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Message from  
the Editors

We would like to thank all the students who submitted 
their work to Threads this year. We received many 
quality submissions, and we continue to read with 
pleasure the enthusiasm and creativity each submission 
presents. Of course, all pieces have merit, and we would 
like to publish everything submitted, but the limitations 
of space will simply not allow it.

It is important to note that Threads UHÁHFWV�ZRUNV�WKDW�DUH�
not necessarily perfect in their format and composition, 
but exhibit insight, creativity, social awareness, and a 
XQLTXH�SHUVSHFWLYH��7KHVH�ZRUNV³RI�SRHWU\��ÀFWLRQ��
QRQÀFWLRQ��DQG�YLVXDO�DUW�³�UHÁHFW�WKH�UDQJH�RI�
experience, culture, and imagination of the Hudson 
Valley Community College student. The editors relish 
the opportunity to travel and explore the territory each 
new issue stakes out.

Every year we are extremely pleased to highlight the 
exceptional work of the students at Hudson Valley 
Community College. Please plan your submission for 
next year.

Please submit your work to Threads electronically.  
Visit us at http://clubs.hvcc.edu/threads for more 
information.
 
Happy reading!

– Threads editors

iii
* Threads Art Award Winner   ** Dr. Maria Palmara Award for Fiction  
*** Threads Writing Award Winner

Contents
* Image by Jeanine Mahoney, Polka Rainbows ............. Front and Back Cover 
*** Anna Clement, Mask Up  .......................................................................... 1
*** Anne Moon, The Handshake I’ll Never Forget .......................................... 2
** Mary Murphy, Veins  .................................................................................. 5 
*** Samara Butler, Sweet Dreams to a Terrible Nightmare ............................. 6 
*** Mackensie Jack, Lasagna? ......................................................................... 8 
Melissa Fritsch, The Junkie That Stole Christmas  ........................................ 10 
Melissa Fritsch, The Moment of Clarity......................................................... 11 
Alexandra Thomson, Alone, Together  ...........................................................14
Anna Clement, Fairy Dust Fades ....................................................................16
Anne Moon, A World in Four Walls .............................................................. 17 
Praniva Pradhan, Gemini ............................................................................... 20
Shawn Watts, All the Colors of My Rainbow ................................................. 22
Image by Moriah Sherry, Spirtual Cleanse ................................................... 26 
Image by Moriah Sherry, Good Vibrations ................................................... 27
Image by Moriah Sherry, Beyond Death ....................................................... 28
Image by Megan Hale, Trouble ..................................................................... 29
Image by Jahkeal Johnson, The Beauty of Nature ........................................ 30
Image by Mohammad Shaikh, The Sky ....................................................... 31
Jessica Harrison, Mais yeah– ......................................................................... 32
Zach Phillips, My Rock ................................................................................... 33
Leith Miller-Kramer, My Skeletons ............................................................... 35
Sierra Hipwell, Caitlin Doughty: Reaper for the People ................................ 38 
Teresa Goyette, Ode to The Alcoholic ............................................................ 41 
Martin Martin, Echo ....................................................................................... 42
Maxine Sarfo, Inside Apartment Number 228 ............................................... 45 
Jazmin Galloway, Misunderstood .................................................................. 47
Omokhele Itebe, My Hometown: A Place to Remember ............................... 49 
Donal O’Flynn, College Started: After Gwendalyn Brooks ............................ 51 
Morgan Torossian, Playland from the Past ................................................... 52
Megan Hale, The Lakeside .............................................................................. 54
Astrid Fuentes-Dimas, Serene Escape ........................................................... 56 
Lomie Blum, The Jaded Living Room ............................................................. 57 
Nigeriah Jenkins, Excerpt from Rastrasz’s Choice ........................................ 59
Hailey Lupian, We wasted our whole lives for you ........................................ 61
Sophia Lenigk, The Yellow Monster .............................................................. 63



1

Mask Up
Anna Clement

I used to be afraid of staring eyes
Vortexes in my treacherous social journey
 
I used to fear the steel-like beam
That results from eyes connecting
 
Feeling vulnerable yet linked
Deep dark pupils drilling to my core
 
I used to rely on grins and dimples
4XLUN\�H[SUHVVLRQV�WR�UHÁHFW�P\�RZQ�GLVFRPIRUW
 
Eyes intimidated me
Absorbing everything in their path
Like blackholes in the solar system of my universe
 
Observations stolen
I do it, too
Form an opinion without knowing you
 
Exist as the person
I am
<HW�WUDQVÀ[HG�LQ�D�GLͿHUHQW�OLJKW
Stuck as the sole impression
Made from ocular plight

I used to be afraid of staring eyes
And the anxiety they’d spur
But now I feel for staring eyes
Curious of each expression
Because staring eyes are all we have
7R�PDNH�D�ÀUVW�LPSUHVVLRQ
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The Handshake I’ll Never Forget
Anne Moon

In 1989, I was nine years old, part of a “gifted and talented” program 
meeting weekly at a school across town.  One February day, there was 
an announcement: “There’s a special guest coming to speak at the King 
Dome next week, and we’ve been invited to hear her.”  The gravity of 
this was lost on many of us, as we did not immediately recognize the 
name or know the history, but we were all thrilled; no child our age 
GLGQ·W�JHW�H[FLWHG�DERXW�D�ÀHOG�WULS���

When I presented my permission slip to my mother, her eyes widened in 
amazement, and she all but vibrated in excitement.  “Oh my god, she’s 
coming here?!  You’ll get to see her?!  This is a once-in-a-lifetime thing, 
kiddo!”  

7KH�VLJQLÀFDQFH�EHJDQ�WR�VHHS�LQWR�P\�MXYHQLOH�PLQG��DQG�RYHU�WKH�QH[W�
few days, the name echoed everywhere I turned. The following week, as 
my siblings and I prepared for school, my mother startled us all as she 
informed my elder brother that he was not going to school. 
He stopped in his tracks as he readied himself for the day, stunned by 
her pronouncement, but she continued, gesturing at me, “No, you’re 
going with us.” 
 
I was even more confused than he had been, but it soon became evident 
I was not going to be meeting up with my program.  Instead, my family 
ZRXOG�EH�DFFRPSDQ\LQJ�PH��,�UHDOL]HG��DV�ZH�GURSSHG�P\�OLWWOH�VLVWHU�RͿ�
at school and, along with my three-year-old brother Benjamin, headed to 
the King Dome.  In the bleacher-like seats of the giant arena, we found 
space in the general vicinity of but not with my program.

Someone came out onto the stage to introduce the guest of honor, and 
P\�\RXQJ�PLQG�WXQHG�RXW��,�ÀGGOHG�ZLWK�WKLQJV�LQ�P\�SRFNHW��SXOOHG�DW�
WKUHDGV��SRNHG�P\�EURWKHUV���,�KDG�EHHQ�VR�H[FLWHG�WR�JR�RQ�D�ÀHOG�WULS��
to hear this speaker, but it started out so boring.  My young attention 
ÁDJJHG��HYHQ�ZKHQ�WKH�SUHVHQWHU�OHIW�WKH�VWDJH�DQG�D�ZL]HQHG�EODFN�
woman, barely bigger than myself and seeming positively ancient, was 
wheeled out, lap covered in a quilt with colors as muted as herself.

I would love to say that what she said was powerful and moving, that I 
did not forget a single word; that my life was forever changed by what 
she imparted; that I would hold to the ideals she espoused forever.  I’d 
love to say that…but it would be completely untrue.  I cannot recall a 
single word she said, no matter how much I want.  Not how she was 
introduced, nor her story of what happened that fateful night, nor 
how the bus driver made her feel, nor any of the things that happened 
immediately after the arrest or how Dr. King contacted her, nor anything 
about her activism in the decades since.  

$W�QLQH��WKH�VLJQLÀFDQFH�RI�ZKDW�,�ZDV�KHDULQJ�ZDV�ZDVWHG��,�ÀGJHWHG�
DQG�ÀGGOHG�LQVWHDG�RI�SD\LQJ�DWWHQWLRQ�DQG�DEVRUELQJ�WKH�ZHLJKW\�
lessons being imparted.  At least, with the lens of three decades, I 
imagine they were weighty lessons.

$IWHU�0UV��3DUNV�ÀQLVKHG�VSHDNLQJ��DV�HYHU\RQH�ÀOHG�RXW��P\�PRWKHU�
made note of something; the Girl Scouts, who had sponsored her visit 
there, would be able to meet her and shake her hand.  Somehow, my 
PRWKHU�QDYLJDWHG�XV�LQWR�WKH�OLQH�ZLWK�WKH�6FRXWV��,�WKLQN�VKH�MXVWLÀHG�
it as I had been a Brownie), and as it moved forward, I saw Rosa clearly: 
her wheelchair seeming somehow, to my young self, like a dais, her 
VSHFWDFOHV�DV�ELJ�DV�KHU�IDFH��KHU�VQRZ\�KDLU�D�FORXG�RI�VWHHO�ÁXͿ�DWRS�KHU�
head.  My earlier impression of her as ancient was only reinforced.

But when I reached her to shake her hand, it was not frailty I felt; there 
was an iron to her grip, even at 76 years old.  It was the same strength 
that had held her in her seat all those years ago, that had sustained her in 
the jail cell, and that had carried her through the attacks against her in 
the ensuing months and years.  She was old, yes, but she was still strong. 
                              
When Benjamin, my sweet baby brother, stepped forward, reaching 
KLV�WLQ\�FRͿHH�FRORUHG�KDQG�XS�WR�VKDNH�KHUV��VKH�LQVWHDG�FRPPDQGHG��
“Come up here and sit on Grandma’s lap,” as she pulled him up to 
embrace him, his chocolate curls tangling for a moment with her steel 
ones, his smooth brown cheek against her lined one. 

I could barely believe it, my brother in this amazing woman’s lap.  It 
was almost impossible not to love Benjamin, with his riotous curls and 
huge brown eyes, but at the same time, this honor…it was surreal.  Since 
his birth, I had learned harsh and sad truths about the state of race in 



Veins
Mary Murphy

I wanted to feel your soul to see if you were real

I found a crack and I slipped inside

I had to make myself small so you wouldn’t notice

'HHS�EHORZ�\RXU�ÁHVK�,�EXLOW�D�KRPH

,�VWDUWHG�D�ÀUH�WR�NHHS�\RX�ZDUP

To piece you together

To rid you of darkness

7KH�FUDFN�ZDV�ÀOOHG��DQG�\RX�ZHUH�ZKROH

Somewhere along the way our souls became intertwined

,�ZDV�WUDSSHG�LQ�D�ÀUH�,�VWDUWHG

I tried to stay awake, but I melted into you

Can you still feel me coursing through your veins?

54

our world, things no child should have to learn, most related to this 
beautiful child who wore skin the “wrong” shade for many, and who 
GLGQ·W�´PDWFKµ�WKH�UHVW�RI�RXU�IDPLO\�DQG�FDXVHG�RXU�IDPLO\�WR�QRW�´ÀWµ�
what many others thought was proper and right.  After all of that, seeing 
him sitting in the lap of this woman who had gone through so much 
for those who walked in darker skin like his…it sent shivers down me, 
shivers I still feel at the memory.

7KDW�ZDV�RYHU�WKLUW\�\HDUV�DJR���7KDW�DPD]LQJ�ZRPDQ�ÀQDOO\�SDVVHG�
away sixteen years later, at the age of ninety-two; I was a mother by then, 
and recall holding my infant daughter when I heard the news, saddened 
that she would grow in a world where Rosa’s story was completely over.  
But I have raised my daughters to honor the legacy Rosa Parks left.  I 
have wanted to mold them into people that that woman, both the young 
woman on the bus saying, “I paid, same as them” and the older steel 
woman that I had met at nine, would be proud to shake the hand of.

I like to think I have been successful.
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Sweet Dreams  
to a Terrible Nightmare

Samara Butler 

As dawn approaches, orange and yellow rays mix with the residual grey 
left in the room from the night. As I sleep, I dream of the pirouetting 
ÁDPHV�DQG�ODXJKWHU��7KHQ��OLNH�D�ÀVK�WDNHQ�E\�D�VHDJXOO��,�DP�VQDWFKHG�
from the dream; awoke by the loud “bang” at my window as if the 
window was screaming at me, warning me of the nightmare to come. 

“Wake up! They are dead Samara! They’re all dead!” my cousin Brandon 
screamed frantically.  

I am met with the realization of what I had heard. Like leaves in the 
wind, I whisked to the front porch. From there, I see the red and orange 
ÁDPHV�EXUVWLQJ�OLNH�DLU�IURP�D�SRSSHG�EDOORRQ�RXW�RI�P\�IULHQG·V�
KRXVH��,Q�WKDW�PRPHQW��WKH�ÀUH�ZHQW�IURP�D�PHPRU\�RI�VSHQGLQJ�WLPH�
with friends roasting marshmallows and listening to the crickets in 
the distance while sipping on an ice-cold Corona, to the means of 
destruction, agony, and turmoil of August 7, 2004.

The dream is of cool summer’s night. The breeze is soft, and a mix of 
FHGDU�DQG�SLQH�ÀOO�WKH�DLU��:H�JDWKHU�DURXQG�WKH�ÁDPH��DQG�VKDUH�ODXJKV�
about our day. While listening to a friend talk, I am entranced by the 
rhythm of the embers. The warmth of the blaze calls to me, like the cry 
of a baby draws its mother. The embers whisper in my ear, calming and 
relaxing me. The smell of soil and twigs isn’t overwhelming, and in the 
distance, the crickets call out to one another and the mosquitos buzz 
about looking for their next meal. The dream erupts forcing me to face a 
new nightmare of my reality.

Although the dream was full of hope and joy, reality is quite the 
opposite when I awake. Like a ton of bricks, heartbreak and misery take 
over my body, and I began to sob uncontrollably. Soot and clouds of 
FRDO�ÀOOHG�WKH�VN\��DQG�WHDUV�VWUHDPHG�GRZQ�P\�IDFH�OLNH�D�UDJLQJ�ULYHU��
Like a cannon ball shooting from its cannon, the inferno bursts out the 
KRXVH��7KH�ÁDPHV�EURXJKW�WKH�ZRRG�WR�OLIH�DV�LW�GDQFHG�DFURVV�WKH�KRXVH���
Suddenly, a big piece of siding fell from the house, and the ground 
rumbled as if a volcano was preparing to erupt.

7KH�ÀUHÀJKWHUV�IRXJKW�WR�FRQWDLQ�DQG�VXSSUHVV�WKH�ÀUH�IRU�WKUHH�KRXUV�
EHIRUH�WKH\�FRXOG�HQWHU�WKH�KRXVH��7R�GR�VR��WKH\�KDG�WR�FRPH�DW�WKH�ÀUH�
from separate angles; the only hope to contain the roaring inferno. In 
VKLIWV��WKH�ÀUHÀJKWHUV�VSUD\HG�WKH�EOD]H��VZRRSLQJ�IURP�OHIW�WR�ULJKW�
starting at the base of the home, and then, the house began to fall apart. 
$V�WKH�ZDWHU�EHDW�DJDLQVW�WKH�KRXVH��WKH�ZRRG�VHHPHG�WR�PHOW�RͿ�WKH�
house in tiny pieces, like wood chips. 

