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Dear Addiction
By: Justin Blake

You act as if you are vines, growing to envelop people to take all they want and need. You
continue to grow until you wrap your thorny vines around their throats to strangle, in
order to take even their lives. The radiating rays of love try to make it through, yet you
block even them out to the point we no longer feel their warmth. It feels as if it's
impossible to rip your tightening grip away from us. Your seed is known as misery. When
it sprouts, growing rapidly, entrapping everyone involved. Parents are held in your maze
of vines. Children become riddled with scars as they desperately search for their once
loving parents. You attempt to grow into our eyes, so we can't see the damage that you do
to us. You are some kind of sickening beast that finds enjoyment in people's suffering,
such as when you ripped my mother from me when I was only 8, but you did damage even
before that. You transformed her metaphorical prison into a very literal one, as real as the
feelings of abandonment when I wasn't able to see her for years, with what felt like no
reason. You somehow manage to turn love into a thing that will only hurt us. You can turn
the most lovely, vital things into the most toxic poisons. You are a virus that is different for
each person, getting so entangled in our genes that it feels like you are part of us, and to
change is impossible. Even when we manage to rip the virus from our very DNA, you still
leave more scars than we can count. Such is the case with my mother. When your victims
can finally go back into the light, they feel so far gone that it seems pointless to try to live
without the false comfort of your vines, which they believe protect them from the realities
of the world. But we will stay strong and treat our wounds and become stronger from this.
Addiction, you’ve ruined so many lives.I see no purpose in your existence, and now I
believe that I’ve finally burned away your oppressive vines and purged you from my life.
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I Am All Right
By: Julia Childers

Heart pounding, tears pooling in my eyes, I walk towards the circular table, my head hung
low. A sob tears its way to my throat, my gut wrenching as I stifle my cry. I can see the
question in my friends’ eyes, but do not act upon it. I can feel his gaze burning holes in my
sweater, feel the searing heat of his stare. The boom! of my backpack slamming against the
table shakes me from my stupor, and I turn to my right, and walk towards the bathroom,
passing by a man I call uncle. I evade his gaze, turning my head so he will not see the
redness in my face, nor the traces of water traveling through the crevices of my face.
I am all right.
The scratchiness of the paper towels soothes me, planting my mind back on Earth, even
though his face pushes to the front of my mind. The paper towels are not successful in
their job. My hiccups sound in the hallway as I make my way outside, my shaking hands
reaching for the rectangular object I hold dear to my heart. As my fingers press onto the
screen, I do not realize what I am doing until my brother answers the phone. As he asks if I
am all right, another sob escapes from my mouth, and he immediately knows.
I am all right.
He distracts me with talk of school, how the crisp November air reminds him of our
childhood home. My mind reels with the color yellow. It was his favorite. I am brought
back to reality by the sound of my brother’s voice, worried, yet soft. We give our goodbyes,
the sting in my eyes keeping me grounded. I walk inside, my hands shaking softly. I do not
realize that I make it back to my table until faces cursed with worry swim before my eyes.
With a smile and a shake of my head, I convey my feelings, though I lie. My chest is laden
with the feeling of lava coursing through my heart, tearing at the muscle and leaving its
mark. For the first time in seventeen years, I can officially say my heart has been broken.
I am all right.
She notices, though. Her eyes a blazing fury, she threatens him with everything she has.
Ignoring my pleas of ceasing her words, she stands her ground, vowing to fiercely protect
me. She calms once she fully regards the state of my makeup, and rushes around the table,
her arms encircling me in an embrace full of warmth and love. For a second, my heart
begins the process of reparation, but once she lets go, it shatters, even worse than before.
I am all right.
The cheerleader looks on with concern, her eyes flashing like her sister’s, but with more
control. She chooses words of comfort unlike her sister, as she is more calm, albeit being
the younger sibling. She has not experienced this before, I can tell. Her eyes do not hold
the pain that mine will. She does not understand.
I am all right.
He chooses to distract me, handing me food I do not take. His brown orbs notice, but he
does not convey his thoughts. My mind flashes to the color yellow.
I am all right.
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The color yellow. The color of the sun, my favorite flower, and his favorite drink. It had
slowly started to become my favorite color. The color will always remind me of him, with
his smirking face tagged along next to it. My birthday will forever be branded with
thoughts of him, as he is exactly a year older than I. Will I ever enjoy the most important
day of my life thus far?
I am not all right.
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A Tale of Two Helixes
By: Eli Grasso

My gaze was fixed on the screen. I couldn’t take them off the steady, ever-flowing stream
of numbers flashing quickly across my field of vision. If I did, then I’d input a wrong value
and everything would to go blazes quickly, starting with me. Monday. The digital calendar
was mocking me, cruelly displaying the fact that it was only Monday. It was also only 12:00.
Everyone else was given a lunch break; I was practically alone in the office, the silence and
lack of people was a welcome thing to my calm mind, where my hunger was a discomfort
to my stomach. I was given no such privilege, being Non-Genetized.
Anyway, yes, I was given the dreadful status of “Non-Genetized,” which by
pronouncing the word, would bring chills to one’s spine, if it were used in their presence.
So I was about as focused as a man with a stomach bursting forth with protest could
muster. This was probably Data Spreadsheet 120. That is, for today. I could get to about
300 by the end of the day. Despite my—and I mean not to brag—great mathematical skills,
I would never get promoted. Lowly Data Processing was a stepping-stool type job for the
Genetized, “normal” people. After all, they’re designed to meet standards of perfection.
I could process a thousand spreadsheets a day; wouldn’t matter. The insufferable,
unpleasant woman who was my cubicle mate would get promoted before me, despite her
personal record of 57.95 spreadsheets per day on average. I would never leave this awful
cubicle, this uncooperative, bad-tempered computer, the condescending looks of my coworkers, and the tension, behind. I’m just not a preferred employee. You can guess why:
I’m not genetically altered. My genes are impure: Un-intentional with “wasted potential
for sameness” in my human genes. Yes, I’m very, very inferior, despite a higher IQ than my
co-workers.
I just don’t know what genetic manipulation does for people. I mean, they’re
perfect…ly average. At most. What’s so great about that? “You’re the same as everyone—no
one’s different!” Can no one realize the danger here? I mean, look, my skin might not be
gray like everyone else’s. My eyes aren’t sickly gray. My body isn’t perfectly 6’2, as all men
“should be.” My mind isn’t mentally averaged through gene reconstruction. I didn’t want
that! The government promoted the sameness of Genetization and, well, those who
refused…you know. Extreme social pressure will be exerted on those rogue few who do
not realize the benefits of Genetization on all, and the eradication of danger therein is the
truth of my existence. Social pressure.
Enough ranting, I have a point. I was filling out the number columns, the thousands
of calculations whizzing through my head as though I was not only vaguely aware that I
was not the computer upon which I typed. I sighed, paused, and went to the “NonGenetized” bathroom. I"m one of only a few; I'm lucky they still offer Non-Genetized
facilities at the office. Otherwise, I'd be fired for tainting the office with my genetic
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impurities. I came back, sipped my hot water, and went back to work. That’s when it
happened.
I was typing again, number after blasted number, when my keyboard got stuck on
the number 9 key. This second-rate computer and keyboard were what I’d had to make do
with, its dysfunctions were apparently suited to my own. Out of nowhere, and to my
horror, it kept filling the data stream with 999999999…and so forth. I pressed all manner of
keys, frantically tried to get the 9 key unstuck. The stubborn thing would not move, and in
accordance with my luck, the computer flashed this upon my screen:
ERROR
--Key input does not match
accepted values of normalcy
--Does not align with
calculations for spreadsheet
145/24 hour cycle!
--Identifying worker with
mistaken input…
--Calling managerial staff
to correct problems.
Frantically, I tried to close the message. How could such a stupid mistake call the
manager? Well, I knew: my worker mistake acceptancy settings were rigidly and
sadistically set to the highest levels. Any mistake would alert someone…someone with a
tendency to fire Non-Genetized workers. I heard the door to the Manager’s Suite open. Of
course. Who would come storming towards me but Assistant Manager Rick? Rick: the
“proud supporter of American sameness.” This would be fun.
With the conviction of an executioner, he laid upon me his sentencing of my actions:
guilty on all counts of laziness and irresponsibility clearly brought up out of my genetic
deviance. Deviance, with emphasis. He played the role of judge, jury, and prosecutor,
despite overwhelming evidence that my keyboard was the one displaying deviant behavior,
and he stormed off.
“This professional workplace is no place for you…you deviants! You dissidents! You…
abnormal, non-conforming, outstandingly wrong, inferior sickos,” he said with confidence
and conviction.
Of course, this was an act: clearly hypocrisy, but who would care? Somebody knew I would
screw up eventually, and when I did, it would be the chance to apply due "justified social
pressure." I wasn't particularly fazed by the display of stupidity; just aware of the certain
implications that would arise from angering Assistant Manager Rick, whose small mind
was afraid of my own intelligence, but as protected by his standardized genetics. Here it
comes.
The next day, when I inserted my punch-card into the shift reader I was greeted by a
council of peers, a group of my "fellow" ruffians and racists. They each held up a voting
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card with my name and two voting options: Keep and Fire. They gave me a hateful look,
one fixed with hard, cruel satisfaction.
Fire.
Fire.
Fire.
I had barely talked to these people, but I represented something they hated. They used a
minor screw-up as a way to fire me. Rick held up a bucket and a mop.
“Luckily, I have a job that fits your…genetic deviance…perfectly,” he grinned.
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A Shocking Death
By: Ella Kill

