to the bottom, we became airborne. The water, cold and translucent, splashed about our faces, and we could feel ourselves slipping underneath the surface, my aunt sprawling around in the water to find the surface as I floated back up. I could hear laughter coming from above. My grandma and sister stood at the end cackling with no intention of stopping. My aunt Jenna made it to the surface before I did, so when I got up she started laughing and said “That wasn’t a good idea, why did you make me do that?” At the fire we rewatched the event on the Gopro, laughing about it until we decided to go to our tents. We slept to the sounds of tree branches cracking, the rain tapping on our tent roofs, the rocks skidding down the pavement, and the campfire crackling.

Danielle Pittenturf

SWINGSET FEVER
The cold stung my exposed forearms, wrapping around me like a blanket, pushing goosebumps to rise to the surface of my skin. I’m wearing an old,  faded jacket that scratches and pulls at my arms when I move. The wind whistling around my ears drowns out the hollars of the other third  graders on the playground.

My friend turns toward me and urges that we practice jumping off the swingset. I agree, and she tugs on my sleeve to pull me towards it. The mulch grinds under the soles of our shoes as we sprint over to the swingset. The swingset’s old, worn seats hung by creaking, rusty chains. The orange paint blotches across the metal frame holding the seats, itching to be repainted  next fall. The seat’s cold when I sit down, and my hands struggle to grasp  the chains without feeling like I’m throwing my hands in a freezer.
Kicking my feet to get myself started, I soon join my friend in a rhythm.  We swing higher and higher at the same pace. Eventually, we both launch ourselves off the swing. The feeling of adrenaline and the wind rushing past my face exhilarates me. My feet slam into the ground and I have to crouch in order to keep my balance, hearing the crunch of mulch beneath me. My friend lands beside me, a perfect landing on her toes, grinning ear to ear.

We laugh and spin around, rushing back towards the swings. They’re still in motion from when we’d jumped off, so we grab ahold of the seats to keep them still while we’re getting back on.

Kyleigh Buckley

ALEX GRUVER / Ink & Watercolor 

ALEX GRUVER / Ink & Watercolor 
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ALEX GRUVER / Ink & Watercolor 
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DiscordDiscord
An orchestra that can only be played in discord,
An orchestra that can only be played in discord,Commanded to be played no more,Commanded to be played no more,Deemed void of competence,Deemed void of competence,It was given no sentiments.It was given no sentiments.The reason behind my gratitude when you heard my plea,

The reason behind my gratitude when you heard my plea,And offered to share your song with me,And offered to share your song with me,Although I could never match your tone,Although I could never match your tone,
I must sing it on my own:I must sing it on my own:

When the luscious spring lets the chimes ring
When the luscious spring lets the chimes ringI will walk amongst the finer things.I will walk amongst the finer things.

Winter snow, like notes on the piccoloWinter snow, like notes on the piccoloWatch them as they dance to and fro.Watch them as they dance to and fro.
An autumn breeze strums the willow trees-An autumn breeze strums the willow trees-You’re my favorite kind of tease.You’re my favorite kind of tease.

Summer winds playing violins,Summer winds playing violins,Butterfly wings breaking silence.Butterfly wings breaking silence.
A moving earth forever in melodyA moving earth forever in melodySing the lyrics of your spell to me.Sing the lyrics of your spell to me.

You can never break the harmony.You can never break the harmony.As long as I’m alive, I’ll always be free.As long as I’m alive, I’ll always be free.
From now on, when I am mocked for my cacophony,
From now on, when I am mocked for my cacophony,I shall remember the gift that you offered.

I shall remember the gift that you offered.You split pieces of yourself just to give me some
You split pieces of yourself just to give me someThe lovely nature of your requiem.The lovely nature of your requiem.