2QFH�WKH�ÁDPHV�ZHUH�H[WLQJXLVKHG��WKH�ÀUHÀJKWHUV�HQWHUHG�WKH�VFRUFKHG�
UHPDLQV�RI�WKH�KRXVH��7KH�VPHOO�RI�EXUQW�ZRRG�DQG�ÁHVK�ÀOOHG�WKH�DLU�DV�
they began to bring bodies out. The sight of their charred skin and the 
WKLFN�EODFN�VPRNH�WKDW�ÀOOHG�WKH�DLU��KDXQWV�P\�GUHDPV��

Now when I gaze into the embers, there is no joy. The screams and cries 
of friends and family replacing the sound of crickets and mosquitos. 
Fire, once a symbol of strength and courage, is now a source of weakness 
DQG�VSLULWOHVVQHVV��:KHQ�,�JD]H�LQWR�WKH�ÁDPHV��,�QR�ORQJHU�IHHO�VDIH�DQG�
untouchable; instead, I feel vulnerable and lost in turmoil. 

Faster than the speed of light, dreams of Bryan and Elijah take trips from 
heaven to hell. Surrounded by darkness and misery, I hear Bryan and 
Elijah’s voices calling to me; and then I wake to a chill whipping across 
my neck that gives me goosebumps, and in a mist of sweat.  I hear ever 
so slightly, “We’ve never left you.”

In Loving Memory of
Vincent R. Manning Jr.
Dec. 23, 2003 – Aug. 7, 2004
Scottie K. Self
June 14, 1996 – Aug. 7, 2004
Bryan J. Self
May 4, 1991 – Aug. 7, 2004
Elijah J. Self
Feb. 6, 1989 – Aug. 7, 2004
Nancy D. Self
July 3, 1987 – Aug. 7, 2004

Lost Tragically in a Fire August 7, 2004
Forever Loved, Forever Missed, and Always Remembered
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Lasagna?
Mackensie Jack

On a dead-end road in Glenmont sits a little brick house, tchotchkes 
lining its stone wall, and a little heralding gnome with a sign that says 
“Willkommen!” 

Inside, the oven is billowing with steam and my grandparents’ dogs are 
barking in the window. A procession of us, our cars lining the narrow 
street, are ascending the crooked stone steps to the door.

My grandmother is a quintessential hippie, having spent her youth in 
WKH�VHYHQWLHV��WUHNNHG�DFURVV�WKH�FRXQWU\�RYHU�DQG�RYHU��DQG�ÀQDOO\�
settled in her brick cottage. The house is adorned with garage-sale 
DQG�ÁHD�PDUNHW�WUHDVXUHV��GR]HQV�RI�SODQWV��WKUHH�GRJV��DQG�D�ELUG��
0\�JUDQGPRWKHU�FRRNV�WKH�PDVKHG�SRWDWRHV�ZLWK�WKH�ÁDPH�WRR�KLJK�
and whisks butter into them with ferocity. She smiles at everyone who 
crosses the threshold, some tool or bowl or other crowding both arms, 
VKRUW�SLHFHV�RI�KDLU�Á\LQJ�RYHU�WKH�OHQVHV�RI�KHU�FDW�H\HJODVVHV��6KH�JHWV�
an array of food on my shirt when I hug her.

“Shit,” she says under her breath, and one of the grandchildren giggles. 
She removes a casserole dish from the oven, and beneath the steam, you 
can see her lasagna, the last layer of pasta baked hard onto the pan.

“Lasagna for Thanksgiving?” my mother quips at me below her breath. 
She says this every year as if she is truly surprised. 

My mother is the shortest person in the room, and she is the loudest too. 
,·P�KDSS\�WR�VKULQN�LQ�KHU�VKDGRZ��WDVWLQJ�JUDY\�RͿ�D�ZRRGHQ�VSRRQ�IRU�
P\�JUDQGPRWKHU��0\�PRWKHU�VWLUV�D�GLͿHUHQW�SRW�

“Pam,” my mother groans, looking out the front window at my uncle 
Justin and his wife, Pam, whom my mother does not care for. My 
grandmother rolls her eyes and bumps my shoulder. My mother, surely, 
is already roiling with backward compliments and shady comments; 
Pam probably is, too.

98

You cannot miss my Uncle Josh. He’s wearing a shirt that he bought 
himself that says Best Uncle Ever, a cloud of expensive cologne following 
his person, and a huge backpack slung over his shoulder. First, we get 
D�GHWDLOHG�LWLQHUDU\�RI�KLV�FXUUHQW�ÀWQHVV�DQG�GLHW�URXWLQH��GRZQ�WR�
VSHFLÀF�PDFURV�DQG�ZHHNO\�URWDWLRQV��7KHQ��KH�ÀOOV�XV�LQ�RQ�KLV�FXUUHQW�
dating conquests (but later we will console him about his ex-wife). He 
starts streaming a video of himself mountain-biking on the TV, and my 
grandfather patiently obliges him. Later, while drunk, he pulls a drone 
FDPHUD�RXW�RI�WKH�EDFNSDFN�DQG�ÁLHV�LW�RYHU�WRS�RI�WKH�KRXVH��<RX�FDQ�
see each of our cars in a line, like colorful ants, and the pale blue roof 
of my grandmother’s house. He insinuates that he followed his ex-wife 
to her new boyfriend’s house with this drone, and we pretend, for legal 
reasons, that we did not hear him.

My grandfather is tall and lean, with a thick grey beard and long 
silver hair. His hands are well-calloused from a life of tough work, dirt 
underneath them from planting garlic in the garden beds. He smells as 
much like garlic as you would think, but each one of us hugs him tight 
anyway. The pigeon, Larry, rests on my grandfather’s shoulder, and my 
grandfather rests his booted feet upon a velvet ottoman. The two of them 
sit with knowing smiles between my mother and Pam, who no longer 
keep up their pretenses. They are too full of dinner to work up that kind 
of energy. 

My grandfather’s peculiar laugh sounds like that of a vampire, loud, 
deep, and maniacal. He is wearing a Harley Davidson vintage t-shirt, 
and he’s tapping out the drumline of the Black Sabbath playing on the 
turntable. My grandfather does not talk much. He is here for the lasagna.

THREADS 2021 THREADS WRITING AWARD WINNER 



The Junkie  
That Stole Christmas

Melissa Fritsch

It was a random weeknight, and I was managing a Five Guys, or 
attempting to.  I was strung out, and had been for ages, but I needed 
drug money, so I tried my best to keep up appearances.  When my 
employee brought me the wallet, I did not think at all, because I was at 
that point you reach in your heroin addiction when thought has been 
completely cut out of the picture.  Instead, I simply assured them I 
would put it in the safe and then look through it for contact information 
after the dinner rush.  I suppose both of those things are true, but they 
don’t tell the whole story.

I got unbelievably high that night, the kind of high you rarely achieve 
so late in your addiction.  I dragged myself into work the next morning, 
D�OLYLQJ�FRUSVH��DQG�VORZO\�VKX΁HG�WKURXJK�WKH�PRUQLQJ�SUHS���$IWHU�
about an hour, the woman called.  I answered the phone, and suddenly, 
the remnants of my high were gone, the world suddenly too bright, too 
painful.  I listened to her as she spoke, near tears, about her children and 
the Christmas they would be missing.  That was her whole paycheck, 
you see.  I said the things I needed to say, assured her we would look 
into it, took down a phone number, promised to look at cameras, but of 
course told her I couldn’t guarantee anything.

Somehow, I acted like a real human being when I was talking to her, 
and it was the worst feeling I’d experienced in my life.  No one ever 
suspected a thing, but part of me wished they would.  Shortly after that, 
I cashed out a $10,000 401k and spent it all in under a month.  But no 
matter how many drugs I used, no matter how close to death I came, I 
didn’t die, and I was still myself, the junkie, thinking about the time I 
stole Christmas from two little innocent kids.
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The Moment of Clarity
Melissa Fritsch

I have no idea how long I’ve been in the little room at this point – it could 
be minutes, hours, perhaps days.  Pieces of the night are coming back to 
me as the cops take their turns peppering me with questions, none of 
which I’m answering, at least certainly not truthfully.  Through a lone 
window, I can see light coming in – daybreak.  I suppose that means it’s 
been about twelve hours since this night started, since I got the call I had 
been dreading for all of this long, long summer.

A few months ago I was your average heroin addict – running the streets 
WU\LQJ�WR�VFRUH��JHWWLQJ�ÀUHG�IURP�MREV�RU�MXVW�QRW�VKRZLQJ�XS��VORZO\�
selling the things I had acquired in a life that now were just a distant 
memory.  But something changed in me when we got the news.  My 
mother, my best friend, the one person in the whole world who still 
EHOLHYHG�LQ�PH�DQG�VXSSRUWHG�PH��KDG�FDQFHU���$W�ÀUVW��LW�ZDV�MXVW�D�
tumor on the tongue, and I continued on with my life, assuming she’d 
have it removed and life would go back to normal.  But in June, when she 
went in for a routine PET scan, my whole world topped upside down.  
Stage IV, and the doctors said. They’d never seen anything like this; the 
cancer had metastasized, taking over her whole body, and she had over 
twenty tumors and lesions in her heart, her brain, and her lungs.  The 
news shocked me into submission.

I settled into a new routine as much as possible.  Every day, I drove 
to the methadone clinic and drank 90 mg of bitter solution – even the 
three days a week I spent at my parents’, thanks to guest dosing.  At 
my parents’, I helped my dad around the house, made dinners, cleaned 
up when my mother got sick (she had no control over when she would 
YRPLW��VR�WKH�ÁRRU�ZDV�FRYHUHG�LQ�WRZHOV����6QL΀QJ�GRSH�EHFDPH�D�
passing thought.  I no longer had the time, I had to be there with my 
mom as much as possible – I’d probably have just moved there, but she 
wanted me to keep some semblance of a normal life.  The days I spent in 
Plattsburgh, I mainly worked my job at Wendy’s.

6XPPHU�TXLFNO\�SDVVHG��DQG�,�EDUHO\�VDZ�P\�JLUOIULHQG��6WHͿ��DW�DOO���
I assumed she was doing alright because I had to – I did not have 
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the mental energy or space to worry about anything but my mom.  
Unfortunately, that all came crashing down in the middle of August 
when I found the wallet stashed away in the spare bedroom.  Alcohol 
wipes, q-tips, foil, a couple of empty baggies… and the needles.  I had 
never used a needle, it was a line I never crossed, and seeing them left 
PH�FRQÁLFWHG��P\�PLQG�UDFHG��EXW�P\�KHDUW�KXUW�IRU�6WHͿ��:KHQ�,�JRW�
back to Glens Falls, my mom was in severe, constant pain.  The largest of 
the tumors in her brain was pressing against her eye and temple, and so 
she had a permanent, throbbing headache.  She tried to hold on, but on a 
Monday morning, my father and I called 911, watched them load her in 
the ambulance, and then followed it to the hospital.

In the hospital, I was alone with my thoughts.  I stayed with my mother 
DOO�ZHHN��FDOOLQJ�RͿ�ZRUN���,�VOHSW�WKHUH��RQ�D�UHFOLQHU�WKDW�VRPH�QXUVHV�
were nice enough to bring sheets for every day.  I only left her to go 
smoke cigarettes in the parking lot, and occasionally scavenge for food.  
Despite my constant company, my mother never spoke again – the last 
words I heard from her were good-byes when she got in the ambulance.  
Her birthday passed in the hospital, but she didn’t understand that the 
FDUGV�DQG�ÁRZHUV�ZHUH�IRU�KHU���2Q�WKH�IROORZLQJ�:HGQHVGD\�PRUQLQJ��
I decided to drive back up to Plattsburgh.  By this point, my mind was 
constantly racing, and had been for weeks.  I had to go to work, and I 
decided to take just two Ativan so I could manage to get through the 
shift.  A few minutes after swallowing them, I got the phone call.  I 
needed to get back to the hospital immediately, my mother’s condition 
had deteriorated over the few hours I had been gone.

My mother passed away before I made it back.  I stayed there, with my 
father, for a few hours, but eventually decided to drive back home.  The 
bottle of Ativan had come with me, for some reason, and I continued 
WDNLQJ�PRUH�WKURXJKRXW�WKH�HYHQLQJ��VR�P\�PHPRU\�FRPHV�LQ�ÁDVKHV���
,�GHFLGHG�WR�JHW�DKROG�RI�6WHͿ�DQG�KDYH�KHU�JHW�VRPH�KHURLQ�IRU�ZKHQ�,�
got home.  I just couldn’t take life anymore.  I was pulled over halfway 
KRPH��UXQ�WKURXJK�ÀHOG�VREULHW\��EXW�,�SDVVHG���7KH�FRSV�IROORZHG�PH�
up to Plattsburgh, after making me lock my phone in my truck because 
I was “so obsessed” with it.  The minute they turned away, I got out and 
hurriedly checked the phone.  Nothing.  So I decided to drive around 
DQG�WU\�WR�ÀQG�6WHͿ��VKH�ZDV�ZRUNLQJ��GULYLQJ�D�WD[L����7KH�ORQJHU�WKDW�
passed without hearing from her, the angrier I got.  My driving showed 
this as I whipped around corners, speeding around the city, until I 
grazed a lightpost while on the college campus.

$QG�QRZ�,�ZDV�LQ�WKH�OLWWOH�URRP��UHÁHFWLQJ�RQ�HYHU\WKLQJ�WKDW�KDG�
brought me here, when I was coherent enough to think.  The cops knew 
,�ZDV�RQ�VRPHWKLQJ��EXW�WKH\�FRXOGQ·W�ÀJXUH�RXW�ZKDW���6XGGHQO\�D�QHZ�
cop entered the room, one I hadn’t seen before.  He grabbed my purse to 
ULÁH�WKURXJK�LWV�FRQWHQWV��EXW�,�ZDV�XQFRQFHUQHG��DV�LW�KDG�DOUHDG\�EHHQ�
searched a few times by this point.  But when he took out the bottle of 
baby aspirin and started looking at the pills in his hand, I knew I was 
done for.

After riding to the hospital and getting blood drawn, all while 
KDQGFXͿHG��,�ÀQDOO\�JRW�KRPH���,�NQRZ�ZH�VKRW�WKH�KHURLQ��EXW�,�GRQ·W�
even remember it.  What I do remember is the feelings of shame 
and guilt.  I threw away over 100 days of clean time and caught two 
misdemeanors, and I don’t even remember it.  That night was the lowest 
I have ever been, but it gave me a new sense of clarity.  I continued to 
ZRUN�RQ�P\VHOI��DQG�,·P�SURXG�WR�VD\�,�QRZ�KDYH�RYHU�ÀYH�\HDUV�FOHDQ���
Now I am in college to become a drug and alcohol counselor, because I 
want to help others escape from the self-induced prison of addiction.



1514

THREADS 2021 

Alone, Together
Alexandra Thomson 

´6RSKLD��,·P�DERXW�WR�ORVH�WKDW�SODWH��ZLOO�\RX�JUDE�LW�RͿ�P\�WUD\"µ�&KULV�
asks me in a shaky voice. He is walking through the 3 foot wide serving 
station with a tray full of plates, the tray lopsided. It’s almost as wide as 
he is tall. 

“Which one?” I ask facetiously. As if I can’t fast forward and see the 
VKULPS�VFDPSL�WRSSOLQJ�WR�WKH�ÁRRU�
 
“Are you serious?” he says in a grumbled tone.