“BRING, BRING, BRING,” my mom’s phone rang.
“Hello,” she asked.
After a few minutes she comes in and says, “they’re taking Leah to the hospital, she’s
not breathing”. Courtney asked us to pray for her,” she continued. We sit down on her bed
and we prayed a good short prayer. I don’t think much about it, I just know she’ll be
alright. I go back and sit on the couch.
I’m playing on my phone when my mom’s phone rings again.
“Hello,” she answers. She let out a gasp. The tug of fear in my gut is throbbing.
After a moment of silence my mom comes to me, “Ella, they…they couldn’t save her”.
At this point I feel like I’m gonna throw up. My mom collapses onto her knees, she’s
sobbing. I can’t even register it. Leah? Dead? No way. She was like my second mom. I had
just eaten lunch with her yesterday! I know I should be crying. But the tears won’t come. I
stand up, step over my mom, and walk outside to the back. My dogs, not knowing the
tragedy, run outside happily. I call them up to me from my place on the porch. I reach my
sweaty hands out to touch one of my dogs, Jack. I can still hear my mom crying in the
other room. I know I should go comfort her, but I’m so awkward when it comes to that.
After a while, my mom calls me back in. I go back to my spot on the couch. I try to ignore
the churning in my stomach. I text my cousin Mia.
Me: Can I come over?
Mia: I think I’m coming to your house.
Me: Oh really? Why?
Mia: Idk
Me: Where are you?
Mia: Almost there.
Me: K. See you when you get here.
Mia: K
I turn off my phone. The familiar click is comforting. I open the front door. The
alarm beeps signalling the opening of the door. I go sit on the porch swing. I don’t get on
my phone. I just sit there. After a few minutes, my mimi’s car pulls up. She and my Aunt
Jana step out of the car. They both come up to me and give me a hug. I feel numb and
hollow. A numb throbbing feeling eating at my heart.
“She’s inside,” I say referring to my mom. They nod and quickly go inside. I sit back
down and a few minutes later Mia and her mom pull up. When they step out of the car, I
see that Mia’s eyes are red and puffy. I look at my Aunt Cheslea and make my eyes run
down my face like tears. Then I point inside, again, referring to my mom. She nods getting
my hint and goes inside. Mia, the ONE person who is here for me, comes and sits by me on
the porch swing.
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“My mom just told me in the car,” she says in a strained voice. I simply sit there and
nod my head. We sit there in an awkward silence for a while. I hear everyone inside asking
where we are. They’ve been so focused on my mom they forgot we were still out here.
“They’re outside,” my mimi says. They all come to the door and see us sitting on the
swing. They start chatting once more.
One of them says over them all, “They can stay here alone, and they’re old enough.”
My mom swiftly explains that they’re all gonna go to Cheslea’s. Emily and Judy, two of my
aunts, will meet them there. And me and Mia are to stay home alone. They quickly shoo us
into the house and grab their stuff.
“Bye!,” they all say.
“Bye!,” we respond. We go sit on the couch together. I hear my phone ding. I look and
see that Lily texted me.
Lily: Ella, please pray my mom is in the hospital she’s not breathing!!
“Oh God,” Mia says looking over my shoulder. “She doesn’t even know yet.”
Me: Ok, I will!
Lily: Thanks!!
I click my phone off again. “I can’t believe it,” Mia says.
“Yeah,” I respond. We sit there for what feels like an eternity. I feel like I’m gonna
throw up.
Our parents and aunts are gone for a while. Mia and I hang out and watch some
shows. I can’t stop thinking about Leah. Her own daughter doesn’t even know yet. I never
expected her to die before my parents. I mean they’re at least 5 or 6 years older! The door
opens and my mom comes back in. She slaps on some clothes and makeup and goes to the
hospital. My dad is on his way back too, but he works far away so he won’t be there for a
while. Mia goes back home with her mom, so I’m left alone in my quiet house.
When my mom and dad get back home later I’m just watching stuff on my phone.
I’m just sitting there, acting like nothing happened. Neither of them have asked me if I’m
okay. But it’s fine, I know they care. The middle of the day goes by in a blur. I mostly just
lay there on the couch all day. Finally I fall asleep in my parents bed, not thinking about
anything. I fall asleep not thinking about what tragedies and tears await me when I wake. I
just go to sleep, curled up on my parents’ bed. As soon as I lie down my muscles give out.
The exhaustion takes over my whole body. I don’t ever want to wake up.
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Unrealistic Reality
By: Ella Kill