Amir BensonAmir Benson
Love noteLove note

Describing your star powerDescribing your star power
Celestially captivating Celestially captivating 

Wish on a star for a signWish on a star for a sign
You’re so newYou’re so new
I feel your vibe I feel your vibe 
it’s contagiousit’s contagious

A force within my eyesA force within my eyes
Skin to skin and I feel a spark arise Skin to skin and I feel a spark arise 
Tidal Wave flow so soothingly calmTidal Wave flow so soothingly calm

Meadow sweet lemon balm Meadow sweet lemon balm 
I been watching you for a while and peeped your style I been watching you for a while and peeped your style 

Good looks- I’m already hookedGood looks- I’m already hooked
I hear you’re already booked, but I can wait as friendsI hear you’re already booked, but I can wait as friends

Because I don’t believe we were put together not to be together,
Because I don’t believe we were put together not to be together,

My Hibiscus Passion flower.My Hibiscus Passion flower.

Autumn Garrett-WeirAutumn Garrett-Weir
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All Watercolor Paintings on this spread by ABIGAIL LAWRENCE
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All Mixed Media Illustrations on this page by LYDIA HOBSON
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Courage of Stars
When I was a young boy grown 

Fantasy of flying home 
The world in the sky 

The beautiful sights that I’d never see 

But then I grew up too fast 
Younger days they’d never last 

But the world in the sky 
Those beautiful sights they waited for me 

And when I never felt more alone 
Sitting flat on my throne of stone 

I'd look up above and wonder where could I be 

And when all of the lights fade low 
Losing sight of all that I’ve known 

I’d count the stars from Venus and Mars that I could see 

The courage of stars 
Passed down in our arms 

The dust that once made the world that we know 
Will rise us up farther than we could fathom 

Our dreams aren’t just dreams as long as we have them 
Keep us at large 

This courage of stars 
Give us the strength that we need 

For they’ll always be waiting for me

Toby Groft

Growing up Young
My next-door neighbor, Dominic 
Parker, roughly three years older 
than me, picked me up, had me 
stand, and said, “No matter how bad 
of a shape you’re in, and no matter 
how much it hurts, when someone 
asks you if you are okay, you always 
say ‘Yes’. Then, you’ll learn to pick 
yourself up.” From that day forward, 
physical pain seemed irrelevant to 
me as it stood in the way of my goals 
of becoming the person I wanted to 
be. Toughness and resistance were 
my tools in my progression towards 
adulthood, and these fearful cries-the 
only obstructions in my path. 

Looking back, I never had second 
thoughts about what happened. I 
never questioned anything we did, 
because in the moment, it helped me 
heal and have fun. Every second I 
stopped crying and got over that pain 
became another second I could spend 
in the sun, having fun.

I became scarred in far too 
many places for me to count or 
to remember how each of them 
got there, but a select amount 
of those scars have significance 
to my life. 

I am an intricate book, and my scars 
are my stories. They may not be 
clear, or have an obvious meaning, 
but the stories that they became 
can cut as deep as the wounds that 
became them as well. And just like 
these scars, the memories I have 
because of them will not fade 
...not before I do.

Toby Groft
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All Artwork on this page by OWEN SMITH
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CHELSEA VALDEZ / Acrylic

Better This Way Once we got to the vet, my mother checked Sammy in and I took her 

out of her cat carrier, sat on the floor, and snuggled her close to 

me. Sobbing, I carried her back to the room where it would happen. 

The purple-painted room smelled fresh, and a fish tank bubbled in the 

corner of the room. My heart sank to my feet, as a rock to the bottom 

of a lake, when I saw the metal table where I would have to let her 

go. I gently placed her on the table, and for the next fifteen minutes, 

all four of us bawled, tears streaming from our eyes. When the time 

came, I removed her collar, kissed her on her fuzzy, little head, and 

assured her that everything would be just fine. The vet gave her a 

sedative, and we watched her drift off into a deep sleep. We all left 

the room before the vet gave her the second shot, which would take 

Sammy’s ninth life.Olivia Keefer

CHELSEA VALDEZ / Watercolor
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Mipha
The puppy was small, maybe 8 weeks 

old, with curly golden fur and 

green eyes. Her fluffy chest had a 

delicate splash of white, along with 

her two back paws. It looked like 

she wore socks, and I found that 

hilarious. Tiny, needle-sharp pearly 

white teeth gleamed with saliva 

in her mouth, contrasting against 

her bright pink tongue. She was just 

as excited as me in this wonderful 

moment, barking and panting at my 

mom as she longed to be set down.