,�TXLFNO\�VQDJ�WKH�VFDPSL�RͿ�WKH�WUD\��PDNLQJ�VXUH�WR�EDODQFH�WKH�UHVW�
RI�WKH�WUD\�RXW��,�DP�FRQVFLRXVO\�PDNLQJ�DQ�HͿRUW�QRW�WR�KDYH�P\�YLVLRQ�
come true.

“Thanks,” Chris mumbles as he walks away with the tray, 
VLPXOWDQHRXVO\�VKDNLQJ�WKH�ZRUULHG�ORRN�RͿ�KLV�IDFH��,�IROORZ�KLP�ZLWK�
the steaming and scrumptious looking scampi.

It is not that the restaurant would have cared; one plate of scampi is 
nothing compared to the revenue brought in annually. But Chris would 
have been left explaining the results to his table, which would have 
DͿHFWHG�KLV�WLS��7KLV�LV�GHÀQLWHO\�QRW�WKH�PRVW�SOHDVDQW�H[SHULHQFH��ZH�
deal with arrogance and ignorance daily. 

After returning to the serving station from Chris’s table, he turns to me 
and says, “Thanks Sophia, you saved my a**.”  

I turn to him with a smile, responding, “Of course Chris, that’s what 
friends are for.” 

“Friends?” he says, smirking. 

“I like girls,” I say wittily, totally not realizing what had just sputtered 
across my lips. 

Quicker than I imagined, he spits back the words, “I have the Grindr app 
and that just made you 10 times hotter.”

I laugh, responding with a mere, “No way, seriously?” 

He promptly turns to walk away, looking back at me while muttering 
the words “Just kidding.”

I smile from ear to ear because I’ve known Chris my whole life, and 
,�NQRZ�KH·V�QRW�NLGGLQJ��:H�DUH�VWDQGLQJ�LQ�WKH�PRVW�FRQÀQHG�VSDFH�
of our “million dollar view” restaurant, both dressed in black collared 
button-up shirts, slacks, and black dress shoes, conservative at best, 
but  I feel some sort of unity. We are under a roof owned by people who 
discourage us from coloring our hair with absurd colors and we commit 
to the fact that tattoos need to be covered at all times. Chris and I are 
dressed the same as every other server; yet we share something under 
our skin. It’s not seen to the world but there is a sort of belonging to be 
felt. 

The words I have just said, had never been projected out loud before, but 
I don’t feel so alone and I don’t feel scared anymore. I stand in shock at 
the triumph I now feel. I guess you never really know where a treasure 
lies.
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A World in Four Walls
Anne Moon 

Looking around this room, this space, my space, I take it in: four walls, 
six counting the jutting closet, all a vague pallid yellow that tries to 
justify itself as “not pure white.”  A thin white door, never closed nor 
really open, a thing which impedes both ingress and egress.  The yellow 
dresser, a sentry at the foot of the bed, never big enough for what I need. 
7KH�EODFN�GUDSHG�EHG�LQ�WKH�FHQWHU��VZDOORZLQJ�WKH�VSDFH��ÀJKWLQJ�ZLWK�
the other furnishings for supremacy.  The clutter attempting to tell my 
life.

This is my space, my world.  Mine.  Ninety-eight square feet, made so 
much smaller by the life inside them, devoured by that life and its needs.  
A space taken for granted for so long, I only spent my time here sleeping 
or dressing, living my life outside of that half-opened door.
Then came the day I woke up coughing, throat raw and chest burning.  
7KH�GRFWRU�VD\LQJ�WKH�WHVW�ZDV�SRVLWLYH���3RVLWLYH«D�ZRUG�GHÀQHG�DV�
´FRQVWUXFWLYH��RSWLPLVWLF��RU�FRQÀGHQW�µ�EXW�WKHUH�ZDV�QRWKLQJ�SRVLWLYH�
about that moment on the white-sheeted table, and it drained my 
RSWLPLVP�DQG�FRQÀGHQFH��WKURZLQJ�PH�LQWR�D�VWDWH�RI�SDQLF��IHDU��DQJHU�
even.  That word was full of dread, that positive solely negative.

I went home, and I turned that 98 square foot box into my world for the 
foreseeable future.  After quickly gathering what I could for my time as 
a pariah, I closed the half-opened door; anything else thereafter would 
KDYH�WR�EH�SDVVHG�WKURXJK�E\�PDVN�DGRUQHG�FKLOGUHQ���/R]HQJHV�LQ�ÀYH�
ÁDYRUV��D�FDQLVWHU�RI�&ORUR[�ZLSHV��D�KLVVLQJ�FDQ�RI�/\VRO��D�ERWWOH�RI�
sticky sweet cough syrup, all made their way inside.

For over a month, my home has shrunk to these walls.  Even when it 
became clear that the closed door, scrubbed and sprayed to remove the 
taint of my touch, was pointless, that the masks were senseless, that 
the infection had already overrun the family outside that door, still 
this room has been my home.  I’ve spent nights staring at those pallid 
walls instead of my eyelids, fantasizing about rectifying the color with 
paint chips I can’t retrieve.  Mornings unsuccessfully attempting to 
tidy the onslaught of mess and disarray in the tiny space.  Afternoons 

Fairy Dust Fades
Anna Clement 

In Neverland our dreams frolicked and sparred
One minute we were laughing,
then it all went dark.
 
$QG�RQ�WKDW�ÁLJKW�DURXQG�WKH�FORFNWRZHU�
sprinkled in fairy dust,
I knew there was no other person
who I would ever place my trust.
 
Suspended above pirates,
evading crocodiles,
I was blinded by our fate in the glow of your tremulous smile.
 
Tremulous, indeed, as we grew apart.
My future calling me forward,
your words breaking my heart.
 
It’s no surprise I stopped visiting.
Stopped glistening in fairy dust.
I found truth in your silence,
your refusal to grow up.
 
I thought Neverland was our fantasy.
The start of our forever.
But I was clouded by the imaginary,
clouded like the weather.
 
$V�UDLQ�VXͿRFDWHG�P\�OXQJV�
our bridge struck by lightning,
I realized Neverland was our reality
EXW�XQGHU�D�GLͿHUHQW�OLJKWLQJ�
 
Our love was never land.
Two warring island countries.
Never land
Never land
My romanticized ideals of you.
Never land
Never land
The person I couldn’t live up to.
 
Captain Hook showed me the truth.
And at least with him I knew,
no lost boys heard my secrets,
the things meant just for you.
 
Never land in Neverland;
our love would never land.
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A WORLD IN FOUR WALLS

breathing, even when my chest tightens and every inhalation feels 
OLNH�,·YH�UHYHUVHG�WKDW�GUDJRQ�DQG�LQKDOHG�ÀUH���$VVXULQJ�PH�WKDW�WKH�
paroxysms of coughing haven’t robbed me of air entirely, even when 
they double me over like a punch to the gut and make my face a ripe 
eggplant.

I know that little by little, there’s improvement.  I feel the cough 
releasing its hold on my cracked-glass lungs, the dizziness becoming 
less frequent, the weakness subsiding.  Little by little, my need for the 
VHFOXVLRQ�RI�WKLV�URRP�OHVVHQV��DQG�,�ÀQG�WKH�IUHHGRP�WR�YHQWXUH�IURP�
it, released for a time from the chains of illness shackling me to my bed.  
Little by little, my world begins to expand once more as my lungs regain 
their capacity.  But “little by little” isn’t now. For now, the time that I 
PLJKW�ÀQDOO\�EH�DEOH�WR�DJDLQ�YLHZ�WKLV�URRP�DV�D�WHPSRUDU\�VSDFH�LV�
RXW�RI�VLJKW���,W�IHHOV�DV�LI�LW�ZLOO�ODVW�IRUHYHU��MXVW�DV�HYHU\�FRXJKLQJ�ÀW�
NHHSLQJ�PH�FRQÀQHG�WR�WKLV�ER[�IHHOV�OLNH�LW�ZLOO�ODVW�IRUHYHU�

hunched over the small plastic table that’s now my desk, its thin metal 
legs thwarting every attempt to place my legs comfortably.  Evenings 
watching the world beyond through the window of the television above 
the dresser.  And all the while, through that half-opened door, listening 
to the bustle and chatter of the others in the house, now hale and healthy 
unlike myself.

At times, I’m not alone.  My girls, brimming with the latest story from 
Minecraft or TikTok, will burst into the tiny space, making it at once 
smaller and yet somehow larger by their exuberance.  They crowd the 
bed, the space suddenly cramped by their bodies and their energy and 
their youthful chatter.  Sometimes one daughter comes alone, intent on 
sharing whatever has made her laugh at that moment, and she shares 
my escape through the false window into whatever show has caught 
my fancy.  We lose ourselves until several hours have passed, and either 
because the show has run out of steam or we have, she leaves once again.  
And the room is both enlarged but also shrunken by her absence.

Of course, even alone, I have diversions aplenty stocked. They suddenly 
overwhelm the faux-wooden cabinet that Alex calls his “dresser,” 
crowding him out of the room that once was nearly his alone.  Myriad 
boxes of crafting supplies; tools aplenty to create with; markers and 
pencils in neat rows in their cartons; rainbows of dice wrapped up in 
pouches; books dog-eared with years of use; all claim the space where 
his shirts not long ago lay.  And my textbooks, strewn carelessly on 
the side of the bed where Alex used to sleep, their pages my new silent 
VOHHSLQJ�FRPSDQLRQV�VLQFH�VLFNQHVV�PDGH�KLP�ÁHH�WKH�URRP�

But joining me in the space, new and jarring, are reminders that I’m not 
here merely to escape the noise of my family nor for my own comfort.  
The top of the dresser, once crowded with everyday clutter, now is 
crowded by medications: sterile white packets in a sterile white box; 
amber bottles, their transparency marred by glaring white labels; nasal 
sprays with tops like blunted needles; the cough syrup, a sickly sticky 
sweet orange.  The nebulizer sits coiled and compact on the nightstand; 
I dread hearing it hissing and spitting, the vapor streaming from the 
back of the mouthpiece as if I were a dragon exhaling smoke instead of 
inhaling the salty mist making my heart race and my hands tremble, 
but allowing me to breathe. And dangling above my pillow is the pulse 
oximeter, a minuscule gadget assuring me that I am improving, I am 

THREADS 2021



Gemini
Praniva Pradhan

“Do you consider yourself Nepali or American?” It was a question that 
I’d constantly heard from people of all ages, aunties in Nepal to the kids 
that I tutored in New York. I never knew how to answer this question 
DQG��LQ�DQ�HͿRUW��WR�HVFDSH�WKH�VLWXDWLRQ�,�VLPSO\�JDYH�WKH�DQVZHU�WKDW�
they wanted to hear. Americans couldn’t fathom wanting to be anything 
but American, Nepalis couldn’t fathom wanting to be anything but 
Nepali. These were the most frustrating moments of miscommunication; 
the impossible dilemma of deciding between the Nepali or American 
table in the dining hall. These situations fueled my identity crisis, a fear 
that I would be labeled as a foreigner in all places. Not Nepali enough to 
be Nepali, not American enough to be American. The problem was that I 
thought I had to pick one instead of embracing the two.
,Q�DQ�HͿRUW�WR�ÀQG�LGHQWLW\��,�ZHQW�EDFN�WR�1HSDO�WKH�VXPPHU�EHIRUH�
P\�MXQLRU�\HDU�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�LQ�QHDUO\����\HDUV��7R�NHHS�P\VHOI�
busy through my six-week stay, I decided to volunteer at a local school 
and teach English to Nepali children. Coming in with an American 
perspective, I thought that I would be working in a small, underfunded 
school with poverty-stricken children, like the press photos I often 
saw celebrities in. The reality of this school was quite the opposite. I 
wasn’t working in just any school I was at Ullens Kindergarten, the 
best primary school in the country. These were the children of the most 
successful people in Nepal. These kids loved their lives, they didn’t 
want to live in America because they were proud of their country.  They 
weren’t impressed that I was from the United States – the kids couldn’t 
have cared less.

Maxon Price was one of these children, but he wasn’t like the rest. 
Maxon was born in Manchester, England and wore the accent well. His 
blond hair and blue eyes caused him to stand out, but Maxon didn’t see a 
GLͿHUHQFH�EHWZHHQ�KLPVHOI�DQG�KLV�FODVVPDWHV��7KH\�ZHUH�DOO�DWWHQGLQJ�
school, they played together, lived in the same city and drove the same 
cars. In his eyes, they were all the same. Even though he considered 
himself British, he was also equal parts Nepali. He loved his life both in 
Nepal and Britain and was proud to be a part of both countries. Maxon 
ignored the identity crisis nearly all immigrant children feel – the one 

I was trapped in. Maxon lived carefreely, he wasn’t weighed down 
with expectations. By being exactly who he was, nobody questioned 
his identity. He taught me to never forget who I was and use it as my 
greatest strength. Meeting Maxon led me to consider a new question, 
$́W�ZKDW�DJH�GR�ZH�GHFLGH�WR�GHÀQH�RXU�LGHQWLW\"µ�%\�KROGLQJ�QR�ODEHO��

he was free to be whatever he wanted to be. In his own youthful way, 
Maxon had shared with me an invaluable lesson in self-acceptance. He 
may not be much of a role model in any other respect yet, but Maxon 
3ULFH�GLG�QRW�OHW�ODEHOV�GHÀQH�KLP�DQG�,�VWULYH�WR�OLYH�E\�KLV�H[DPSOH�
every day.