Society mostly communicates on social media or behind a screen now. Like
Instagram, Facebook, Tik Tok, Twitter, Youtube, and I’m sure much more. Have you ever
noticed that the popular people are usually the prettiest/most handsome? They usually
have the most followers too. Today, I’m gonna show you the different ways society judges
and influences the way we think and the things we do.
First of all, go on any social media and find someone who is considered to be pretty.
Chances are they have at least one of the following: Big chest, flat stomach, tiny waist, or a
big butt. These are all things considered to be “hot”. Did you ever think about how girls get
these things? Some people are “lucky” and are just born with these things. But, a lot of
girls aren’t.
A lot of girls starve themselves, making them anorexic. A lot of girls throw their food
back up; That’s called bulimia. About 30 million Americans suffer from an eating disorder.
Every 62 minutes one person dies from an eating disorder. Can you imagine your loved
one dying because they wanted to impress you? Would you not blame yourself?
Men, you believe that you need something to “squeeze”. I can’t tell you how many times
I’ve seen a guy say “You’re so flat”, and instantly I can see every ounce of confidence drain
from her face, from her eyes. You can see how embarrassed and flustered she is. You can
see… the pain; the pain in the tears she is holding back. Why would you want to cause
someone that much pain? Don’t you want us to be flat? To be skinny? Think about what
you’re going to say before you say it. Please.
Guys really do have it hard as well. Guys on social media have to meet societies many
expectations to get any attention. Abs, big biceps, defined jawline, a tan, pearly whites, and
a bunch of other stupid things that will not help them later in life. Yeah, maybe you can
play “Fortnite” for a living. But do you know how good you have to be to get that job? I hate
to break it to you but you’re not that good. Guys are insulted by being called “gay”. But you
know what? What if that person was having conflicts about their sexuality. Then, they tell
themselves not to be that way because they think everyone will make fun of him. I mean, if
being called gay is an insult, being it must be worse. Don’t even tease about that. Don’t
make fun of other people in general. Just think about what might be going on.
Society says you need to be Barbie and Ken perfect. Perfect body, perfect face,
perfect everything. And don’t forget you needs lots of money, the most expensive brands,
and a castle for a house. But, these things really don’t matter. Someone could be the most
beautiful person in the world. But, they are rude; they don’t have a good personality. All
they have is their looks. Would you want to have a mother/father that doesn’t really love
them? They’re just a pretty face; that’s all they are. I don’t want someone like that to be the
father of my children. I want someone that will love me, and treat me and my children
with love.
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In 2016 there were 17.1 million people to get some sort of cosmetic or plastic surgery
in America. More than $16 billion was spent on cosmetic surgeries just in America. People
are getting surgeries to make themselves perfect to society’s standards. Perfect is an
unachievable thing. No one can be perfect. You can always strive to be perfect; but you will
never be perfect. People need to know that they do not need to be perfect. No one should
ask another to be perfect. All people should ask is that they just be themselves. Because
yourself is the most amazing thing.
Now that you have this information, what will you do with it? Yes, you can choose to
put it in the back of your mind or throw it all away. But, people are dying everyday because
the want to be accepted by society. All people ever want is to be accepted. But you
shouldn’t have to be someone you’re not to be accepted. Please, just accept people. No
matter their looks, their weight, they’re past, or the people they like. Things aren’t going to
get better if people like you don’t think about the things they say and how it hurts people.
Society needs to realize that their expectations are not okay; they will never be attained.
Don’t make people feel like they aren’t good enough just being themselves. And if you feel
like you aren’t good enough, remember - YOU ARE. Society needs to change. And
remember, you’re beautiful and keep on living.
Information from:
http://www.anad.org/
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Onstage
By: Aubrey Layton

I wait. I wait. My hands twist and squirm seemingly involuntarily - this, somehow, seems
to calm my buzzing nerves. A bead of sweat trickles down my neck; between the blinding
lights flooding the stage and the burning microphone precariously taped inside my layers
upon layers of costumes, the auditorium feels as if it is the desert, and I am the sole
stranded being with no escape from the burning sun. Suddenly, a cloak of darkness falls,
enveloping the crowd and silencing their amiable chatter. Music swells through the house,
the sweet melody both calming and exciting me further. My heart slams inside my chest,
and I allow myself a final reassuring breath. I smooth my costume. I gingerly touch my
perfect, freshly done curls. Then, a million fireworks explode in my chest, both from
nerves and excitement, as I take the stage. The brilliant glow of the spotlight finds me.
Overwhelming nerves wash away in a flood of pure joy, dedicated to putting on the best
show I am capable of delivering. My first notes soar from my lips - “Oh, what a beautiful
morning; oh, what a beautiful day” - echoing throughout the room, thanks to that burning
microphone tucked away. The show has officially begun, and I am finally calm. In the
spotlight, I find joy; in the stifling costume, I find comfort; in my fellow actors, I find
family. I no longer wait… I perform.
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Auroura, the Clover, and Me,
Demeter
By: Ethan Li

Life has taken a significant downfall after that Auroura came. Dude, you should’ve heard
the gods when she arrived at Olympus! I had to stuff my ears with corn, because being the
goddess of the harvest, I couldn’t find much else(mind you, it was very
uncomfortable[c’mon, try putting a 2-inch rod in your earhole!]). The reason for the
uproar is because she is beautiful beyond measure. She has warm, sparkling eyes, and her
skin and hair are softer than water. Zeus looked especially happy. This is because Auroura
is actually Zeus’ daughter! And her son has befriended my dear Persephone! Zeus made
Auroura goddess of good luck because he thought that good fortune brought her her looks.
She also has this sort of cloud over her head that makes everything warp and get all bent
and twisted if it gets more than two feet from the goddess. This prevents her from hiding.
It had been given to her by Zeus, saying “No goddess shall hide from fortune,” because
apparently, the cloud contains the entire capacity of good luck there is. Aphrodite later
told me that she kind of felt annoyed that Auroura was “taking away my physical vibe and
putting it on herself”. And I can’t blame her.
Later, I found out that Auroura had a hobby for making objects and making them bring
good fortune, and when one day she came up with a new object, decided to partner up
with Hephaestus, the god of smiths and fire, to help her make it, and together, they made
radiant penny coins, shiny as the sun and the color of bronze, and when they were made,
Auroura would cast her good luck spell on the pennies and scatter them around the Earth,
bringing with them the tradition of finding lucky pennies. That made even mortals admire
Auroura.
Once, a very bad argument between me and Auroura left me feeling bitter. Little did I
know that it would change my life: Persephone had grown quite attracted to Auroura’s
son, whom I had never met. Now, they were going out to play, and I saw the boy for the
first time: He was a hefty figure, with jet black hair and almost always wearing a helmet(I
do wonder how he keeps cool under it). He can run as fast as a buffalo, too. After I had
seed off Persephone, I went to my favorite spot to rest, a hilltop made of wheat. I slept for 2
hours, and still, they played on. Far away on the hill, waking up from a very heavy slumber,
I rubbed my bleary eyes and looked up just in time to see the son giving Persephone a
roundish something, like a piece of fruit. She ate it, but then a huge chasm opened up in
the ground and woosh! she fell in like a stone. The chasm then slammed shut with an
almighty BOOM! that I swear knocked over trees as far as Crete, and Persephone was
gone. I was shocked. I started to call her. I called and called for nearly three days and
nights. But, there was no response. So, I grieved. My sadness was like some thick eternal
noxious fluid, secreting into even Mt.Olympus and infecting everyone it touched, so that
everyone grew sad and did nothing more than stare into space and whack into each other.