Sighing loudly, my mom let the puppy 

onto the ground and she trotted 

along the carpet anxiously, sniffing 

the ground for anything unfamiliar 

that could pose as a danger to her. 

After she checked that everything 

was safe, she locked her green 

eyes with Pepper’s brown ones and 

lunged for her, sniffing her face 

and head rapidly as Pepper growled 

angrily. She did not like this new 

dog, much as a sibling is jealous 

All Paintings on this page by CHELSEA VALDEZ

when a new baby comes along. She had been 
an ‘only child’ for ten years, and now, she 
became the victim of a blonde furball licking 
her face and invading her precious privacy.

And then the dog, carsick from the two hour 
journey back up to my grandma’s house, 
vomited on the floor.  My parents groaned 
and rushed to clean up the nasty mess, but 
I didn’t mind. My mind raced as I clutched 
this new puppy close to me, and while she 
wriggled in my arms, I buried my face into her 
fur and was ready to take her home.

I sat in the backseat of the car, holding her 
in my arms. The smell of vomit and drool 
blasted throughout the heated car, rain 
pounding on the windows and doors as 
we drove quickly to get back home. As my 
thoughts were lulled to rest by the dark car 
and pounding rain, I felt my eyes close and 
Mipha snuggled up beside me. 
Cara Patton
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A FLICKERING HOPEOut the window I glance, searching, wondering if he will 
come back. Trying to feel reassured, I tell myself that he 
will. Yet as the hours pass, I watch as my mom, usually a very calm and lighthearted woman, paces throughout 
the house. Her face, like chiseled coal, tries to hide all emotions within. Heart pounding, I turn my back to the 
window with my arms crossed. “Please don’t do this, not 
again,” I whisper shakily.

“He’s not coming back,” my mom furiously mutters, staring out at his blank parking space. 
My heart drops into my stomach, blood rising to my head. So many feelings and emotions revolt inside of me, 
but I continue to remain solemn and visually empty of emotion. Defeated, I let out a long, exasperated sigh,  “I know.” 

Infuriated, my mother cries out in pure disbelief, yet also 
in deep hurt. For hours she shouts and rants in a fiery fury as I remain mentally blank, vigorously cleaning anything in sight.  Why am I so shocked and hurt, I ask myself; this has happened countless times.

I put my baby sister to bed, kissing her goodnight, 

hearing my mother’s cries of devastation echoing 

throughout the dark hallways. Devastation at how 

unfair the world is. Devastation at how this could 

happen to her. “I can never get a break,” she sobs, 

shaking all over like a leaf in the wind. I sit by her 

side, unsure of what to do or how to feel. I simply 

lay my hand on her shoulder, listening. She cries 

out powerlessly, throwing her phone aside, “He’s 

saying all kinds of terrible things.”

I nod in recognition and get up to wash the dishes 

and clean the dining room, remaining silent. The 

silence ringing in my ears soon drowns out by the 

rush of the sink water. Still so silent. 

Lifeless. No sounds of my mom singing aloud. No 

sounds of my step dad playing his football game.  

No sounds of my sisters playing. Silence like that  

of a graveyard.

I slightly turn my head to the dining room, half-

hoping to see my parents at the table, drinking 

their nightly coffee as they laugh at old stories 

from their years as young adults. There’s nothing. 

Pattering quietly to the door, I check to see if his 

truck, a beacon of hope, happens to be parked in 

its usual spot. To my great disappointment, his 

space remains as empty as the life in the house.