I came back to America with a new answer to my least favorite question. 
Do I consider myself Nepali or American? Now I proudly answer 
“both.” Not half Nepali and half American, but 100% Nepali and 100% 
American at all times. When you’re not part of the majority, when things 
DUH�QRW�GHVLJQHG�IRU�\RXU�VXFFHVV��\RX�KDYH�QR�RWKHU�RSWLRQ�EXW�WR�ÀQG�
\RXU�RZQ�SODFH��,�VSHQW�VR�PXFK�WLPH�WU\LQJ�WR�ÀW�LQWR�WKH�PDLQVWUHDP��
PLQLPL]LQJ�ZKDW�PDGH�PH�GLͿHUHQW��,�GLGQ·W�UHDOL]H�WKRVH�DUH�WKH�WKLQJV�
that made me unique.
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All the Colors of My Rainbow
Shawn Watts 

Some people spend a lifetime with the freedom to construct a version 
of themselves they’re comfortable presenting to the world, I did not.  I 
came out to the world at sixteen to mollify those that spent my childhood 
trying to kill a side of me I hadn’t even met yet. I hated the version 
of myself I allowed others to paint for me and I spent the three years 
following, trying to paint my own. I spent some time trying to suppress 
what I had grown to resent; what I was taught to reject. It wasn’t until I 
ZDV�QLQHWHHQ�WKDW�,�ÀQDOO\�FDPH�WR�SHDFH�ZLWK�WKH�PH�,�ZDV�UHEXLOGLQJ��
The one they tried so hard to dismantle. It was at nineteen, I had learned 
of all the colors of my rainbow to paint my own self portrait, and my life 
KDV�EHHQ�GLͿHUHQW�HYHU�VLQFH���
 
Before my coming out to the world, school was intolerable. I was bullied 
relentlessly because kids thought I was gay. I had never said or done 
anything at that point to make them believe this. Perhaps it was because 
,�ZDONHG�DQG�WDONHG�GLͿHUHQWO\��7KH�UHDVRQV�FKDQJHG�DOPRVW�DV�TXLFNO\�
as the methods in which they used to torture me. Since I was nine, I was 
followed home, almost daily. They’d chase me with weapons and insults, 
and if they caught me, they’d spit on me and beat me up. I’ve had 
guns and knives pulled on me. I’ve had my locker spray painted with 
obscenities. During gym class one day, a group of kids approached me in 
WKH�ORFNHU�URRP�DQG�ZDQWHG�WR�ÀJKW��7KUHH�ER\V�MXPSHG�PH��DQG�ZKLOH�
,�ZDV�LQ�WKH�R΀FH�²�WKH\�XULQDWHG�RQ�P\�FORWKHV�DQG�ERRNV��,�KDG�WR�JR�
home in my gym clothes, in the middle of January. I eventually began 
WR�ÀJKW�EDFN��,�ZDV�VXVSHQGHG�IURP�VFKRRO��DOPRVW�URXWLQHO\��7KH�VFKRRO�
had a zero-violence policy, so if someone came up to me and hit me, I’d 
be suspended anyway for being “involved in a physical altercation.” 
I might as well have fought back. I had a handful of friends, and they 
ZHUH�DOO�JLUOV��,�IHOW�XQFRPIRUWDEOH�DURXQG�ER\V��EHFDXVH�,�GLGQ·W�ÀW�LQ�
with them, and we both knew it. My family and I moved often. By the 
WLPH�,�JUDGXDWHG�KLJK�VFKRRO��,�KDG�JRQH�WR�WZHOYH�GLͿHUHQW�VFKRROV��,�
was always the new kid. It was partly that fact, coupled with the fact 
that my hometown of Troy, New York was so small, and everyone knew 
each other that I never felt welcomed in the new school I attended. I 
had seen the boys in my class, at my house before I even transferred to 
that school. They were cousins, or half-siblings of the kids that followed 
me home from the last school I went to. The sad truth was, that I lived 

in the “hood” and I didn’t act “hood.” I walked with my head down. I 
never initiated a conversation, and when spoken to, I spoke softly. My 
PRWKHU�FRXOGQ·W�DͿRUG�QDPH�EUDQG�FORWKHV��VR�ZH�ZRUH�:DOPDUW�FORWKHV��
I read in my spare time and always had a book in tote. In every possible 
ZD\��,�ZDV�GLͿHUHQW��0\�PRWKHU�FRXOGQ·W�IDWKRP�WKDW�WKH�EROG��PRXWK\��
FRQÀGHQW�NLG�VKH�KDG�DW�KRPH��WKDW�UDQ�KHU�KRXVH�LQ�KHU�DEVHQFH�²�FRXOG�
be meek and bashful at school.
 
Before my coming out to my family, home was troublesome. I was the 
oldest of four siblings. My mother worked often, and I was always left 
home alone to tend to my siblings. I was always a sassy, mature kid for 
P\�DJH��7KLV�PDGH�LW�GL΀FXOW�IRU�P\�PRWKHU�WR�EHOLHYH�WKDW�WKH�NLGV�DW�
school were picking on me “for no reason.” The truth is, I only talked 
at home. I stood out at home too, but there at least I was allowed and 
expected to. My relationship with my father was almost inexistent. My 
relationship with my mother was always more of a friendship. The year 
I turned sixteen, I had also begun family court proceedings to legally 
HPDQFLSDWH�P\VHOI��,�ZDV�ÀQDOO\�VXFFHVVIXO��%XW�LW�OHIW�D�ULIW�EHWZHHQ�P\�
mother and I. 
 
Before my coming out to myself, I honestly didn’t even believe I was gay. 
I had always found boys attractive, but I had never been attracted to one. 
,�WKHQ��DQG�VWLOO�QRZ�EHOLHYH�WKDW�HYHU\RQH�FDQ�ÀQG�DQ\RQH�DWWUDFWLYH��
and that doesn’t necessarily have any impact on their sexuality. I had 
always had girlfriends, because I felt like I was supposed to. I only got 
DORQJ�ZLWK�JLUOV��DQG�P\�ÀUVW�NLVV��ÀUVW�ORYH�ZDV�P\�EHVW�IULHQG��ZKRP��
like all my friends, was a girl. I had practically dropped out of school, 
and felt compelled to just tell the bullies what they wanted to hear, so 
they’d leave me alone. I had never been in any relationship with a boy. 
I wasn’t convinced that these people had been right about a part of 
me, before I even knew it. I couldn’t wrap my head around how they 
could have known such an intimate part of me, since age eight- when I 
KDG�QHYHU�GRQH�DQ\WKLQJ�EHIRUH��,�UHIXVHG�WR�OHW�P\�PRWKHU·V�ÀJKWV�DW�
the school, defending me, be in vain. I either didn’t believe I was gay, 
or didn’t want to believe it. I knew, however that telling my peers I 
was would grant me the freedom to talk how I wanted, and walk how 
I wanted without the constant scrutiny. I didn’t have to worry about 
“what could happen” because I was getting punished for it already. I 
was liberated, and free to be whoever I wanted to be, without societies 
permission to do so… so I said it. 
 
,�ÀUVW�WROG�P\�IDPLO\��,�VWDUWHG�ZLWK�P\�EURWKHU��WKHQ�P\�JLUOIULHQG�DQG�
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then my parents. Though my father wasn’t around, my mother thought 
it best I let him know before I posted to Facebook. I agreed, and then 
made a Facebook post that changed my life. I posted the following: 
[“Hi, I’m Shawn. I’m 16 years old. For years, I’ve been called gay. I’ve 
allowed people who don’t know me, or want to know me- to make 
me not even want to know myself. I’ve caught myself tripping over 
nothing, paying too much attention to how I’m walking. I’m done with 
the talking. I’m bi, get over it. I’m no longer concerned with what you 
can call me. I have decided it’s what I call myself that matters, and I’ll 
QHYHU�KDYH�WR�FDOO�P\VHOI�DQ\WKLQJ�RXW�ORXG��,�ZLOO�QR�ORQJHU�ÀJKW�IRU�
who, or what I am. I trust this will change how some people see me, for 
other’s you’ll say you’ve known all along. But for me, this is something 
new, and I’ll have to get used to it. So, thank you to everyone who 
KHOSHG�PH�ÀQG�WKLV�SDUW�RI�PH��<RX�KDYHQ·W�PHW�WKLV�6KDZQ��VR�WKLV�LV�P\�
reintroduction. It’s been nice meeting me; I hope to meet you all soon. I’ll 
be back in school on Monday.”]

My open letter went viral, and almost overnight, everything changed. 
 
Now, after coming out to the world, school was tolerable.  I wasn’t 
EXOOLHG�HYHU\�GD\��,�KDG�ÀQDOO\�YDOLGDWHG�WKHLU�VXVSLFLRQV��6R��ZKLOH�,�
was ostracized from a lot of the boy groups, I was friends with their 
girlfriends. I wasn’t followed home anymore. I wasn’t being chased 
with weapons and insults. Nobody spit on me or beat me up anymore. 
$QG�XS�XQWLO�UHFHQWO\��,�KDGQ·W�KDG�WR�ÀJKW�RYHU�LW�DQ\PRUH��>,Q�$XJXVW�
of 2018, a man pulled a gun on me while I was bartending at a club in 
Schenectady because he thought I was gay.] But, besides that, I haven’t 
had any other weapons pulled on me. My locker wasn’t spray painted 
anymore. Nobody ever urinated on my books and clothes again. I never 
changed for gym class again. So, during my senior year, I had to take 
three gym classes in order to graduate on time. I still had a handful of 
friends, and for the most part they were all girls. I still didn’t have many 
guy friends while I was in school, but once I graduated, many of the 
loudest homophobes, found themselves in my DM’s. The caricature they 
had panted of me was crafted from paint they eventually used to paint 
themselves.   
 
After I came out to my family, home was just me. I still adore my 
siblings, and strive to be a good example for them. I continued to become 
WKH�ÀUVW�LQ�P\�IDPLO\�WR�JUDGXDWH�KLJK�VFKRRO��DQG�WR�MRLQ�WKH�PLOLWDU\��
My relationship with my father has gotten a lot better. I think he holds 
on to the idea that I like females, with hopes that it’s “just a phase.” 
My relationship with my mother was always more of a friendship, 
and I think that because she never expected me to leave and I did, that 

regardless of how she originally felt about me coming out, she was 
determined to repairing our friendship. Just like the real world, there 
were people in my family who were intolerant to the idea, and those 
that were open minded enough to make room for exceptions. Those 
exceptions left room for more, and eventually breeds tolerance. For the 
ones that couldn’t get with the program; they’re no longer my family. 
There comes a time in an adult’s life, where we stop seeing people as 
friends and family, and begin to see them as people. It’s at that point 
that we are able to make the conscious decision as to whether these are 
people are ones, we want to surround ourselves with. And just as we 
paint our own portraits, we use these colors to paint our family portrait 
as well. It was in this process, I learned that I could not paint people 
black and white with a rainbow brush. The only thing I had left to do 
was amass my pallet and see what colors I had left.
 
After coming out myself, I felt complete. I spent the three years after my 
Facebook post, trying to convince myself that I was straight. There was a 
lot more than my popularity that changed in that three years, so it’s hard 
to say what had the most impact. I had hit my growth spurt, and went 
from 5’4” to 6’ in one summer. I had always been relatively skinny, but 
QRZ�,�ZDV�GHÀQLQJ�P\�ERG\��,�KDG�JUDGXDWHG�KLJK�VFKRRO�DQG�MRLQHG�
the army. I was in the best shape of my life and felt like I had attained 
ÀQDQFLDO�VHFXULW\��7KH�EXOOLHV�WKDW�PDGH�P\�FKLOGKRRG�PLVHUDEOH�ZHUH�
QRZ�LQ�P\�LQER[�WU\LQJ�WR�VHGXFH�PH��VHFUHWO\��,�KDG�WKH�FRQÀGHQFH�,�
EHJJHG�IRU�DV�D�FKLOG��,�WKLQN�LW�ZDV�WKDW�FRQÀGHQFH�WKDW�LQWURGXFHG�PH�
WR�P\�H[��0\�ÀUVW�PDOH�EHVW�IULHQG��DQG�HYHQWXDO�ER\IULHQG��,Q�WHDFKLQJ�
me I don’t need to be with anyone to be happy, he taught me that I 
didn’t love him because he was a guy, but regardless that he was a guy. 
That relationship validated that the relationships before him weren’t 
because they were girls, but regardless that they were girls. I didn’t 
yet understand myself, and felt drawn to people I felt like understood 
me. He showed me all of his colors, and gave me some along the way. 
It’s because of that friendship and relationship that I dug deep enough 
LQVLGH�P\VHOI�WKDW�,�DP�ÀQDOO\�FRQWHQW�ZLWK�ZKR�,�DP��E\�P\VHOI��
 
I didn’t have the freedom to paint myself from scratch. But looking back, 
I’m not sure I’d have wanted it.  I came out to the world at sixteen, and 
out to myself at nineteen. I’ve spent my life, drawing and painting, and 
never erasing pieces of an image of myself, I want to share with the 
world. I’m now at peace with the me I’ve been rebuilding. The one they 
tried so hard to dismantle. Even now, at twenty-seven- I’m still adding 
ÀQLVKLQJ�WRXFKHV�WR�WKLV�SRUWUDLW�,·YH�EHHQ�GUDZLQJ�VLQFH�,�ZDV�VL[WHHQ��
,�FDQ�ORRN�EDFN�DQG�VD\�WKDW�P\�OLIH�KDV�DOZD\V�EHHQ�GLͿHUHQW��DQG�,�
have only now found all the colors of my rainbow to paint my own self 
portrait.
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Trouble by Megan Hale

Beyond Death by Moriah Sherry
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Mais yeah—
Jessica Harrison

There was a heartbeat thrumming low

A constant hum, I remember well

How the air, tar-thick and sickly sweet

Dampened your clothes and clung to your skin.
 

Late summer the murky waters rose,

We drowned. Some say we were cleansed,

Left with rot and a city of ghosts

Streets purged of sin and meaning.
 

Years later your heart lies still,

No blues rhythm melody struming along. No—

Here the streets echo the crashing waves and

WKH�LQÀQLWH�VLOHQFH�RI�PXGG\�ZDWHUV�

My Rock
Zach Phillips

Sitting with my eyes closed, I hear the wind as it gently caresses my ear 
and the side of my neck. The high altitude is invigorating and I can hear 
LQVHFWV�DWWHPSWLQJ�ÁLJKW��:KHQ�,�RSHQ�P\�H\HV�IRU�D�PRPHQW�,�VHH�WKH�
struggling bugs being bullied into a new direction with every push of the 
wind. I close my eyes once again and wonder what will ever happen to 
the bugs that are gusted too far away from home.

The centuries old water running to my left is perfectly in order as it 
slides down the smoothed path from years of erosion. The water is clear 
allowing the emerald colored moss growing alongside it to illuminate 
the sides of the stream. The water drops to what would be our doom 
with such grace. The capillary stream lets loose a spray of cold water 
WKDW�ÀOOV�WKH�VXUURXQGLQJ�DLU��JHQWO\�EODQNHWLQJ�P\�IDFH�ZLWK�GURSOHWV��
The rocky surface the water has manipulated to smoothness gives way 
to a large rock that protrudes high above the water’s edge. A substance 
spared from the water’s might.

My rock stands tall above the horizon. There is one spot on the back side 
of the rock perfect to place my foot to use as leverage for vaulting my 
body onto the top. My rock is covered in tags from others who have also 
come to sit on top of it. Some have wounded my rock and etched their 
family name and year of the malformation, dating back to the 1700’s. 
There is also a tag that reads “XAH”, a marking done with a black paint 
marker that has survived three winters now. Atop my rock I sit in the 
middle, resting my back against the fracturing in the stone.
The sun cooks all below it; the bugs in the breeze, the orderly rushing 
water, my rock and me. Any saplings that have managed to sprout on 
WRS�RI�P\�EDUUHQ�URFN�RQO\�VXUYLYH�GXH�WR�WKH�ÁXͿ\�FORXGV�SDVVLQJ�LQ�
front of the sun. The clouds have dark underbellies and warn of possible 
rain.

My rock is the epicenter of peace and stability, sitting proudly on top of 
the three tiered Kaaterskill Falls. My rock accepts me as part of it. I sit 
with my legs crossed and my hands facing the sun while my arms rest 
to my side. My eyes close once again and with a cleared mind I hear a 
FRQWUROOHG�EX]]LQJ�ÁRZ�SDVW�P\�HDU�DQG�WDNH�D�VWDQG�LQ�IURQW�RI�P\�IDFH��
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MY ROCK

$V�,�JHQWO\�RSHQ�P\�H\HV��WKH\�ÀOO�ZLWK�VXQVKLQH��0\�H\HV�DGMXVW�DV�WKH�
buzzing continues and approaches my face. It’s a bee.

Yellow as the sun behind it and curious like someone who has just seen 
a familiar face, the bee comes in closer and lands on my nose. I greet 
my new acquaintance with a simple “hello, friend.”, and as quickly as it 
ODQGHG��LW�WDNHV�RͿ�RQFH�DJDLQ�LQWR�WKH�ZLQG�

My rock is my happy place. Anytime I am at a crossroads or need a 
PRPHQW�RI�UHÁHFWLRQ��,�JR�WR�P\�URFN��,�OLVWHQ�WR�WKH�ZDWHU�DQG�IHHO�
the sun and the wind. The dirt beneath me grounds me, but it has the 
possibility to betray me with a swift trip. One wrong step and I could 
fall with the slithering water down the falls to a painful death, but on 
my rock I am at peace. Once winter retreats, just like the bees, I too will 
return to my rock to enjoy its nurturing.