15

In fact, I grieved so much, that every plant on Earth wilted and it got all cold. The mortals
now call it “winter”, in memory of my mortal sister, who used to control the seasons. I was
also angry that the son would dare give my daughter bad fruit. After thinking about what I
could do to save her, I suddenly had an idea.“Maybe Auroura can help me look for it, she is
the goddess of good fortune, and after all, it was her son who had given Persephone the
fruit.” So, I began searching for her. I searched and searched, and I was walking by a very
unusual fence, when everything began to bend as if they were being twisted by a giant
hand. It was only then that I knew that Auroura was somewhere near. And, as I stood in
shock, I saw distinctly, a flash of pure green. I also saw…I rubbed my eyes to make sure
they weren’t deceiving me. There was movement inside the green something! I decided
that I had to investigate. Stepping over the fence, I was faced with a jawdropping sight:
There, right in the middle of the sea of green, was Auroura!
After my long search was over, I saw then that she had a secret garden of 4-leaf
clovers which she had obtained from Hera(AURGH!!), explaining why there was so much
green, which she was chilling out in. Despite the fact that my head now felt like it was
filled with a million nuclear bombs because I was so furious thinking all the time “How
come her garden has survived my winter spell?”, I managed to keep my voice straight. “Do
you, by any chance, happen to know where my daughter Persephone is, when she was
playing with your son this afternoon?” Auroura responded, “I do know that the duo were
playing together, and that Persephone was given a fruit, but I do not know, however, what
happened to her, because I wasn’t there.” This did not help with my anger, and I felt just
about ready to asphyxiate her. Finally, it was too much. I wanted more than anything to
yell at Auroura, so to keep my emotions from going berserk, I decided to avert the subject
to the garden instead.
“My young friend,” I said. “What a lovely garden, my favorite plant is the 4-leaf clover,
I think this garden should belong to me.”
“Sorry, Demeter, I do not think so, for I have been given this garden by Hera herself,
queen of the gods and goddesses!”
“No one refuses mighty Demeter. I will take it by force if it is not mine right now,
whether you like it or not!”
Just then, Hera appeared by Auroura’s side and replied to me “Auroura speaks the
truth. The garden is a rare source of happiness for her, which she treasures greatly.
Taking it away will mean taking away her joy and serenity!” Believe me, that day, I got so
mad, some part of me changed. Now, whenever someone asks me a nosy question, instead
of saying “I don’t want to speak right now’, as I usually do, I find myself turning everyone
that annoyed me into ergot-infested rye. Whenever I saw Auroura’s son, I would, in a state
of near subconsciousness due to my rage, spit curses at him, and once, I even came to my
senses to find that I had just thrown my cornucopia at him(a cornucopia is a horn of
plenty). In the days following my dispute, I decided I had to teach Auroura a lesson, so I
waited until night fell, until I knew Auroura was asleep, and then went into her sleeping
chambers. And there, glowing so brightly that I had to shield my eyes, was a golden 4-leaf
clover, I repeat, A GOLDEN 4-LEAF CLOVER!(double AURGH!!) along with a peacefully
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sleeping Auroura. Her hair was fluttering as she breathed. Quickly and as stealthily as a
cat, I promptly swiped the 4-leaf clover, dashed up 35 floors, and lobbed it out of the
highest window on Mt. Olympus, where it made a very loud clatter when it hit the ground,
then returned to Auroura’s bedroom and sheltered behind her nightstand. I chose not to
run partly because I wanted to witness her reaction, partly because that is the sort of
goddess that I am.
When Auroura woke up, my fear of being spotted overcame me, so I carefully snuck out of
my hiding spot and crawled under the bed. Soon after, I could hear sniffling, then
moderate crying. Auroura’s extended hand, fumbling with the spot where the golden
clover had been, was wet with tears from her wiping her eyes, then, she got out of bed, still
crying, with her tears flooding the floor, and went out of the door. When I knew she was
gone, I crawled out and inspected Auroura’s quarters. Almost everything was decorated
with all the good-luck trinkets she’d crafted over the years. And, more surprising, her
tears were gold. I discovered this when I stepped on something wet and look at my foot
soles to find that they were gold. I thought that seeing her so melancholy would make me
happy. But it didn’t. The funny thing was that getting revenge on Auroura did not make me
feel the slightest bit better. The reason was that I had not found Persephone yet! I later
learned that the pomegranate was food of the dead, which was the reason that she had
disappeared into the ground. It had nothing to do with Auroura or her son, but the tussle
we had seriously damaged our friendship. There was something about the 4-leaf clover
that I did not know, however. Auroura had cast a spell on the golden clover, granting it
eternal good fortune. While the clover had lain there, the wind had blown the spell onto all
of the 4-leaf clovers growing on Earth. The spell had not been entirely shed off, for more
of it filled in the parts that had been blown away.
After Auroura found the golden clover, she punished me by making 4-leaf clovers the
rarest plant to find on Earth. And this is why finding a 4-leaf clover is a sign of good luck,
but are so hard to find.
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Popular Opinion
By: Anna Nava

We live in a democracy. We are fortunate to have been born in a society with a
freedom of speech. With freedom of speech comes new people from other countries. From
that comes the opinions from every corner of the earth. In our country popular opinion
overrules unpopular opinion. This is shown especially as a problem with our government.
In my english class this year, we had a group discussion on what makes a law just and
unjust. One particular girl brought up the question, “What determines if a law in our
political system is just? Is it the politicians or is it really the people”. My group went
deathly silent as we pondered over her question. None of us could answer because it would
seem as if both the people and the politicians. Itt seems as if the politicians change their
tune once elected, but minorities are lost in the political voting polls.
With our democracy - everyone should have a voice. Every couple of years we have a
duty to vote, to share our opinions on issues like abortion, legalization of marijuana,
teacher pay, and etc. From that we determine laws that would be put forth in our state and
federal government. With popular opinion some minority opinions may not every get
heard. But also popular opinions determine if our laws are just or unjust. If we could really
sit back and think about - popular opinion determining if laws are just or unjust - it would
result in realization that it is true.
We are shown from history that this may not be the best way to run our government
because minority opinions are suppressed and people are suppressed in our country. A
country that stands for things like everyone with opinions being able to be heard. This has
been prevalent all throughout our history. Probably most famously in in 1963 when Martin
Luther King Jr. wrote “As the weeks and months unfolded we realized that we were the
victims of a broken promise. The signs remained. As in so many experiences of the past,
we were confronted with blasted hopes, and the dark shadow of a deep disappointment
settled upon us” in his letter from Birmingham jail to the eight Alabama clergymen.
Popular opinion maybe the only way we have right now that is under the policies of
democracy but we could improve this. I believe a way of improvement is if we had a person
of each views from every party/minority (even though it would be many) as a part of our
government. This way we could eliminate most of the popular opinion ruling our
government. We each elect individual(s) from each party to speak of what we need and
want. This would be a major difference from our current government with a majority of
the red party in it. They would be able to compromise and still have theirs views and input
in laws created or on other issues.
On a smaller scale though, I can start to make a difference by being more involved in
school decisions and events. Or may I could even run in the next year to be part of the
student council. By doing this my school, Norman North, would have more viewpoints in
from a different type of person. I would be a minority running and that may encourage
more minorities to get involved. Having more input would lead to more opinion thus
coming closer to the elimination of majority rules.
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Apollo and the Nine Muses
By: Rachel Owens