ANONYMOUS

All Mixed Media artwork on this spread by ANNIKA ZITTO
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HER 
LAST 

DRINK
I woke up, stretching, on a Monday morning in May just like any other. My sister and I, dragging our tired bodies downstairs, sat at the kitchen table for breakfast. My nana walked in and faced the two of us, “ok” she said. Her voice quiet like the morning breeze. She broke the news two young daughters never want to hear. Our mom, a complicated but loving woman,  took herself to the hospital the night before because she drank too much.Sitting at the kitchen table that Monday morning, staring at my yogurt, tears running down my 

face, I didn’t know what to say. My nana kept reassuring us that this would be the best thing for 
our mom. I didn’t want to listen to anyone, I didn’t want to go to school, I just wanted to stay in 

bed. Tears still streaming down my face, I went upstairs to get ready for school. I had no idea how 
I would be able to face people. I attempted to put makeup on, my eyes bloodshot from crying and 

my face red from the tears, soon I realized it was no use. I’ve never walked into school looking 
worse, but I didn’t care. All I cared about was my mom, imagining her sitting in the hospital that night, scared and alone like a lost cat. 

ANONYMOUS
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THANKS, 
UNIVERSE
The time had come, high school 
orientation at a brand new 
school, where I knew absolutely 
no one. I woke up that morning 
with a terrible feeling in my 
stomach, struck with the fear of 
the unknown. I rolled out of bed, 
trudging my way to the bathroom, 
to start getting ready for what 
was bound to be the most 
awkward hour of my life. 
I did my hair and makeup to the 
best of my ability, pulled on the 
outfit I had bought the day before, 
and walked downstairs to get a 
cup of coffee. 

I met my dad in the kitchen as he 
made breakfast for my brothers 
and I. I gulped down some coffee, 
warm and comforting, as he 
reassured me that everything 
would be just fine, but the 
butterflies in my stomach were 
telling me otherwise. Then, at 
last, the time came when we had 
to leave. Dragging my feet like 
heavy potato sacks, I made my 
way to the car, slouching into 
the passenger seat. I took a deep 
breath as we started driving to the 
school, trying to calm my nerves. 

Juliana Arnold 

MY DEFINING MOMENT
The feeling that ignites in my body when I move is unexplainable. The way that my arms rip through the air 
and my feet move in sync with the music just makes me feel .. alive. This is how I know dance is my passion. 
This is how I know my heart has chosen dance. I’ve aged fifteen years to become a dancer, deep down in 
my mushy insides, buried past my ribs, I know it. I am certain of my destiny. I am certain for my future. 

Jaelene Negron
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Here, but Gone 
On a Friday, dance picture day to be exact, I came home 
from school to a house full of my relatives and close friends.  
By this point my father was in hospice care, with a slim 
chance of getting through this tough battle once more. He 
had cancer, the horrific disease that infected his lungs, 
and later, more.  He slept in the living room, confined to a 
beige hospital bed,   reminding me of a sack of bones, weak, 
delicate, and feeble. It hurt me to see him like this, but it had 
become normal. I finished packing up my costumes, shoes, 
and makeup.  My mother couldn't leave him, so one of the 
other dance moms offered to give me a ride to the studio.  
Eagerly, I bolted  halfway out the door frame  before my 
mother grabbed my arm and jolted me back inside. 

“Go over and say goodbye.” my mother muttered in my ear.  
My feet dragged behind me like anchors on 
the bottom of the ocean. Leaning over the rail, I 
continued with my goodbyes.  

“It’s okay, you can go. We will be fine… I love you.”   
I whispered, choking on my tears.  My mouth forced out 
those words due to the fact that my mother had pulled 
them out of me. I never wanted to say goodbye, and at  
eight years old I didn’t think I had to.