My Skeletons
Leithe Miller-Kramer 

There are skeletons rattling in my tomb of a closet,
Bones shifting anxiously as closer they creep to the door
No longer is she there to hold them back
The girl I once was
Finally at peace.
 
I hear their distant chattering come closer as the days and nights 
progress
Her hushed whispers no longer calm them to settle
Instead only silence meets them
They grow more unwieldy.
 
One day, they too will be happily at peace
Their tireless energy drifting with memory to sleep beside their guardian
Aches and pains forgotten
Bursting through my door
Into the light so that perhaps they may be cured of the sins that haunt 
them.
 
But until that day, they lay in wait
Biding in time for their time to rush towards their salvation.
 
I am ready for their freedom, I am afraid of their power.
 
Secrets left in shadow come forth into light, spilling from their lipless 
mandibles
Chittering with the clacking of their bones
So much and so little to give up.
 
What worlds will crumble when their truths are brought forth?
Whose hearts will be ruined as with the shaken foundation in this 
webbing of lies
So long have we been trapped by its binding.
 
How is it, even as she is gone and sleeping in the dreamstate of memory. 
$W�SHDFH�IURP�WKH�WUDXPD�VKH�VXͿHUHG��WKDW�WKHVH�UHVWOHVV�VSLULWV�FODPEHU�
forth
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Anxious to join her,
Like puppies their mother
Like children
Scared without guidance
Angry without care,
Chaotic without control.
 
I should let them go.
 
But once they come into the light
There will be no taking them back
Words and conversations that I’ve thought would never happen
Should never happen
Are forced from my lips in means to cleanse my body and mind of the 
wrongs that He has done
But what can I do to heal the broken ties, fragile and fading as the clock 
ticks
What do I do to heal frayed ends, loose and lost without touch and 
connection.
 
I should have done this sooner
More cowardly than protective
My words, bound to the frightened memory of a child with the desire to 
simply forgive and forget
+HU�ÀJKW�LV�JRQH
And with it mine.
 
We are tired.
We are done.
We are proud.
 
But we are not foolish.
When the tides rush in to claim their bodies, there will be no forcing back 
the waves that will come with it.
Reaching the sun, writhing in its heat, they will scatter into dust and 
taken into the soothing water where they will truly be allowed to sleep
It’s time.
 
But yet it’s all too soon.
 

They are at the door now.
They’re scratching phalanges weakly caress the wood
Too weak by now even as they so terribly want to leave their punishing 
cell
Their time is coming
A storm brewing
Moaning and groaning from their terrible pain
How much have I deprived them of
Chained so cruelly to the back walls
I have kept them there
To keep them safe
To keep me safe.
 
I did this
And now I will undo this.
I will forgive them for all that they couldn’t be and I will forgive the little 
girl for her frightened denials.



as information on a variety of “green” burials.  The term green burial 
refers to the disposal of corpses that are not harmful to the environment. 
In Doughty’s eyes, a good death occurs when a “decomposing carcass 
helps nourish the roots of a juniper tree or the wings of a vulture—
that is immortality enough for me. And as much as anyone deserves,” 
(Doughty).

Caitlin Doughty is also well known for her YouTube channel, Ask a 
Mortician. The series of videos addresses the questions all curious 
people have about death, dying, and what happens to corpses once a 
soul has left it. Most people generally avoid the topic of death in casual 
conversation because contemplating the unknown is challenging and 
uncomfortable.

With her quick wit, charm, and humor, Doughty challenges the modern 
funeral industry while simultaneously destigmatizing death as a taboo 
topic.

Perhaps Doughty’s most notable achievement is that all three of her 
ERRNV�ZHUH�1HZ�<RUN�7LPHV�EHVWVHOOHUV��+HU�ÀUVW�ERRN��6PRNH�*HWV�LQ�
Your Eyes: And Other Lessons from the Crematory, was published in 
2016 and examines the harsh realities of the funeral industry, and how 
death is viewed in American culture. Her second book , and my personal 
favorite, is called From Here to Eternity: Travelling the World to Find 
the Good Death. From Here to Eternity. This book explores funerary 
traditions around the world, and discusses newer earth-friendly death 
technologies surfacing in the United States. Doughty’s third and newest 
book, Will My Cat Eat My Eyeballs? And Other Questions About Dead 
Bodies is a book of questions pertaining to death that children have 
asked her. Yes, “will my cat eat my eyeballs?” is one of the questions.

In 2020, Caitlin Doughty expanded her advocacy into racial issues. In 
Smoke Gets in Your eyes, Doughty wrote “It is no surprise that the 
people trying so frantically to extend our lifespans are almost entirely 
rich, White men. Men who have lived lives of systematic privilege and 

Caitlin Doughty:  
Reaper for the People

Sierra Hipwell

“A culture that denies death is a barrier to achieving a good death.” 
This is a quote from one of Caitlin Doughty’s books, Smoke Gets in 
Your Eyes: And Other Lessons from the Crematory and embodies the 
main ideology behind her advocacy. Caitlin Doughty is a prominent 
mortician, author, and activist. She is credited with the formation of the 
“death positive movement” and foundation of the organization known 
as “The Order of the Good Death.” Caitlin Doughty is perhaps the most 
LQÁXHQWLDO�PRUWLFLDQ�RI�WKH���VW�FHQWXU\�

To thoroughly comprehend Caitlin Doughty’s contributions to the 
IXQHUDO�LQGXVWU\��LW�LV�LPSRUWDQW�WR�GHÀQH�WKH�WHUP�´PRUWLFLDQ�µ�7KH�
word “mortician” is synonymous with the two terms “undertaker” and 
“funeral director.” According to the Merriam Webster Dictionary, an 
undertaker is “one whose business is to prepare the dead for burial and 
to arrange and manage funerals” (“Undertaker”).

Interestingly, Caitlin Doughty was born on the island of Oahu, Hawaii 
LQ�$XJXVW�RI�������:KHQ�VKH�ÀQLVKHG�KLJK�VFKRRO��VKH�PRYHG�WR�&KLFDJR��
Illinois to pursue a degree in Medieval History. “Her thesis, entitled 
‘In Our Image: The Suppression of Demonic Births in Late Medieval 
Witchcraft Theory,’ is the summer must-read for all lovers of demon sex 
and the late medieval church” (Doughty). She then moved to California, 
where she obtained a job at a crematory. There, she was responsible 
for the operation of the cremators, and transporting bodies to the 
FUHPDWRULXP��$IWHU�JDLQLQJ�VRPH�H[SHULHQFH�LQ�WKH�ÀHOG��VKH�HDUQHG�
a second degree, this time in Mortuary Science, at Cypress College in 
Southern California.

In 2011, Caitlin Doughty formed an organization called The Order of the 
Good Death, which encompasses the “death positivity” movement. The 
main goal of the two are to address the negative ideologies surrounding 
death and dying (Kelly). The term “good death” was coined before 
the Civil War and refers to the optimal circumstances in which an 
individual would die. If one were to review the Order of the Good Death 
ZHEVLWH��WKH\�ZRXOG�ÀQG�WRROV�WR�KHOS�SODQ�WKHLU�RZQ�IXQHUDO��DV�ZHOO�
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Ode to The Alcoholic
Teresa Goyette

 

3RXU�D�VWLͿ�GULQN
Trying to mute the misery inside
The sirens song was beautiful
Leading me straight to the source
My ship is smashed into the rocks
6SOLQWHUHG�ZRRG�FXWWLQJ�LQWR�P\�ÁHVK
Waves rush over me, quick and clean
I cry out, as I am pulled down
Darkness waits at the bottom of the sea
Time is collapsing in my head
The storm clouds gather
She is trying to swallow me whole
My body moves involuntarily
The exhaustion is consuming me
My heart is drained
The bottle is empty now, it is time to rest
Tomorrow will lead me back to the sea

EHOLHYH�WKDW�SULYLOHJH�VKRXOG�H[WHQG�LQGHÀQLWHO\�µ�,W�LV�XQVXUSULVLQJ�WKDW�
she started a scholarship fund for Black mortuary science students at 
Cypress College.

,Q�VXPPDU\��&DLWOLQ�'RXJKW\�KDV�RͿHUHG�D�UHIUHVKLQJ�SHUVSHFWLYH�RQ�
death and dying. Not only is she normalizing conversation about death, 
but she makes it fun to do so. Before I read her books, I had no idea that 
WKHUH�DUH�DOWHUQDWLYHV�WR�HPEDOPLQJ�EXULDO�DQG�FUHPDWLRQ��,�NQRZ�QRZ�
about many green alternatives and am eager to discuss those options 
with almost everyone I meet. I am pursuing a degree in mortuary 
science and can only hope I’m half as cool as Caitlin Doughty when I 
grow up.

4140
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Echo
Martin Martin 

The house was never warm when I was a kid.  Neither were the woods, 
but they were welcoming in a way.  Those leafy branches in the canopy 
my protectors, and the trunks my company.  They never yelled or struck 
me.  The woods were my home.

My father and I had built a cabin for my little sister.  Overlooking 
the creek bed below, a small waterfall trickled down the sides of the 
embankment the small structure sat atop of, feeding into the waters.  
That creek was my favorite place to escape to.  I’d follow raccoon tracks, 
FDWFK�SROO\ZRJV��FOHDU�OHDYHV�IURP�WKH�PXUN\�ZDWHUV�VR�WKH�ÁRZ�ZRXOG�
be smooth over the polished river stones.  My stepmother never liked me 
playing in the mud, but she liked having me around the house, her own 
sanctuary, even less.

After getting myself thoroughly soaked in an act of childish rebellion, 
,�WUXGJHG�WKURXJK�WKH�GHDG�OHDYHV�FRDWLQJ�WKH�IRUHVW�ÁRRU���7KHUH�ZDV�
plenty of time – too much time – to kill before supper, when I’d have 
to return to the house.  Particularly adventurous that day, I followed 
the current, laughing at the water which squelched out of my beat-up 
sneakers as I hopped from stone to stone.  They were slippery, but 
certain types of danger, I enjoyed.

So downstream I went, hopping, sloshing, and giggling all the way.  
Looking up, the shade from the canopy cast doubt on my face.  This was 
farther than I had ever expeditioned on my own before, but nothing was 
there to deter me.  A new dark part of the woods didn’t scare me one 
lick.  I had the creek to lead me back home, to the cabin.  With no fear of 
getting lost, I ventured on.

Call it naivety, bravery, whatever you will.  But I was at peace in my 
woodland home.
To my left, the embankment began to slope as I trekked on.  The steep 
FOLͿV�ZKLFK�,�ZRXOG�WU\�WR�VFDOH�OLNH�,QGLDQD�-RQHV�EDFN�QHDU�WKH�FDELQ�
mellowed into a soft, rolling sort of hill.  To my right, the creek diverted 
and pooled into a swamp.

Oh, how child me loved swamps.
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I bounded through the mucky water, staining my raggedy hand-me-
GRZQ�RXWÀW�D�GHHS�EURZQ���7KH�EULJKW�RUDQJH�RI�P\�VDIHW\�YHVW�ZRXOGQ·W�
fade however, and a good thing too.  Despite my complaining, my 
father, the caring man he was, would always scare me into wearing 
one.  “I don’t want you getting shot out there by poachers, or trespassers 
thinking you’re a deer,” he’d frown.

I’d try to mimic his chuckle and tell him, “I’m too small to be a deer, and 
too skinny for the cannibals!”

My puddle jumping came to an abrupt end at a sound to my left.  A 
skittering through the leaves.  Instantly my overactive mind went to 
those poachers, and I waved my prodding stick angrily in their direction.  
But it was only a squirrel.

With the second sound, my heart dropped.  And the squirrel did too.  I 
hoped he was only playing dead.

Over atop the ridgeline, stood a buck.  His massive antlers tossed up in 
the air like a symbol of pride, as he snorted once more.  I dropped the 
stick.  He dropped his head, and began pawing at the ground, almost 
like a cartoon bull.

Then he charged.

7KH�EXFN�VPDFNHG�IDFH�ÀUVW�LQWR�D�VDSOLQJ�WKDW�OD\�EHWZHHQ�XV���,�
would’ve been skewered, had he not needed a minute to regain his sense 
of direction.  Dashing back to the cabin, I could hear his hooves clacking 
against the stone creek bed behind me.  My thighs burned as I scrambled 
XS�WKH�HPEDQNPHQW��ÀQDOO\�UHDFKLQJ�WKH�GRRU�RI�FDELQ���/RFNHG�

Slumped against the door, I bring my knees to my chest, and I pray 
through the tears.  The buck is going to get me.  His heavy breathing, his 
footfalls right on the other side of the cabin.  Soon, I can’t hear anything 
at all, drowned out by my hyperventilation, my mind in overload.  I’m 
dead.  He’s going to kill me.

And then nothing.  I peer around the cabin, nothing.  He isn’t there.  
Was he ever?  An echoing snort in the distance, a seeming answer to my 
question.
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Last night, I swear I heard those familiar footsteps again.  I’m in my 
KRPH��LQ�P\�NLWFKHQ��VKH�VKRXOGQ·W�EH�DEOH�WR�ÀQG�PH�KHUH���,�WKRXJKW�
I was safe.  The heavy footsteps are coming from the hall, closer, closer 
now, ever so slowly.  The knife I grab from the butcher’s block shakily in 
hand, I point it out in front of me.  She’s just out of sight, in the shadows.  
I know she’s there, I can feel her breathing on me.  That evil laughter 
rings through the house.

It’s too much.  This is all too much.  Knife still outstretched, I slump 
down against the wall, keeping an eye on where she’ll pop out from.  
Any minute now, any minute now.  The lump in my throat so harsh I 
can’t speak.  Can’t even beg to be left alone.  Will I even be able to scream 
when she gets me?  My lungs are on overtime; I can’t breathe.  I’m dead.  
She’s going to kill me.

$QG�WKHQ�QRWKLQJ���7KH�NQLIH�FODWWHUV�WR�WKH�OLQROHXP�ÁRRU��QDUURZO\�
missing my bare toes.  But I’m too focused on listening to care.  Always 
listening.  Was my stepmother really back here again, coming to get me, 
or did I imagine it?  A resounding silence echoing throughout the house 
I try to call home, my answer.

>,I�\RX�EHOLHYH�\RX�RU�D�ORYHG�RQH�LV�VXͿHULQJ�IURP�ÁDVKEDFNV��GRQ·W�
KHVLWDWH�LQ�UHDFKLQJ�RXW�IRU�KHOS���KWWS���ZZZ�SWVGDOOLDQFH�RUJ���
Treatment can save lives.]
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Inside Apartment Number 228
Maxine Sarfo

&DUV�DQG�PRUH�FDUV��7UD΀F�DQG�PRUH�WUD΀F��(VFDSH�WKH�JUXPEOLQJ�
engines, only to park in a space congested with the very machine. Every 
visit, to this home away from home, is like this. Do guests simply not 
leave or do residents have more than one car? If they have more than 
RQH��VXUHO\�WKH\�FDQ�DͿRUG�D�EHWWHU�OLYLQJ�VSDFH��2QH�ZKHUH�WKH�QR�
smoking sign chases the clouds away. One where cars tread lightly as 
not to wake them. One where their cars have room to breathe, so mine 
may have room to rest from such a long drive. Even with time and help 
and precision and faith, squeezing is all that can be done. I hold my 
breath, my muscles tense. Slow, steady, careful, smooth through the eye 
of this needle.