Inspired by Marie Howe's "Magdalene-- The Seven Devils"

The first was the night moon.
The second–a celebration: the newborn sun met the horizon, and the earth yawned
beneath sheets of sandstone.
The third–tragedy.
The fourth–dialects, breaching borders.
The fifth was the way your fingertips glowed when you held them up to the light. Casting
the warmth of the torch from your lips to mine, like an arrow, we plucked the moon from
the sky’s belly.
The first was the voice which called out.
The second was the hand that wrote, afraid of capturing you,
because your nature was to never stay longer than the tide.
The third was how I prayed for you to rest: begging the seventh
to guide me in the absence of your day moon.
The fourth was that I could never read you,
because you were an instrument, and I
a coward to the bow.
The fifth was the turtle, whose shell was carved into the lyre.
The sixth–the sting between our soles and the sand. Our dance quaked Melos, pouring her
ash into the Aegean Sea.
The seventh–creation of the compass; eyes of heaven bridging the gap between men.
The eighth, holding us by stitches down our sides. You, holding me.
The first was your voice, distant and guiding. Setting sails towards Thrinacia, never
putting the wax in my ears.
No, the first was the question: “how long did it take for Apollo to raise the sun?” Three
days? One for music, two for logic, three for reason?
No, one for consciousness–yes, one for consciousness.
The second was glory and its poisonous taste before the touch.
The third was loss–but not of what was had, no. Loss of what was never meant to be had;
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the third was the birth of what could never be.
The fourth–left unspoken and cracked. Parched lips scaling walls, notes falling back into
the flute.
The fifth–sticking like sugar, bleeding from the pomegranate.
The fifth was a new moon; it dipped us in silver and layed us limestone.
The sixth was the aftermath. Our feet plunked the pavement, and the harp strung our
chords.
The seventh was what always pulled me toward the East, though I could never understand
why.
The eighth was how the sun felt setting over our temples. The cold pillars melting over the
magpies, reflecting the second.
Hymns–hymns were the ninth.
They were the breath you used to sing into my cheek. The way our eyes spoke softly
towards the sky. Softly…
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Black and White
By: Rebekah Peters

It’s widely known that opposites attract.
The universe connects their paths.
I think to keep the two on track,
We should begin our talk with black.
When creating black,
Start with something pure.
Cover it with the clouds of frustration,
Until you feel dark and unsure.
Now black isn’t all bad;
Don’t get me wrong.
The outside is a fallen bird.
The inside, a heartfelt song.
Next we’ll talk of white,
The cleanest of them all.
It makes things feel quite open,
While black feels tight and small.
White is like a swan;
It’s beauty, never fake.
Gliding so gracefully,
Across a crystal lake.
But white lies.
This much is true.
It can also mean danger,
Creeping out of the blue.
Though black and white are different,
There is a place they meet,
And if you wish to find it,
Open your heart, and take a peek.
It’s a happy place,
Between the two.
A warm, grey middle,
Where I meet you.
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So you see,
It’s a special pact
Between two unlikely friends.
Opposites do attract.
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Skinny

By: Nadia Rashid
She is ready to become beautiful
As she stretches
Waiting for her ribs to break through her skin
Like caterpillars emerging from their cocoons
Pushing past skin to bring to light
Films and membranes
Her sides thin where the bones stretch to release
Thin around where her ribs once sat
And her organs begin pulsating
As they prepare to clear way for her to be
Skinny.
Her lungs begin to deflate and flatten into
Soft veined films like computer circuit boards.
She is prepared to cut out the others
If they do not follow suit
Her heart beats faster as her intestines begin
Scratching their exit through her abdomen
Fat melts off her thighs and pools on the ground around her ankles
Her feet slip in it and it squishes
Between her toes
Like jello, that gelatinous dessert
Under a spoon
She raises the knife to her throat and begins to scrape off the fat
Under her chin
Careful to stretch her neck so she
Cuts around those cables and wires that keep her alive
Her bones erupt from her wrists breaking delicate skin and
Tearing through it like tissues
And her face begins to thin to reveal beautiful
Bone structure
She begins to vomit now and soon up comes
The whole stomach itself, still tethered to its umbilical cord, so she cuts it and
Back into her body the stray end slithers while the organ sits raw
On the counter
No longer bringing her belly fat
But she still feels heavy and so
She begins to shave off her skin the skin in parts
Where it’s heavy and thick
And so off go her toes
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Away go the knees, elbows
And she cuts out all those sinuous tissues connecting her arms and shoulders
Now she knows she is beautiful
So she begins to apply her makeup to her skull
Where skin once rested
The fat around her feet is topped with scraps of skin
And she kicks it aside now to climb onto the sink counter
Where she can see herself better through her bleeding eyes
The blood on her cheeks is a blush
Her unimpressive mouse-brown hair falls off her bare bones around her
She lets go
And as her eyeliner drips down into her exposed eye sockets and causes them to water
Staining the bright bone dark
She can see for the first time through her burned eyes
How beautiful she has become.
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Open and Closed Door
By: Jaden Robinson

My grandmother died the day after my mother’s birthday just as the sun was rising over
the horizon. I was asleep when it happened. She was a fifty-nine year old diabetic who
loathed the heat, a wife of forty years. Her name was Wendaleigh, but everyone called her
Wendy.
All parts of my body turned inwards and compressed until they could no more, and I was a
gasping, shriveled frame of a person. Death had never touched me this way: intimately,
personally.
I’m wearing pajamas as I sit in the back of our van on the way to my grandparents’ house
in silence, watching the countryside: bluebell skies and a sun framed in cauliflower clouds.
Their house is empty when we arrive. Boxes and pictures and bedding-- evidence of a
recent move-- are frozen in time when I enter. The house is a cool-toned cage. It feels like
the whole house took a deep breath with me and held it in, waiting for an indication to
exhale.
The memorial is filled with unfamiliar faces, unknown relations and family friends that
had come crawling from every ambiguous corner and nook. I suspect they came for the
free food.
“What’s your favorite Wendy story?”
“Oh, I never met her.”
The black sheep are on the sidewalk, too bitter to care about the gentle rain soaking our
clothes. My mom arrives an hour late, but I know right now not to ask questions. The taste
in my mouth is bitter and sour for the rest of the day.
It’s the next day and I am unchanged. The memorial gave no closure, but made things
startlingly real. There’s some sort of root inside me. Its thorns prick and stab me and I
know it goes deeper than her death.
I return to work; Fried chicken, coleslaw and academics take precedence over my silly
problems. I become a worker bee, buzzing along and creating honey without a thought. All
thoughts of her are hidden in the corners of my mind.
-
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We move in with my grandfather, but the room intended for me is full of boxes and tubs
and random belongings. I stay at the old house but visit often. I become an acrobat
suspended between two platforms with no net.
With a few words from my mom I fall.
The thick throw on the couch is my only friend. I pick at the fibers and hide in it, becoming
a monochrome mass. I stay home for three days and watch dust collect in silence.
I get more questions than answers, about my grandmother, grandfather, death, and
myself. What happens when I die? Will I be old and withered, prepared, surrounded by
loved ones? Or will I be young and startled, barely even aware of what is happening?
I’m 59 years old, have graying hair and wear glasses. I become my grandfather. My darlin’,
my doll, my Wendy has become ash and dust.
The root has a name now. It’s not sadness, or confusion, or despair. It’s mortality, and the
light of understanding that shines down, just a small beam, is enough to set the root
aflame and dissipate the thorns into smoke.
Death had been far away from me, something for others but not me. I knew of course, the
brittleness of our bones, the delicacy of our organs and veins under our skin, but knowing
and experiencing are two different things.
Teenagers. Are we right to live this way? As if each moment is our last? Or do we savor it,
like adding water to broth, each decision made to prolong the inevitable?
I would rather add a bouillon mix than water. I want to live intensely, fastly, passionately.
Gammy, thank you. Because of you I have been born again.
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A New Life
By: Asha Smith