Lea Coppola 

The Locket
I realized that it is okay to miss her and be sad. Some days 
I still open the box and hold my locket to see her and know 
that she is always there, but as I stand with the locket in my 
hand and the box lying open, I realize that I don’t need the 
locket to make myself think of my mom. All I need to think 
of my mother is the memories that I have of her. I realize 
that all I ever needed to remember my mother when things 
got rough were the stories she used to tell, faces she used to 
make, and words or phrases she used to say to my brother 
and I. I think about my mother, the once saintly woman 
to whom I looked up, and realized that the more you love 
someone, the bigger the hurt and heavier the weight is 
when they are no longer in your life. Now, looking back on 
that time, I realize that I know more now than I knew then.

Jaeda Kuhn
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the morning

Christopher Christopher 
MaganaMagana

GLADYS RODRIGUEZ / Wax
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KYLEE PRESTON / Digital Drawing

The Rocking 
Chair Routine
Two Easters ago, we held our family 

gathering at my grandparent’s 

house.  I looked at my little rocking 

chair, a reminder of past happiness 

with my grandmother, sitting 

alone in the corner of the room and 

decided I wanted to try it out again.  

My aunts and uncles made jokes 

about me being too large; however, 

I ignored the comments, picked 

the chair up, and set it down on the 

light-colored wood.  It seemed as if 

nothing had changed.  The seat, tight 

and woven, felt familiar; however, 

the feeling that arose as I sat in it 

was different.  I looked around and, 

although all of the same precious 

items still rested in the same place, 

the one person who truly made 

the routine special was missing.  I 

decided to wake up from my tiny, 

but doleful daydream and put the 

chair back, however as I attempted 

to stand, the chair came with me.  

Laughter flowed through  

the crowded room and I  
couldn’t help but laugh  
too.  Prying the chair off  
of me, I sat the chair back  

in the lonely corner.  On  
that day, yet another  
rocking chair memory  
was born.

Lily Moorhead   

Christopher Christopher 
MaganaMagana

KYLEE PRESTON / Digital Drawing
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Upperville 
Horse Show          

It’s 3:00 in the morning, the cold 

October morning smelled of rain 

and fresh cut grass, everything 

still dark and wet. I put on my 

britches and show shirt only to 

throw my pajamas back on over 

top. As I raced down the stairs, 

slipping on my stinky old muck 

boots to help pack the car. By the 

time we were on our way to the 

barn, the car overflowed with 

coolers, saddles and bridles. The 

whole car smelled like saddle 

soap and wet leather.

As we pull into the barn all 

the horses in the fields become 

ecstatic, pacing up and down the 

fence line, whinnying loudly. I 

slid the huge metal doors open to 

reveal a lit up barn, the smell 

of black coffee overflows the 

seams. I’m greeted by Mr. Mike 

saying, There ya are, Carlee! I 

thought you'd never get here.” 

Then, I went over to Paisley's 

stall to see that my horse, grey 

and beautiful, had a big ole’ 
spot of brown mushed into her 

side. I bring her into the wash 

stall to scrub her down with 

some showsheen, trying to get 

her brown stains out. After some 

elbow grease and LOTS of bubbles 

she glistened white.

Carlee LawrenceABBY DUVALL / Mixed Media

EMELY MORA-BAILON / Mixed Media
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Top It Off With 
A Peach
For the first seven years of my life, I 

lived with my aunt, my second mother, back 

in China.  Her house was in a small rural 

village where the first things you would 

see upon entrance were fields of crops 

and rolling meadows.  The air, sweet and 

soft, pressed against my skin and the 

night filled with crickets, chirping away 

in the field.  

On an abnormally hot autumn day when 

I was around five, I remember hiking a 

mountain with my aunt and her one friend.  

The hike , more like a treacherous walk, 

went to the childhood home where my mom, 

my aunt, and their 5 other siblings had 

grown. I can’t remember now why she had to  

visit her childhood home since the house, 

abandoned and overgrown, hadn’t seen 

anyone for many years.  Grass snagged and 

poked at my legs as I tried, to no prevail, 

to navigate my way up the mountain, 

trailing a few steps behind the two of 

them.  Moreover, the heat made 

my clothes stick to my skin and 

the palms of my hand damp with 

sweat.  I annoyingly expressed 

my displeasure to my aunt. 