Climbing through the back is the only way out. Again.

The clouds welcome me back after so long, and ask why I’m still holding 
P\�EUHDWK��,QVLGH��ÁLPV\�ZDOOV�VKXVK�PH��,QVLGH��ZRUQ�ÁRRUV�DUH�WLUHG�
of quick pounding feet. Inside I question why even the hallways feel 
cramped, but I don’t dare speak my mind. Ah, but so numerous are 
the doors inside, squished into such a stubby hallway; concealing 
compressed living spaces meant for compact people.

Petite are the relatives that live here. In comparison.

Kin envy and praise my height, but couches laugh at my curled, 
dangling legs. Yet here is where I’m lax, where I laugh, where I love, 
the company. Family. Here I stop caring about the condition of the 
car, the building, the city, and the people who don’t know how to read 
signs properly. I spend the entire day inside, huddled with others near 
where the air conditioning sits, until we’re popsicles. One bathroom 
means eight desperate people have to battle for a seat at the throne. 
And no matter how many times we visit, someone always forgets their 
toiletries, or can’t remember which way to turn the shower knob for 
KRW�ZDWHU��2XU�VLOOLQHVV�FRQFOXGHV�DV�8QFOH�.RÀ�DQG�$XQW\�&KULVW\�FDOO�
for sleep. They head to their room, my cousin Akua heads to her’s, and 
WKH�UHPDLQLQJ�ÀYH�KDYH�WR�GLYLGH�WKH�OLYLQJ�URRP��,�GRQ·W�HYHQ�FRQVLGHU�

ECHO
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sleeping in the pint-sized bed my cousin stretches on. I’ve been crushed 
against the wall adjacent, too many times to gamble again. Factoring 
in the rule of seniority eliminates my place on the pull-out couch and 
blow-up mattress. I amble across the room and the recliner snickers at 
my reluctance.

Overnight, as my feet dangle from the couch, I think about what the next 
day will grace us with. Aunty Christy’s crisp, soft, heavenly pancakes. 
My brain can no longer eat other pancakes without comparing them 
to her mouth-watering bites of pleasure. I crave the slight crunch that 
doubtlessly accompanies the edge of each pancake. No tongue could 
forget the delicacy which forms from this small kitchen. Every nose 
anticipates waking up to it’s divine scent. ‘How many sheep are left in 
this barn?’ grumbles my stomach, too impatient for morning. The gentle 
VRXQG�RI�D�ZDWHU�ÀOWHU�WLFNOHV�P\�HDUV��,�IRUJHW�P\�SUHGLFDPHQW�DV�WKH�
VRIW�JORZ�RI�WKH�ÀVK�WDQN�OXUHV�P\�DWWHQWLRQ��*HQHUDWLRQV�SRSXODWH�WKLV�
tank, and every successive stay in apartment 228 discloses even more. 
A humble space is shared between them; likewise, our two branches 
RI�WKH�IDPLO\�GZHOO�WRJHWKHU�IRU�WKHVH�IHZ�QLJKWV��,�ÀQG�GHOLJKW�LQ�WKDW�
RQH�VHFWLRQ�RI�WKH�ÁRRU�ZKLFK�FUHDNV�QR�PDWWHU�KRZ�OLJKWO\�,�VWHS��KRZ�
quietly I wish to use the bathroom at night. Glee in catching up, playing 
with, and relating to these precious individuals. Amusement in the loud, 
IRUHLJQ�VSHHFK�RI�RXU�KHULWDJH��VWLOO�ED΁LQJ�WR�PH��7KHUH�LV�FRQWHQWPHQW�
here.

6R�,·P�WKULOOHG�WR�VLW�WKURXJK�WUD΀F��VTXHH]H�LQWR�SDUNLQJ��FRXJK�P\�ZD\�
to the door, and resist the urge to run through the tight hallway, if it 
means I get to spend some additional time inside apartment number 228.
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Misunderstood
Jazmin Galloway 

I misunderstood what it meant to be me.
:LWK�OLSV�VR�ÀQH��DQG�H\HV�OLNH�ZLQH«
liquid in a bottle of poison.

I misunderstood the deep shade of my skin,
the touch of my words like a rolling raspberry…
ink on your paper.

I misunderstood what it felt like to betray myself.
The sharp blade cutting into my mind with ease…
smooth like velvet.

My misunderstandings cost me my time, wasted my life.
I could no longer see my path…
dark like tar that swallows animals whole.

One misunderstanding leads to another.
:KHQ�,�GXEEHG�WKHH�ÀQLVKHG«
I lost what I never knew I had.

I misunderstood my voice.
It was swallowed and guzzled…
forgotten in a world of sound.

In a place where you misunderstand most things, I thought 
this was normal.
The fear to be lost in a tunnel…
where your voice does not echo.

Forgotten.
Lost.
Quiet.
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I misunderstood the value of being loud and proud.
How the color of my skin gave me the opportunity to 
make noise.
To shout…
To scream, and everyone will look.

I misunderstood that because I look like me,
I have no choice but to be great.
When I am not…
they watch, and wait to strike.

I misunderstood the fear of being my shade, in my 
skin.
I misunderstood being shaped like me, my height, my 
weight.
My soul.

I misunderstood for the last time.

They say to forgive, but I won’t forget. I will not be 
fooled again.
Misled, and mistreated…hopeless.
I misunderstood that this is who I am. I can never 
change that and never hope to.

I will be me.

I am the misunderstanding of a nation.
Because no matter what, who, how, when, or why. I 
am here,
forever rising through the voices of 
misunderstandings.
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My Hometown:  
A Place to Remember

Omokhele Itebe 

We all have that one person, place or thing we feel connected to. Well, 
for me, that place is my home country. Growing up, I never realized how 
much love I had for my culture and my home, Lagos, Nigeria until I left 
and moved to the United States. Though moving to the United States 
has been one of the many good decisions my family and I have made, it 
can never replace the personal connection I have with where I spent the 
majority of my childhood.

Lagos, Nigeria is a place with unknown beauty to some. Most people 
JHQHUDOL]H�LW�ZLWK�$IULFD��<HV��$IULFD�LV�D�ZKROH��EXW�LW�KDV�GLͿHUHQW�
SDUWV�RU�FRXQWULHV��-XVW�OLNH�WKH�KXPDQ�ERG\��LW�LV�D�ZKROH�ZLWK�GLͿHUHQW�
body parts. Africa is a continent, and it has a north, south, east, and 
west. Nigeria is a country in West Africa and Lagos is a state in Nigeria. 
Within Nigeria, there are 56 states. The state I grew up in was Lagos. 
It is a unique state because it is the center of gravity for commerce, 
tourism, and rich cultural heritage; it is culturally diverse. Lagos is 
usually very loud and lively but can be quiet and boring; it can smell 
fresh or chaotic. The late-night summer breeze in Lagos is like no other. 
Whenever the breeze blows, one can feel it sink into their body, giving 
them chills. The climate in Lagos is a tropical wet and dry climate; it is 
usually hot throughout the year. The hotness can make one feel like the 
sun is glaring directly into their skin. Just like the rest of the states in 
Nigeria, Lagos has two seasons. The wet season and dry season.The dry 
season tends to be the coldest and it is usually called harmattan. The wet 
season feels mushy and slimy, while the dry season feels like the desert 
dust. Both seasons can be brutal, nevertheless both seasons have their 
enjoyable moments.

There are variety of languages spoken in Lagos, but the most common 
languages are, Yoruba, Igbo and English. Another dialect that is spoken 
in Lagos and mostly across west Africa is pidgin English. Pidgin English 
“is a mixture of English and local languages which enables people who 
do not share a common language to communicate” (BBC News, Nov 
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2016). The city in Lagos I grew up in was very busy. It’s like New York 
City; it never sleeps. What I miss more than anything is the food and the 
snacks. Yes, some types of foods are still able to be prepared and very 
few snacks I’m still able to get here in the United States, but it doesn’t 
bring the same enjoyment. Most of the foods are made from fresh 
products from the market which makes the food more authentic. The 
fresh fruits, vegetables, leaves used to prepare authentic meals are grown 
from the ground, which is why most of the meals are healthier. The 
markets are the best, it’s like entering a whole new world. The markets 
have a certain type of smell, that unforgettable and recognizable smell 
of fresh fruit and vegetables, brand new clothes etc., just by perceiving 
it one knows they have arrived at a market. The sound of the little chit 
chats between customers and sellers, the hollering from sellers urging 
you to buy their product brings an overwhelming feeling at times, but 
it’s something one can get used to. There are various things being sold 
at the market like food, fresh fruits, clothes, shoes, jewelries, etc. These 
things are usually expensive, but here is the exciting part: one can always 
bargain for a lesser price, which is something that can’t really be done at 
the grocery stores or malls here in America.

Lagos has always been and will always be a place I call home. All the 
things Lagos is made of, good and bad, have contributed to my life 
experiences growing up. My experiences in Lagos weren’t always 
the best, but I have learned to appreciate it because it has shaped me 
into the person I am today. However, Lagos isn’t the same way it was 
since my family and I moved; a lot of changes have happened, and still 
happening. The government system keeps getting bad and politicians 
continue to engage in fraudulent acts with the money of the citizens; 
prices of products are increasing daily, and there is an increase in police 
brutality. Though I haven’t gone back to Lagos since my family and I 
moved, I can’t wait to go back. I have always been able to stay connected 
through my memories and social media.
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College Started:  
After Gwendalyn Brooks

Donal O’Flynn 

We wake early. We
Open to p. 30. We
 
Earn A’s. We
Labor days. We

Read to sleep. We
Textbook, me.
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Playland from the Past
Morgan Torossian 

An unframed photograph sits on my dresser collecting dust, the date 
“May 10th, 2003” printed in pen on the back. The picture shows an older 
man and woman with two children on each lap, a smile cheek to cheek 
on every face. The woman is covered in blue from head to toe, the color 
accentuating her curly red locks. She wears a navy-blue tank top, blue 
and white striped button up, and light wash blue jeans. She accents the 
look with gold hoops, rings, and a watch with a dark brown leather 
strap. The time ticking on her watch stands still in the photograph.  On 
her right sits a man wearing glasses big enough to spot each ant feasting 
on the ice cream melting on the concrete below him- the ruined dessert 
another victim of a bright-eyed child. He sports a tan collared shirt, 
invaded by black and white stripes. On his bottom he wears black suit 
pants, looking dressed up in comparison to the others in the photo. The 
little blonde girl rest comfortably on the woman’s lap. Pink “admit one” 
tickets are spilling out of her denim overall pockets as she obliviously 
smiles at the camera. Her orange undershirt clashes against the woman’s 
blue attire. A young boy, evidently a bit older than the blonde girl, wears 
a red shirt with grey cargo shorts. He smiles with missing front teeth. 
7KH�ER\�LV�KROGLQJ�D�PLQLDWXUH�UHG�ÁDJ�WKDW�UHDGV�´+RͿPDQ·V�3OD\ODQGµ�

Behind the family of four is a tattered wooden rollercoaster. The drop 
LV�QR�ELJJHU�WKDQ�ÀIWHHQ�IHHW��\HW�DV�ORXG�DV�D�WKXQGHU�FODS�LQ�WKH�GUHDU\�
depths of April. There is excitement, anticipation, and regret on the faces 
of the children strapped into the ride. A mass of middle-aged beings 
DUH�ÁRFNHG�DW�WKH�JDWH�RI�WKH�SRSXODU�ULGH��VKLHOGLQJ�WKHLU�H\HV�IURP�WKH�
VFRUFKLQJ�VXQ�LWFKLQJ�WR�FDSWXUH�WKH�UROOHUFRDVWHUV�GHSDUWXUH�RQ�ÀOP��
Slightly to the right of the family is a food stand. The building is blue 
and white with a multicolored tent hanging over the ordering window. 
Inside are two women working, the desperation of clocking out taking 
life in the sweat running down each of their foreheads. There is a boy 
standing alone in a black short sleeve shirt and basketball shorts, big 
enough to swim in, ordering what looks like a snow cone. He is standing 
next to a trash can whose lid is in the shape of a clown’s head, the mouth 
DFWLQJ�DV�WKH�JDUEDJH�FKXWH��7KH�UXEELVK�ÀOOHG�FORZQ�ODXJKV�DW�WKH�VROXV�
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boy who has sadness written all over him, as if he is the unwanted 
ending to a seemingly happy story. The boys back is turned to the family 
of four as they pose for the camera.

7KH�SKRWRJUDSK�FDSWXUHG�WKH�GD\�,�ZHQW�WR�+RͿPDQ·V�3OD\ODQG�ZLWK�
my brother, my gaga, and my papa. The picture is a reminder of one of 
the last few times I spent with my grandparents before they got sick. 
My grandparents were my best friends. Losing them was like getting 
caught in a hail storm with no umbrella. Cold, painful, and out of my 
control. Overtime, the memories we shared fade. My heart desperately 
grabs onto these moments in hopes of never letting them go, but the pain 
of losing the people I love causes me to let them slip from my grasp in 
order to protect myself. As the picture continues to collect dust on my 
dresser, so does the vacant space in my heart that my grandparents  
once owned.
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The Lakeside
Megan Hale 

The cool crisp air whips at my face and hair. Goose bumps raise on my 
exposed arms. I knew it was going to get cold. Why didn’t I bring a jacket? 
I know why. It’s because I can’t stand to be in that house any longer with 
her. I have dated a lot of girls in my short life, but I have never come across 
one as creepy and controlling as Mindy. I just can’t wait to be able to get 
away from her.

Ever since I was little, the lake has always been my happy place. The calm 
ZDWHU�VORVKLQJ�RQWR�WKH�FRRO�ZHW�VDQG��7KH�ZLOG�OLIH�WKDW�ÁRXULVKHG�DURXQG�
LW��ÀOOLQJ�WKH�YDVW�RSHQ�DUHD�ZLWK�OLIH��,�MXVW�ORYH�HYHU\WKLQJ�DERXW�ODNHV��
When I booked this getaway, I immediately fell in love with it when I 
found this lake.

I booked the getaway because I thought it would be good for Mindy 
DQG�PH��,�WKRXJKW�ZH�ZRXOG�EH�DEOH�WR�ZRUN�RXW�RXU�GLͿHUHQFHV�ZLWKRXW�
having all of these distractions, but now I see that there is nothing I can do. 
The girl I fell in love with is not who I thought she was.

$V�,�ZDON�GRZQ�WKH�SDWK��WKH�VWLͿ�JUDVV�FUXQFKHV�XQGHU�P\�VQHDNHUHG�
feet. The lakes metallic smooth surface grows ever closer. I shut my eyes 
DQG�EUHDWK�LQ�GHHSO\��7KH�FRRO�DLU�ÀOOV�P\�OXQJV�DQG�WDNHV�DZD\�P\�VWUHVV�
when it leaves. Listening carefully, I try to make out the sounds around 
me, but I pick up on nothing. That’s weird. Lakes are never this quiet  
ZKHQ�,�JR��7KH\�DUH�DOZD\V�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�OLIH�

5HDFKLQJ�WKH�EHDFK�,�QRWLFH�D�ÀJXUH�RI�D�ZRPDQ�VWDQGLQJ�DW�WKH�ZDWHU·V�
edge. Thick fog looms on one side of the lake. It slowly drifts along the 
lake’s surface. It kind of reminds me of a scene from a horror movie.