A tiny, brown box, wrapped in sparkling gold. A forest of dark trees surrounded it. Snow
on the green pine needles floated to the ground around the box. It glowed, melting the
snow within a six-inch radius of it.
No one was around to witness the beauty of it opening up for the single time every year
deep in the forest, trapped in a swirl of snow to block it from view. No one was around to
claim the prize kept inside.
It doesn't matter. It doesn't matter. It doesn't matter. She repeated the words in her mind,
rocking back and forth in the quiet of her dark bedroom.
No one cares. No one cares. No one cares. The tears wouldn't fall.
She screamed out, jumping up from her spot in the corner to the other side of the room.
She didn't care if anyone raced into her room. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered.
She screamed again, wielding a pair of scissors for if anyone dared to check up on her.
It happened often, the tearless breakdowns. They've stopped checking up on her when she
screamed. No one could muster up the courage to do it. They wouldn't be able to do
anything. It just proved her theory that no one cared, that nothing mattered.
Maybe she should run away. Take her few possessions that could be of use to her. Point
herself in the direction of the forest expanding near her house. Winter was the perfect
time to do so. Falling snow could possibly cover her tracks, and if they couldn't, she'd be
long gone before anyone noticed she left.
Yanking open the closet in the dim room, she dug around for a bag she could use and a
coat. No, a coat would be useless. Who cared if it was twenty-two degrees outside? The
cold numbed her. It took her problems away for the time being. But then again, she didn’t
want to freeze completely. No matter how much life hated her, she didn’t want it to end.
Yet.
Her scissors and her phone were thrown into the tan, wrinkled canvas bag. It was the only
one that fit her needs. A grey hairbrush and a change of clothes were shoved at the bottom
of the bag.
The window was the best option for escape. She was averse to the door for it would draw
attention to her, and her family was in the front room. Led by the little light of the window,
she crept to the door and locked it. She pushed the almost empty bookcase in front of the
door for an extra barricade. She wouldn’t be coming back any time soon.
The window hadn’t been opened in many years, so it made a high-pitched, sharp,
unpleasant sound as she lifted it. She cursed as it shrieked, feeling as if she was going deaf.
A gust of ice cold wind flew into the room making her curse again and squeeze her eyes
shut. She glanced at the barricaded door, waiting for multiple beats for sounds of
movement in the rest of the house before pulling herself out the window and into the
snow. Her booted feet landed hard, causing her to stumble a few steps before regaining
her balance. She fell farther than she thought she would, even if it was only by a few

28

inches. There was no point in closing the window to a place she would never return to. It
was her parents' problem now.
The forest was right there. Right in front of her as she inched closer with every step. The
tall trees reaching for the sky, shivering in the cold as the snow landed on each and every
pine needle of their branches. Nothing blocked her path except the wide expanse of snow
in front of her.
Snowflakes sprinkled her dirty blonde hair, the wind blowing it across her face. She pulled
the brown coat she threw on tighter around herself. Shaking her shoulders out and tilting
her head to the side for a moment, she took the steps into the trees.
The world seemed to slow down, sound muting itself. It was as if she had stepped into
another dimension. She smiled for the first time in weeks.
Venturing further into the depths of the brown and green, she dug her phone out of the
canvas bag. Four missed calls from mom. She stuck the device into her coat pocket.
The sun was setting, giving the grey sky an orange tint. Light was becoming less, making
the dim forest even darker. She would travel through the night if she must. She needed a
new life away from reality. A life from everything she knew already.
It was almost pitch black in the forest now. The gusts of wind were weaker. There was less
snow falling around her. She didn’t bother covering her tracks. If they came looking for
her, then she’d deal with it then.
Her nose was red from the cold, her hands feeling like ice. She didn’t bother with earbuds
for music for the sounds coming from the trees was enough to keep her sane.
A light. A bright one. From within the trees in front of her. What was it? There were no
cabins in this forest that she knew of. There was nothing to make light in the forest.
Navigating the dark forest became easier as she moved towards the light. Branches
snapped and snow crunched under her feet. She picked up her pace, wanting to know
what the light was. She refused to use a flashlight to help her find her way. Her eyes were
stuck on the golden glow ahead of her.
A box. She was running to be met with a stupid box. It sat against a tree, glowing. A ring of
green grass surrounded it, but it was just a box.
She stamped her foot, screaming out in frustration. What was the point of a stupid, tiny,
glowing box? She stomped up to it, wanting to throw it far away in a rage.
Reaching a hand out to touch the box, she jerked her hand back, hissing. It was scorching
to the touch. Why was it hot? No tiny, brown box should ever be hot.
A large gust of wind knocked her to the ground. Snow was swirling in the air around her.
The only place she could go was closer to the warm box. At least she would get some heat
out of it.
The swirling snow kept building and building, creating a wall that trapped her with the
box. It was moving faster and faster. She wanted to run. She didn’t want to stay in this
weird place.
She screamed and screamed even though it wouldn’t help anything. Her hand landed on
the box by mistake as she was backing up to get away from the wall of snow. It wasn’t
warm to the touch anymore.
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It shook. She gasped, widening her brown eyes. It shook again, growing brighter. Almost
blinding. What was happening to it? She had been separated from her canvas bag when
she fell, and her phone was now dead.
The bow on the top of the box started untying itself. How? It was opening. Opening and
growing brighter. What was inside? A sharp ringing sounded. The snow swirl started
shrinking, making the space she had smaller. The ringing grew louder.
She picked up the shaking box, placing it in her lap as her space shrunk. She was
practically wrapping herself around the box. Why not continue opening it? She pulled the
gold ribbon off the box and took off the lid. She froze, gaping at what she saw inside the
box.
“What?” was all she uttered.
Then, it was silent. There was no snow swirl. There was no girl. There was no box.
Only a canvas bag was thrown out into the snow.
“Every year around Christmas, this tiny box waited for someone to claim it. Waited for
someone to open it and see what was kept inside. No one knows what happened to the girl
or the box, but neither was seen again.” A woman with brown eyes and dirty blonde hair
set a child on the floor.
“Is that all? There has to be more, mommy! What happened to the girl?” The child asked.
“No one knows.” The woman left the child on the floor as she went into the next room
over.
She opened a drawer, pulling out a small, brown box wrapped in gold. Glancing over her
shoulder to make sure no one was watching, she opened the box for the single time each
year.
“She was given the best Christmas present she could have ever wanted,” she muttered to
herself.
“What’s that, mommy? What did she get?” The woman didn’t notice the child appear next
to her.
She knelt down in front of him, holding the open box between them.
“It’s empty, mommy. Why is it empty? What did she get?”
The woman looked up at the child, meeting his eyes and smiling.
“She received the best gift ever. The chance to start over. To have a new life.”
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The Music of Buttons
By: Izzy Sullivan