Eventually, my aunt, thoroughly 

done with my winning, presented 

to me a peach, an admirable 

attempt to keep me silent, so 

big that it could barely fit in 

my tiny grasp. I ecstatically 

accepted her generous gift with 

a full grin on my face.  Needless 

to say, I consumed down the peach 

like a starving leech given 

blood. 

Anna Chen

MIA ALVAREZ / Paper Collage

NICHOLAS SHAW / Digital Collage
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Flying Home
Letting my mind wander once more to avoid making 
my parents any more upset, I recalled seeing my mother 
walk out of the house and down the driveway that 
practically went on for miles. She made it all the way 
to the end, crying the entire duration of her walk. I 
desperately wanted to follow her, but I also didn't want 
to look at her. I had so much anger towards her and at 
my father too. I felt trapped, with nobody to go to, and 
no desire to have fun. It became hard to play with the 
other kids because they didn't have to hear what I heard, 
see what I saw, and fear what I feared. 

Everything had indeed changed once we returned home. 
My parents stayed together; however, they weren’t the 
same loving couple that I had known before. They didn't 
get along like they used to and stayed too caught up 
in their own marital issues and fights to pay mind to 
who sat nearby listening. I had changed too, for 
I held onto that anger for a very long time, 
resulting in me ripping apart a sticky note 
my father left for my mother that read, "I 
love you." There still remains tension to this day, yet 
not nearly as intense. It's a dark stain always there to 
remind us what happened that night, denying us all the 
chance to fully move on and heal.

Anonymous
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Hurricane Maria
Hurricane Maria is considered a deadly 
hurricane because it was category five 
hurricane that devastated Dominica, the 
Virgins Islands, the United States, and Puerto 
Rico. Hurricane Maria was on September 
16, 2017. The geographical location caused 
Hurricane Maria to be more devastating than 
it would have been if it had affected another 
location. From the valleys that accelerated the 
winds to the mountains that bounced in the 
eye, causing the accumulation of water, it was 
a very difficult experience. It was very difficult 
to find water and canned food. My parents had 
to spend a lot of money when the hurricane 
approached Puerto Rico because the stores 
had expensive prices. When Hurricane Maria 
arrived in Puerto Rico the winds started at six 
in the morning. The winds were very strong; 
it rained so hard that our house flooded with 
water. Puerto Rico is still recovering. Never 
again will Puerto Rico be the same after the 
passage of Hurricane Maria.

Neishlian Marcial

Will the world wait for you to tread upon its secrets 

The dirt and wind the same as those who saw before 

A place shining, unchanging like a beacon 

Some place to call back to long past shores

The change of death creeps upon every tide 

What can be captured for the future to see? 

The wise are unwise and the past wants to hide 

The beacon wiped let go and set free

Will time have its way 
an inevitable end to sacred things?  
A farmer switching crops for better soil 

What can impact and have the people sing? 

People will survive and time will be its only foil

Why building beacons may be a direct way 

The better we build each other will long sway.

Colby Peterson

EL
LA

 S
W

EE
N

EY
 / 

G
ra

p
h

it
e 



M
IC

H
A

EL
 P

O
SN

ER
 / 

R
ed

u
ct

io
n

 P
ri

n
t

G
O

LI
N

A
 E

Q
U

IP
B

M
 / 

R
ed

u
ct

io
n

 P
ri

n
t

B
ET

H
A

N
Y

 R
O

M
ER

O
 / 

 R
ed

u
ct

io
n

 P
ri

n
t

LI
LL

YA
N

 B
O

W
U

N
 / 

R
ed

u
ct

io
n

 P
ri

n
t

A
B

B
I M

A
R

TI
N

 / 
R

ed
u

ct
io

n
 P

ri
n

t