Once I reach the water’s edge, I scan the area for the woman, but she is 
nowhere to be seen. Weird. Breathing out a heavy sigh I plop down onto 
the cool wet sand.

“Caw!”

Jumping up from the ground, I turn in the direction of the crow, but it’s 
nowhere to be seen. As I try to sit back down, something in the fog catches 
P\�H\H��,W·V�WKH�ÀJXUH�RI�WKH�ZRPDQ��EXW�KRZ"�0\�H\HV�À[�RQ�WKH�ÀJXUH�
trying to make out any other details about her, but the fog limits my 
vision. The longer I stare the more my mind wonders. Who is this woman? 
Why is she here? There is no one around for miles.
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%HIRUH�P\�PLQG�KDV�WLPH�WR�UHDFW��,�IHHO�P\VHOI�NLFNLQJ�RͿ�P\�VKRHV�DQG�
walking into the freezing water. Digging my toes in the cool sand, I try to 
stop myself from moving, but it’s no use.

The water reaches up to my waist now, but I keep moving forward. 
Glancing down, I notice that as I walk the metallic surface doesn’t break. 
:KDW·V�JRLQJ�RQ"�*ODQFLQJ�EDFN�XS��,�QRWLFH�WKDW�WKH�ÀJXUH�LV�JRQH��
6SLQQLQJ�DURXQG�,�WU\�WR�ÀQG�P\�ZD\�EDFN��EXW�WKH�IRJ�KDV�VXUURXQGHG�
me on all sides. My body begins to shake violently. I’m not sure if it’s 
from fear or the freezing water, but one thing is for sure, I need to get back 
home. Mindy will be worried if I’m not back within a half hour. Lord only 
knows what she will do if I’m not back.

Leaning forward I begin to swim my way back towards shore. I am a 
SUHWW\�VWURQJ�VZLPPHU��DQG�,�WKLQN�,�FDQ�ÀQG�P\�ZD\�EDFN�WR�VKRUH��$V�
I move forward I feel something pulling me backwards. My kicks grow 
stronger and the pull grows stronger. It feels like my feet are stuck in gum 
and I can’t pull away from it. Snapping back to my starting point, I glumly 
look at my feet through the clear water. Nothing is attached to them, and 
nothing is wrapped around my ankles. Then why can’t I move? Tilting 
my head back upwards, I feel something grab onto my leg. Snapping my 
attention back down, I am met face to face with a snarling Mindy. Her red 
SDLQWHG�QDLOV�GLJ�FUHVFHQWV�LQ�P\�OHJ��)HDU�PDNHV�PH�ZDQW�WR�NLFN�KHU�RͿ��
but something keeps me frozen in place.

“Come with me Jack. You’re all mine, and I don’t want you to forget it.” 
Mindy says with a snarl.
+HU�QRVWULOV�ÁDUH��KHU�H\HV�KDYH�WXUQHG�D�EULJKW�ZKLWH��DQG�KHU�WHHWK�KDYH�
morphed into sharp points.
The unseen force loosens a bit, and I take advantage of the chance and kick 
IXULRXVO\�DZD\��NLFNLQJ�0LQG\�RU�ZKDWHYHU�VKH�LV�LQ�WKH�IDFH��$�FU\�ÀOOV�P\�
ears, but I don’t stop swimming. My body is frozen with fear, but I keep 
pushing forward. Suddenly everything freezes in place. Confused, I try to 
move my arms and legs, but I have lost all control over them again. The 
sucking feeling comes back, and my heart races. Turning back, I see Mindy 
standing on top of the water drawing me closer to her. I want to scream 
and kick my way out of it, but I can’t. I am frozen in a swimmer’s pose 
with a mask of fear plastered on my face.

“I told you that you are mine. Mine and only mine, and I want us to be 
together, always,” she says as she pulls me towards her.

Her icy hands glide up my sides as I move towards her. Once my head 
UHDFKHV�KHU��VKH�ÁLSV�PH�RYHU�DQG�OHDQV�GRZQ�WRZDUGV�P\�IDFH�

“I’m going to show you what forever feels like.”
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Serene Escape
Astrid Fuentes-Dimas

I rest my head on my pillow and succumb to slumber. In a dark room I lay, 
DQG�WKH�RQO\�WKLQJ�,�IHHO�LV�WKH�ÁRRU��$V�,�VHDUFK�IRU�D�ZD\�RXW��,�IHHO�WKH�ZDOO�
DQG�WUDFH�WKH�ZRRGHQ�JURRYHV�ZLWK�P\�ÀQJHUV��)LQDOO\��,�IHHO�ZKDW�VHHPV�WR�EH�
a doorknob. A light kisses my skin, and I am welcomed with a fresh breeze. A 
wonderful landscape lays before me, tall green grass, and an array of colorful 
ZLOGÁRZHUV�VXUURXQG�WKH�ODQG��,Q�WKH�GLVWDQFH��D�PRXQWDLQ�UDQJH�WKDW�VHHPV�WR�
run for miles as it wraps around crystal clear waters rises into the landscape. 
I am holding an empty woven basket. I step onto the soft grass and the door 
GLVDSSHDUV�EHKLQG�PH��7KH�DURPD�RI�IUHVK�ÁRZHUV�ÀOOV�WKH�DLU��DQG�WKH�ELUGV�
above me warble lullabies. I make my way to the water as the breeze dashes 
through the nature around me. I do not know what I am doing here, but I am 
ÀOOHG�ZLWK�SXUH�EOLVV�DQG�DSSUHFLDWLRQ�RI�OLIH�

There is a crescent beach before the lakefront. The sand is a shade of beige and 
grained smoothly. I pick up a shell, the only one in the vast beach and admire 
its shape and color. The shell enfolds itself and is an ombre of white and rose 
pink. I press it against my ear and hear waves crashing on rocks. As I hover 
over the crystal-clear water, I see colorful stones decorate beneath the rippling 
water. I desire to take a stone with me, but I never do. Instead, I lift my blush-
colored tulle and lace gown and step into the water. I begin by slowly dipping 
my toe in the water before going in. I walk farther into the water until it meets 
P\�NQHHV��7KH�ZDWHU�LV�ZDUP�EXW�IUHVK��DQG�,�FDQ�VHH�VPDOO�ÀVKHV�DQG�PRUH�
stones around me. I let go of the dress fabric and it tumbles into the water. I 
admire my dress in the mirroring lake. It is a sweetheart neckline decorated in 
ULEERQV��WKH�VOHHYHV�KXJ�P\�DUPV�DQG�SXͿ�DW�WKH�VLGHV��,�IHHO�DV�LI�,�KDYH�ZRUQ�
LW�PDQ\�WLPHV��KRZHYHU��HDFK�WLPH�,�IHHO�OLNH�LW�LV�P\�ÀUVW�WLPH�ZHDULQJ�LW�

,�ZDON�EDFN�WR�WKH�EHDFK�DQG�WKHQ�WR�WKH�JUDVV�DQG�ÁRZHUV��,Q�WKH�GLVWDQFH��,�
see a curved roof garden house with glass windows and walls. Inside is an 
´Pµ�VKDSHG�FKDQQHO�ÁRZLQJ�LQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�ÁRZHUV�DQG�IROLDJH��7KH�VRXQG�RI�
WKH�ZDWHU�ÁRZLQJ�LV�UHOD[LQJ�DQG�SHDFHIXO��7KH�ÁRZHUV�UHVLGH�QHDU�WKH�ZDOOV�
leaving a space in the center. There is a dainty white garden table and chairs, 
with a fruit bowl and crackers. I look up to see rays of sunshine through the 
heavy spade-shaped leaves hanging over the garden house. I am alone in 
this land, but I never feel lonely. The sun is beginning to fade into sunset, so I 
UHWXUQ�WR�WKH�ÀHOG�DQG�OD\�LQ�WKH�JUDVV�DQG�ÁRZHUV��(PEUDFHG�E\�WKH�ZLQG�DQG�
WKH�VPHOO�RI�ÁRZHUV��,�KHDU�ZDWHU�VSODVKLQJ�LQ�WKH�GLVWDQFH��1DWXUH�HPEUDFHV�
me with its song.

The atmosphere persuades me to close my eyes. Right when I rest my eyes, I 
open them to see myself back in bed with the morning sun shining through. I 
am mesmerized by this delightful dream, and grateful to experience such grace 
in nature.
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The Jaded Living Room
Lomie Blum

The beige, brown, and tan colors of my Bubbe’s living room conquer the 
VSDFH�OLNH�D�VDQGVWRUP��VXͿRFDWHV�PH��7KH�URRP�VPHOOV�RI�WKH�VHYHQWLHV��
doused in cheap pharmacy perfume, old cigarettes that still reek even 
though she quit smoking decades ago, and cats even though there hasn’t 
been a cat in the house for years. In the center of the room, there is a 
brown and white hospital bed. Though the color scheme matches the room 
perfectly, it looks very out of place. Adjacent to the bed, there is a wall that 
is a gallery of memories. There is a row of four framed newspaper articles 
she once wrote, a photo of her deceased husband who I never met but 
have instilled a deep knowledge of because of all the stories, and photos 
of family and friends. There are also paintings from around the world 
that always scared me when I was little and several Jewish artifacts. My 
Bubbe’s past life is plastered on a wood-paneled background. Her present 
life is represented by a rented hospital bed. To the side, inches away from 
WKH�EHG��WKHUH�LV�D�ORQJ�FRͿHH�WDEOH�XQGHUQHDWK�WKH�ZDOO�WKDW�KROGV�WULQNHWV�
given to her and more photos of family and friends. There is always the 
fear she might trip on that table one day, but the photos and random 
objects of life before make her happy.

0\�%XEEH·V�JLJDQWLF�PHWDO�GHVN��ZKLFK�LV�ÀYH�IHHW�WR�WKH�ULJKW�RI�WKH�
hospital bed, has a giant sticker of The University of Texas splattered 
against it. She is going to be buried in El Paso one day, next to her husband 
she tells me about. His black and white grin as a young man stares at me 
before I go to bed. She would often spend her days at that desk working on 
VHYHUDO�GLͿHUHQW�WKLQJV�IRU�KHU�V\QDJRJXH�RU�IRU�QHZVSDSHU�DVVRFLDWLRQV�
despite being in her eighties. She always insisted on working hard as a 
distraction from herself. However, today was a rare occasion she was in 
the other room watching Law and Order: SVU eating chicken wings. I 
could hear the noise of the TV sneak in from where I was. This episode 
was on murder, as I could hear the shrieks of a woman with her life about 
to be taken. I can also hear my Bubbe’s outrageously loud chewing as she 
gobbles on a piece of chicken.

Behind her desk is a wall of books collected over several decades 
from great writers like Truman Capote, Erskine Caldwell, and Joanne 
Greenberg. There are also shelves dedicated to books on the land of 
Israel and the preservation of Zionism for all eternity. I amble across the 
grotesque coral rug towards the 80s leather chair, and as I walk I can feel 
my feet stick to the ground. This gruesome rug has never been clean my 
entire life. I sit in the chair, and I feel the tight leather caress me. I think 
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of all the summers I’ve spent here while I look at the photos on the table. 
There is a photo of me and my Bubbe when I was little and she was 
younger. We are both grinning out of delight. She in her trademark blue 
pants pulled up over her stomach and I in my tan shorts. I remember that 
we were going to the Children’s Museum that afternoon like we did every 
summer. We stopped going a couple of years back because I matured out 
of it, but also because it was getting harder for her to walk.

I sit with the thoughts of my Bubbe, my feet desperately avoiding the 
coral ground. I remember a call on the phone with her, when she told me 
“all my friends are dead, Mary Tyler Moore is dead, I am dying.” This 
statement always shocked me. I curl up in the leather chair’s awkward 
embrace like receiving a hug from a creepy uncle. I hear my Bubbe 
coughing grotesquely loud in the other room. I try to distract myself from 
the noise, but the hospital bed seems to gawk at me with this hideous and 
uncomfortable wool blanket that some distant cousin crocheted for her 
strewn on it. The fear of aging has already taken over me at the tender age 
of 16. In this room, there seems to be no today, tomorrow, or yesterday but 
a continual motion until one day it will just end. I always overthink in this 
space. My eyes then lay on her record collection across the jaded room. The 
records are placed accordingly by genre with show tunes on the far left 
and country on the far right which are on mini shelves next to the entrance 
of the house. My Bubbe was a reporter and music critic a long time ago. 
She always tells me how she met Johnny Cash and The Beatles but how 
she hates rock n’roll. Maybe she was always old, even in her youth.

I hear a rattle, and I see my Bubbe grasping at her gray walker with a tray 
attached to it. She announces that she is going to take a nap. She stumbles 
in, mumbling to herself things like “Oh my.” She smiles at me and notices 
my presence even though she is practically blind. I smile at and admire 
her. I excuse myself and hug her. As she lays on the hospital bed, ready to 
go to sleep in the space I spend my summers.
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Excerpt from Rastrasz’s Choice
Nigeriah Jenkins

A light breeze swirled  through  the  treetops  as  the  dawn  crept  on  the  
horizon.  The dewy scent of Green Tide was in the air as the southern birds 
that had left during White Reign returned to the thawing forests, searching 
for  food  for  their  growing  families.  Within  the  Ruby  scaleguards  den  
lied  the  sleeping  dragons,  resting  ever  so  peacefully  except  for  one  
spry  male.  Young  Raviel  was  bursting  at  the  seams  with  excitement  
because  today  was  a  day  of  upmost  importance  to  him. He  shimmied  
to  his  paws  and  with  cat-like  gracefulness,  slinked  over  the  sleeping  
scaleguards,  careful  not  to  tread  on  anyone’s  tails,  slinking  out  of  the  
den  once  free  of  the  layers  of  sleeping  bodies.

Managing  to  sneak  out  of  the  den  was  easy  enough  but  he  had  to  
get  past  his  father  and  the  Dawn  patrol,  however  the  camp  was  still  
and  silent,  signifying  that  the  Dawn  Patrol  had  left  this  early  morn  
and  that  appeared  to  be  a  good  sign  for  right  now.   Raviel  took  a  
sharp  breath  as  he  quietly  slithered   through  the  camp  and  out  the  
JRUVH��HQWUDQFH���2QFH��KH��OHIW��WKH��FRQÀQHV��RI��WKH��FDPS���KH��IHOW��OLNH��KH��
FRXOG��ÀQDOO\��EUHDWKH��DV��UHOLHI��ZDVKHG��RYHU��KLP��LQ��ZDYHV��ZKLFK��WKHQ��
turned  into  excitement.  Finally,  I  can  see  my  beloved  Zephyr,  he  
thought  blissfully  as  he  trotted  through  the  territory  with  a  blissful  
longing,  her  sweet,  captivating  scent  on  the  wind.