You may be able to remember those baby toys, the ones with colorful buttons and
keys. Some resemble animals, others shapes, some had speakers or flashing lights, or the
ones with little knobs that go “click,” when you press them. My dad had a lot of fascinating
things with buttons, his old flip phone, his work shirt that I tore the pocket off of, but my
favorite were the buttons that made music. I can remember the feeling of pure joy as I
clumsily used an original Wii guitar, playing the easiest song on Guitar Hero. As I grew
more capable, I tried other things with new buttons, piano keys, guitar frets, and violin
strings. When I was little, my uncle Adam would come over and my family would play
incredible music. I would sit on the couch in awe as they strummed melodies I learned by
heart. Sometimes I would get on vocals or drums, once and awhile I would even play one of
the guitars (my dad held it of course). I grew older, I could hold my own bass, I could keep
my own instruments and learn my own music. I’ve met an amazing group of people and we
are planning our own band, but my dad was always there. In every chord I knew and every
string I played, because he was the one that introduced me to this indescribable art.
I have scattered memories regarding music. My dad exposed me to it at such a young
age. I can’t pinpoint when my love for music started, though I can still remember, as a
baby, my dad dancing me to sleep while The Beatles “She’s Dressed In Black,” calmed my
cries. Three years ago, in fifth grade, a group of middle school orchestra instructors came
to Roosevelt elementary to show the eager eleven-year-olds a few instruments. I
remember sitting in the swarm of kids peeking over the tops of at least sixty heads. They
played a beautiful piece of music and then asked for volunteers. My hand shot up like
Hermione Granger. After what seemed like a suspenseful eternity they chose me…..They
chose me! I felt numb as I walked to the front. One of the orchestra teachers walked me to
the hallway and carefully handed me a violin. I ran my hands down the smooth wooden
sides and stared in wonder at the strings. “So here’s what you’ll do,” She placed the violin
on my shoulder and my hand on the strings. She shows me each fingering and I engraved
each one into my memory as if my life depended on it. Then, I walked out in front of my
entire grade and played “Twinkle Twinkle Little Star.” It probably sounded scratchy and
off tune, but I felt like a star. I stood in the library as my schoolmates applauded. For the
first time in months, I felt connected to them, like I was seen as a person. No lowering
glances or snickers, no “Hey, it’s the freakshow again,” or “You’ll never fit in,” just honest
admiration from people I wish knew me better. Their claps thundered in my ears and a
feeling of light filled the dark pit in my stomach like a flame lit inside me. Music has
power. It shapes the thoughts and feelings of our world. Melodies carrying our burdens
wash away everything we’re too scared to say. It connects stranger and stranger, as they
dance to a heavy bass line on a dream-like night. Music fills space and covers time. A song
can hold a million memories and meanings. Or become an unspoken message. One of love,
fear, hope, courage, frustration, will and way.
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Music fills the empty spaces in our lives, so when I felt down, I played chords on my uke
until the feelings left me like the soft fade of a final strum. As life gets busier, we should
stop to smell the flowers, sure, but we also forget to stop and listen. Life is a song, you
push the buttons, you play the music. And I sit here, my thoughts dancing to the tap of the
keys, and I see the music in everything. So next time you hear someone hum a tune, next
time a previously meaningless song plays in the neighborhood supermarket, next time you
tap your pen to a silent beat, dance. Dance, sing, hum, or just smile, because the world is
full of music.
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Cappuccino Sunset
By: Leigha Vanorsdol

Fall in love beneath a cappuccino sunset
Where the clouds swirl like the milk and froth.
Meet your one beneath the setting sun
Fall in love beneath a cappuccino sunset
Reds and blues cover the sand
Its where we stand hand in hand
The ocean sings us a song
It sings of the setting sun
Falling in love beneath a toffee colored sunset
Where the sun is nearly gone
Meet me there beneath a cappuccino sunset
Falling in love as nightfall comes
When the stars settle in
My singing heart will then begin
It sings of only one
It sings of you, my rising sun
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Destructive Beauty
By: Leigha Vanorsdol

This morning I dressed myself in my school’s uniform, packed an extra set of clothes
among my film kit, and told my mom that I would see her after school.
“Bye, Macaylah!”
“See ya later, Mikey!” No one else in my family but my dad actually called me Mikey. I
preferred the name and even my teachers respected that.
Nerves stopped me from hugging them goodbye before I bolted out the door. I continued
on my usual path to school down a couple blocks to the right on the neat sidewalk before I
turn around through my grandmother’s backyard. She lived just two blocks from our
house and would not wake up until ten.
I continued that direction, passing identically trimmed green lawns and white two story
houses. Joggers and dog walkers.
I lied about school. Fall Break started today and my brain could not handle more stress
and so I used today as a mental health day. A day to use my new camera and the new set of
film. Abandoned buildings, vandalized bridges, torn roads that I swear came straight from
my minds eye.
After about thirty minutes of travel I finally left the typical “privileged” housing and
entered a realm of trailers and rotting wood. A dog barked behind me and I jumped. A
deep throaty laugh vibrated the air, coming from an old black man sitting in front of his
house.
“Don’t fear what’s not directly affecting you, child. Only be afraid of what’s blocking
your path, for not being able to move on is the one thing that kills us all.” I realized the old
man’s eyes dulled from grey cataracts, but still somewhat shone bright with wisdom.
He chose the sagging wooden stairs for his perch, keeping his black cane at his side.
The white paint of the house behind him showed signs of old age. Stripped and rotting, it
frames his time on this earth.
“Would you mind if I take a picture of you, sir? I enjoy photography and you would
make a lovely image.”
“I ain’t got a reason why not.” He adjusted his worn denim jacket and spit out a
lump of tobacco he stored in between his cheeks.
I took out my camera and refilled the film cartridge. “3-2-1,” the flash made his skin
glow almost as if he came as an angel in disguise.
“Am I ugly?” I chuckled at his question.
“No, sir. Thank you.”
I left and continued to look towards more worth immortalizing in a frame of a second.
Another thirty minutes later I reached a convenience store. The asphalt shone from
a rainbow sheet of oil and other unidentified liquids. Graffiti covers its outer walls. The
red and blue bubble letters read “Art is its own world, and it consumes us all”. I thought it

34

dark but beautiful and I agreed completely.
Only one car parked in the parking lot at the time and I stepped in to find it
belonged to a brunette cashier in her mid-thirties. She snickered at her phone.
“Hello.” I greeted. “Where could I find the restrooms?”
“Just behind that door.”
I looked behind the snacks aisle and saw a coed, single stall bathroom. The walls
within crawled with names, curse words, and desperate random scratching that must
cover couple names that ended tragically.
I closed the door, grimaced as my hand grazed a random sticky place on the wood.
Opening my black backpack, I pulled out my skinny jeans, black shirt, and maroon hoodie.
Clothes changed and hands washed, I wished the cashier a nice day. She waved and
hollered, “Enjoy the air’s aesthetic.” Which I thought strange but understood.The day felt
heavy of that feeling that comes before a rain.
I left the parking lot, keeping my brisk pace so I could find some beauty before I
turned back. The time on my phone read, “9:54”.
“Wonderful.” I announced to myself, scoping the landscape for potential photos. Me
a cartographer surveying from a mountaintop, my camera my parchment and inc.
A sign for a missing child blew in the breeze, hanging on to the old telephone pole with a
single piece of tape.
“REWARD
If you know where this boy is please call 202-555-0143
Hair color:Brown
Eye color: Blue
Ethnicity: Caucasian
Height: 5’9”
Age: 18
Last seen wearing jeans and an AC/DC tee shirt. Answers to the name Alex Vine”
The boy in the picture looked pretty average except for his bright eyes. “I would
probably befriend him in another world.” I shook my head and continued on my path.
I lost track of time when I made it to the alleyway. Covered beginning to end with
graffiti. Heaven for me.
My camera flash illuminated the colorful artwork before me. Not even the garbage
littering the edge of the way dulled the beauty I see in this place.
I beheld a door that I mistook for reality until I saw the white paint surrounding it,
making it appear as though a whole other world resides behind it.
After I captured it in film, a force summoned me towards the faux door. I took a
step forward and anxiety began to course through my veins. You know that feeling when
you drive onto the highway while rain pours outside and your car happens to be water
skis? That sensation fits what I felt.

35

Even though that feeling waved a clear a red flag I still wanted to touch the door. Test its
realness. See where this mysterious door lead.
Another step and wave of highway dread later I stood directly in front of it. A breeze
seemed to come from behind. I could not decide whether it a cooled me or a warmed me,
it felt of when floating underwater and a wave runs into you.
I brought my hand to the white space behind the door and felt empty space. Without
thinking I pushed my hand through andLight. Where is the light?
I opened my eyes in a different world. Colors surrounded me, making my headache
rage on like an elephant chased by a lion.
My vision cleared and I screamed until my throat grew hoarse. The beautiful spray
painted art surrounded me, and not metaphorically this time.
The wondrous creatures I saw all day around the city lumbered around. Moving in
strange ways that seemed impossible. Grotesque bodies warped out of understanding
frailed about, gaining purchase on invisible black ground. Words framed in the black
world, creating walls and buildings with their bubbly creativity.
One of the creatures heard me and turned in my direction with unnerving speed. It
began to advance towards me in a way that seemed impossible with its awkward
movements. Fear held me in place until it stood only yards away and I saw the small details
in its hastily thrown together body.
Red and yellow clothed this humanoid being. Its skin appeared to melt off its bones
and fuse with the world, leaving bits of itself here and there. It seems to not notice as it
kept running. Holes sat where eyes should be which made me pray that it depended on
noise to see.
I dove for a bubble letter wall and threw a piece of letter that thankfully came free
fairly easily. Just as hoped for, the creature turned and ran towards the thrown colorful
brick.
I die today. I could not bear the thought but it would not stop either. I wanted to dream
this world rather than live it but I knew this to be real. It all seemed too crisp.
Finally my heart rate calmed down and my breath came again. I wanted a drink of
water and regretted not buying one from the convenience store I stopped at earlier. I
could not allow myself to show any more vulnerability and so I got up and kept moving.
Before I took a step I checked my phone, the time reads “9:54”. Impossible...
I turned right towards the mysterious. An animated paper fluttered from a telephone pole
covered with names and I imagined “Alex Vine” on the poster, and then I imagined my own
name.
After a while I came up to some familiar words forming a wall. “Art is its own world, and it
consumes us all”. Upon closer inspection the words differed slightly. “This is art’s world,
and it has consumed us all.” I shuddered at the darker version.
A single tear slid down my face as I thought about how much I missed normal interactions
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with people such as the one with the brunette cashier. I forgot to ask her name.
The rainbow effect over the asphalt melted together here, as did all the other parts of this
world. The sky would not even grant me familiarity, even it changed for this place.
Without looking back I continued on my way. Some part of me wanted to see what this
warped dimension stored for my house. The other part of me felt appalled with the
former.
My feet pushed against a pitch black sidewalk, the occasional paint insect crawling past
taking me further and further from my world.
After maybe thirty minutes of feet ache I found another familiar landmark. The old man’s
house sat in the middle of the path and I sighed in gratitude for a place with a door.
Hoping for water, I stepped up the stairs to knock on the door. The man who opened it
came straight out of a horror movie.
What I once thought a sweet old man now seemed terrifying. His warm wrinkles now
stretched beyond comprehension, cataract covered eyes now blood shot and off centered.
The old man gave me some advice that ran through my head at the time. “Only be afraid of
what’s blocking your path, for not being able to move on is the one thing that kills us all.”
The not-the-old-man smiled a wicked smile. “Come in”. He never spoke it, I thought it. Or
rather he spoke it to my thoughts, or he thought it in my head. He somehow used my head
to project those words.
I tried to look behind him to see what lay beyond but I could only see the glow coming
from the monster before me. It no longer seemed heavenly, but rather demonic.
“What is it? Do I look ugly?” The smile on the man’s face grew and cracked down the
center. Black paint oozed from the wounds causing me to stumble backwards.
“Am I hideous?” More cracks appeared from his smile, the black now running freely down
his face. Not knowing what to reply, I stuttered,
“N-n-no, sir.”
I tripped and fell from the steps, not realizing that I backed away more. I sat up and ran off
now that I would not be turning my back to the evil man. Dog barks follow me in my head
as I run as fast as possible.
My pulse pounds, even by the time I make it to the nice part of town.
To humor myself I check the time. “9:54”. “Figures.” I mutter. The hand that holds my
phone looks a little off. I put my phone back in my pocket and look at it closer.
Where it once appeared as pale flesh now swirls with blues and purples. I take a deep
breath and lightly touch my hand.
It feels so cold.
I hear a scurry from behind me and it reminds me to keep moving. Idling means death
here.
My house lies only two blocks away. Two infinite blocks away. I pull myself back up to my
feet and tell myself, “Just one more step then I stop.” I whisper that for every shuffle, trip,
and lurch.
A yard into my march I finally trip and fall to the ground, blacking out, leaving behind the
colorful hell.
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