Raviel’s  excitement  was  replaced  by  a  shivering  dread  as  a  horrid  
VFUHHFK��HFKRHG��WKURXJK��WKH��ZRRGV��OLNH��D��*UL΀Q��VFUHHFKLQJ��DV��LWV��ODVW��
breath  draws  near.  He  darted   through  the  forest,  his  heart  pumping  
and  thoughts  racing.  ‘Is  my  beloved  in  danger,  is  she  in  pain,  
could  it  be  that  time,  and  so  soon?’  He  blindly  raced  through  the  
overgrowth  with  his  heart  pumping  a  thousand  miles  a  minute.  That  
VFUHHFKLQJ��ZRXOG��PRUH��WKDQ��GHÀQLWHO\��DWWUDFW��WKH��DWWHQWLRQ��RI��WKH��
Dawn  Patrol  and  if  Zephyr  were  caught  in  their  territory  it  could  
spell  trouble  for  both  him  and  her.  As  he  drew  closer  to  the  river,  
the  screeching  had  crescendoed  and  the  scent  of  the  Dawn  Patrol  
had  grown  in  intensity  but,  something  of  an  unsettling  nature  hit  his  
nostrils…it  was  the  reek  of  blood.  His  heart  was  in  his  throat  and  
his  stomach  dropped  as  the  scent  of  the  viscous  liquid  hit  his  nose.  
‘So  strong,  could  I  be  too  late,  Am  I  too  late  to  rescue  her,  did  the  
Dawn  Patrol  kill  her  already,  what  am  I  running  for  if  the  former  is  
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true?’  Raviel  charged  through  the  wooded  area  quicker  than  a  
VWDPSHGH��RI��DQJU\��ELVRQ���ÁDWWHQLQJ��WKH��SODQW��OLIH��XQGHUQHDWK��KLV��
massive  dragon  paws.

As  the  river’s  shore  came  into  view,  Raviel  burst  through  the  
surrounding  undergrowth  with  a  blind  determination.  His  eyes  
darted  around  the  seemingly  empty  area  faster  than  a  deer  
PRXVH��GDUWV��DFURVV��WKH��IRUHVW��ÁRRU��WU\LQJ��WR��HVFDSH��VLJKW���7KH��
blistering  pained  screech  rang  out  through  the  area  which  
KHLJKWHQHG��5DYLHO·V��DQ[LHW\���+H��WLOWHG��KLV��VQRXW��LQ��WKH��DLU��WR��ÀQG��
any  scents  carried  on  the  wind.  To  his  relief  the  Dawn  Patrol  
had  not  come  through  here  yet,  but  Zephyr  had.  ‘Oh,  my  sweet  
Zephyr,  where  are  you,  what’s  going  on?’  He  began  frantically  
searching  around  for  his  beloved  with  the  screeching  rattling  the  
area.

+LV�GUHDG��À]]OHG��RXW��DQG��RQFH��DJDLQ���ZDYHV��RI��UHOLHI��ZDVKHG��
over  him  as  the  screeching  was  replaced  by  the  chirps  of  a  
newborn  chick.  He  rounded  the  large  sunning  stones  along  
the  riverbed  and  there  she  was,  licking  and  nuzzling  the  small 
vermillion  babe  in  her  forelimbs.  He  was  so  small,  but  he  
was  spry  and  full  of  life,  their  son.  ‘Oh,  my  sweet  Zephyr,  I  
apologize  for  not  being  here  by  your  side  while  you  were  in  
unspeakable  amounts  of  pain,  but  I  am  here  for  you  know  and  
I  promise  to  you,  and  our  son,  that  no  matter  what  happens  I  
shall  protect  you,  whether  you  are  part  of  the  Ruby  Brood  or  
not.’  Raviel  gave  Zephyr  a  gentle  lick  on  the  forehead  before  
gazing  down  lovingly  at  his  newborn  son.  His  heart  swelled  as  
the  wyrmling’s  radiant  emerald  eyes  met  his.  “Welcome  to  the  
world  Fremod…my  son.”
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We wasted our whole lives for you
Hailey Lupian 

:LQWHU�KDG�FRPH�WR�WKH�VHDVLGH�WRZQ��$OO�RI�WKH�WRZQVIRON�ZHUH�ÀQH�ZLWK�
the winter weather, except for the old man who lived in the lighthouse 
who despised the cold. No one knew how he started living in the 
lighthouse, it was just a known fact among the townsfolk. Just like it was a 
known fact that many years before, he was a world-renowned captain. But 
the old captain hadn’t aged well. His skin was as white as the snow and 
salt that covered the shores, he kept a watch over. His eyes were bloodshot 
and red as his scarf he wore. His skin wrinkled like he had soaked in the 
sea his whole life. No one really knew why he looked the way he did, but 
they had theories. The oldest citizens of the town thought he cried himself 
to sleep every night because he was lonely and had no family. The middle-
aged folk thought his years of being a captain at sea drove him mad with 
cabin fever. The children thought he was some sort of ghost of the sea. But 
legend said the real reason is that every night he pays for the crimes he 
committed at sea.

The old captain never spoke with anyone when he went into town. He’d 
go every morning with the same red scarf that hung from his neck, the 
cold cutting through his clothes, chilling his bones. Most of the time he 
was found muttering to himself about some woman he once knew, and 
he knew that the townsfolk whispered about him any chance they got. 
The old captain knew of the rumors that blew around with the cold salty 
sea wind. In response to the cold whispers, the old captain pulled his hat 
down and his scarf up to protect him from the cold and whispers that he 
so despised. He just trudged through it all and made his way back to the 
old lighthouse he called home. He had more deadly problems to deal with 
than a few gossipy townsfolk.

No one knew what the old man did by himself in the old lighthouse, 
but they knew that he never left unless he had to. When he did leave, he 
looked worse each time he went into town.

The nights got colder than the day. The waves crashed more, and 
the winds showed no mercy. But at the lighthouse, there were many 
paranormal sounds that only the old resident could hear.

The sun had set, and the old captain laid in bed waiting for their arrival. 
Soon the wind and chills arrived at the old man’s home. He shivered as he 
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wrapped himself tighter in his covers. Then the doors and cabinets opened 
and slammed, startling the old captain awake. Sharp nails dragging 
DFURVV�WKH�ZRRGHQ�ÁRRUV�PDUNHG�WKHLU�DUULYDO�DW�WKH�ROG�OLJKWKRXVH��7KHQ�
DQ\WKLQJ�QRW�QDLOHG�WR�WKH�ÁRRU�ÁHZ�DURXQG�WKH�URRP��$W�WKH�IRRW�RI�KLV�
bed the spirits rose, one by one to face their victim. They hissed their chant 
and it caused the old captain to shudder.

“You loved me once, Sylvester. I wasted my whole life for you!”

Each voice was a high pitch shrill that fell onto the old captain’s ears. The 
old captain grew weary of the spirits’ nightly visits.

“Every night. Every night, you come and haunt me! You come and throw 
my things! You come and never let me sleep. I have had enough of this. 
What is it you want?” The old captain yelled.

The women’s voices became one shrill booming voice. “What you have 
taken from us, Sylvester, can never be replaced!”

As the spirits of the women grew in anger, the room grew chiller.

“I have taken nothing from you spirits. It is not my fault you naive women 
lead your lives with foolishness.” The old captain’s voice was harsh and 
unforgiving.

7KH�URRP�JUHZ�HYHQ�FROGHU��FDXVLQJ�WKH�ÁRRUV�WR�VKULQN�DQG�FUDFN��7KH�
ÁRRUV�VWDUWHG�WR�SRS�PDNLQJ�WKH�FDSWDLQ�ZLQFH�LQ�SDLQ�GXH�WR�WKH�ORXG�
pops of the wood.

´<RX�DUH�D�VHOÀVK�PDQ��6\OYHVWHU��<RX�KDYH�QR�ORYH�LQ�\RXU�KHDUW��<RX�
KDYH�WDNHQ�RXU�OLYHV��ÀOOHG�WKHP�ZLWK�HPSW\�SURPLVHV��KRSHV��DQG�GUHDPV��
We shall now take yours!” The women yelled as they surrounded the bed.

Sharp teeth bared and nails sharp they started to encircle the old captain. 
7KH�ROG�FDSWDLQ·V�IDFH�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�IHDU��+LV�ERG\�WUHPEOHG�IURP�WKH�H[WUHPH�
cold.

“Wait!” he yelled.

Surprisingly, this stopped the spirits from coming any closer. The old 
captain had to think fast.

“You beautiful ladies don’t want to do this,” he said in the sweetest voice 
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he could muster. “You ladies are good women with good hearts, you don’t 
want to do this. I mean, killing a helpless and defenseless old man is not in 
your ladies’ kind-hearted nature.”

The old man could only hope that his plea has touched the restless souls of 
WKH�ZRPHQ��7KH�ROGHVW�VSLULW�DQG�6\OYHVWHU·V�ÀUVW�´ORYHµ�VSRNH�

“Very well, Sylvester. You have convinced us. You have until tomorrow 
night to protect yourself.” Her voice was soft but stern.

The old captain nodded, understanding. Luckily, he knew exactly where to 
go. Then the sun rose in the east and the spirits of the women went back to 
their restless slumber, till the next night when they would rise again. The 
old man rose from his bed and got his scarf and made his way to church. 
He was ready to seek holy help. He banged on the church doors.

“Sylvester? I’m surprised to see you, my son. What can I do for you?”

“Father, tt’s the lighthouse! It is possessed by angry spirits. I can’t sleep 
anymore, Father you must help me!” The old captain looked insane 
begging the pastor for help with spirits. And maybe he was, but the old 
captain knew this was his last chance.

The pastor’s face was understanding and he put a hand on the old man’s 
shoulder. “I will help you, my son. I shall meet you tonight.”

The old captain calmed at the holy man’s touch. “Thank you, father. Thank 
you,” the old man whispers. Relieved he heads back to the lighthouse to 
prepare for the pastor’s arrival.

The pastor arrived just before sundown. He was armed with nothing 
but a cross and some holy water, but the pastor felt in his bones a mix of 
shivers of the spirits and the cold salty sea air. He knew the old man was 
outmatched and there was nothing he could do. But he had a holy duty to 
do. He then knocked on the old lighthouse door.

“Father, thank you for coming. I’m looking forward to sleeping tonight,” 
The old man said with a breath of relief.

“Of course, my son. Let’s get started, shall we?” the pastor hid the doubt in 
his voice well.
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The holy man sat in a chair next to the old man’s bed and prayed. As 
VRRQ�DV�WKH�VXQ�VHW�WKH�URRP�JUHZ�FROGHU�DQG�WKLQJV�VWDUWHG�WR�Á\�DURXQG�
the old man’s room. The shrill voices came back. “You loved me once 
Sylvester, I wasted my whole life for you!”

The pastor held up the cross over his head and yelled at the shrill voice. 
“You shall leave this pure man be! You must go to rest, you are not 
welcome here!” the pastor yelled as he threw holy water.

The spirits took the forms of the many young women. Then they began to 
laugh collectively. Cold and empty. It sent shivers down the men’s spines.

The oldest of the group piped up. “Dear pastor, you honestly can not 
tell us he is a pure man worth your protection. He has spent his years of 
voyaging wooing each and every one of us. He promised us lives at sea 
and that he would return. We wasted our entire lives as single maidens 
waiting for his return. No family to mourn our deaths, we died alone and 
heartbroken.”

The pastor’s eyes grew wide and he turned to the old man. “Is this true, 
my son?”

The old man peeked from under the covers he took shelter in. “Father,  it’s 
not my fault that they were foolish women waiting for true love. I didn’t 
love any of you! I loved the feeling of being wanted, and having them all 
throw themselves at my feet like I was a wealthy king.”

The holy man lowered his head and his voice grew dark and cold. “I’m 
sorry, my son, but I can not help you.” The pastor made his way out of 
the old lighthouse. Before he closed the door he said to the many women. 
“Dear ladies, do what you have to do to get the peaceful rest you deserve.” 
With that, the pastor closed and locked the door behind him.

No one knows what the spirits did to the old captain, all they know is that 
he was found one morning, hung by his very own scarf. Legend says you 
can still spot the old captain on the shores he once walked on.
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The Yellow Monster
Sophia Lenigk 

Every weekday morning, I stood by the road on the top of a gentle hill and 
waited for the school bus to take me from one unfamiliar place to the next. 
I was ten years old, left to live in Germany with my grandparents, and 
attending school; even though I could not speak more than a few words of 
'HXWVFK��:LWK�P\�FRXVLQ·V�DLG��WKH�ÀUVW�VWHS�IRU�PH�LQ�JHWWLQJ�WKURXJK�HDFK�
uncertain day was to face the bus. It was a bright yellow and common-
place vehicle, yet, in the beginning, a spike of dread often accompanied its 
appearance.
 
,Q�WKH�HDUO\�PRUQLQJV��ZKHQ�WKH�PLVW�ZDV�VWLOO�OLIWLQJ�RͿ�WKH�KLOOV�DQG�ZLGH�
patches of farmland, my cousin and I walked together up the hill toward 
the point where the bus would pick us up. The point was unmarked, 
VLPSO\�D�SDWFK�RI�ÁDWWHQHG�JUDVV�EHVLGH�D�ORQHO\��SDYHG�URDG��:H�ZDLWHG�
DFURVV�IURP�D�ÀHOG�ZKHUH�FRZV�JUD]HG��UDLVLQJ�WKHLU�KHDGV�RFFDVLRQDOO\�WR�
“moo” into the still, chilly air. The gentle breeze made the long blades of 
grass along the edge of the fence rub together with a soft, shushing sound. 
$�IHZ�VLOHQW�PLQXWHV�SDVVHG�EHIRUH�,�FDXJKW�P\�ÀUVW�JOLPSVH�RI�WKH�EXV��
as yellow as the color a child would use to draw the sun, driving up the 
URDG�WRZDUG�XV��/LNH�D�JUDQGSDUHQW�ZLQGHG�IURP�WKH�HͿRUWV�RI�WKH�FOLPE��
it slowed as it crested the hill and stopped with a shudder that I felt within 
me too. I took a step back away from the bus and the empty windows that 
stared back at me.
 
Up close, the yellow of the bus was not shiny and spotless but splattered 
with countless specks of dust and dirt that formed a thin layer across its 
surface. There were two sets of doors on the side of the bus, one in the 
middle and one toward the front, and the glass panes were smudged with 
ÀQJHUSULQWV��7KH�EXV�ORRNHG�ZRUQ�IURP�PDQ\�MRXUQH\V��DQG�LW�FURVVHG�P\�
mind once that it would not be so bad if it ceased to run and let me skip 
the trip just for one day.
  
But with a soft creak and thump, the narrow doors swung back on its 
hinges and folded away to the sides. Now, the entrance to the monster’s 
insides was open. The tall, rectangular mouth gaped, waiting for me to 
walk naively into it so the bus could swallow me whole. There would be 
no way out, just like there had been no way to avoid being left behind in 
Germany.
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I had no choice but to approach and climb up after my cousin. I put my 
ÀUVW�IRRW�GRZQ�RQ�WKH�PHWDO�VWHS�DQG�JUDVSHG�WKH�FROG�PHWDO�UDLO�WKDW�OHG�
up the side. There were two steps, and then I emerged into the front of 
the bus. Only a few people occupied the rows of seats, their heads bent 
towards the screens of their phones. No one paid attention as I boarded. 
0\�VKRHV�VTXHDNHG�VRIWO\�DJDLQVW�WKH�ULGJHG�ÁRRULQJ�DV�,�IROORZHG�FORVHO\�
behind my cousin; she sought a seat and swung herself down. I sat beside 
her and took a deep breath. From up inside the bus, looking out the large 
windows, I suddenly felt larger.
 
I rode the bus every school day until it was time for me to leave the 
country I had just begun to know. I had started out dreading the approach 
of the bus and the place it would take me: a school full of people I did not 
know, a language I did not understand, and countless potential mistakes 
to be made. As the weeks passed, however, boarding the bus became less 
and less daunting. The bus always traveled the same route, but along the 
way, I was changing. My fear of the unknown was shrinking every day, 
until I could walk into the yellow monster, and not be afraid.  

THE YELLOW MONSTER
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