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My Roomie
Jessica Purgett

My roommate is the Devil. No, literally, he’s the Devil.
Lucifer and all that. I know, I didn’t believe him either when
he first told me. I mean, isn’t the Devil supposed to have
like red skin and a pudgy belly? No, this guy is tall, fit, and
attractive. I mean, I’d tap him if I swung that way.
He’s a really cool dude, actually. He always does his
dishes, cleans his beard shavings out of the sink, and he
never brings his work home with him. I feel kinda bad for
the dude, though. I mean, even though he doesn’t really talk
about his work, I still know what he does, ya know? He has
to torture people all day. I see what it does to him, so I always
have a cold brewski waiting for him when he gets home. I
think it helps. Tonight I’m actually making some spaghetti
and meatballs for him, too.
When he opens the door of our apartment, I grab the beer
from the fridge and crack it open. He doesn’t take it when I
offer. All he says is, “Chad, you need to come with me.”
“Nah, dude, I’ve got spaghetti and meatballs ready for us
on the stove. Come on, before it gets cold.”
“No, you need to come with me. Right now.” There’s no
humor in his voice.
“Aw, come on D,” I reply, “What do you mean I need to
go with you?” He couldn’t possibly mean...
“Chad, don’t make this harder than it needs to be.”
9

“No, dude, no. Are you saying... You’re not saying we’re
going down there, right?” I can hear my voice rising in panic. He doesn’t respond, just looks at me ... waiting.
“I’m a good person. I deserve to be going up, right? What
the hell did I ever do to deserve going down there?”
His face remains cold and distant. I’ve never seen him
like this before. It’s really creeping me the fuck out. “I’m not
even dead yet, bro,” I plead.
“Look, Chad. You’re my friend, right? I’m trying to help
you out here. Either you come with me right now or you’re
going to be hit by a car on your bike to work in the morning.”
“Is that a threat?” I don’t know whether to vomit or
punch him in the face.
“No. It’s fate. If you choose to stay on Earth, you’re going to die. And you’re going to suffer. Your time is up,” he
shrugs. “It is what it is. If you go with me now, it’s not going
to hurt. Trust me, it’s going to be a lot worse if you wait.”
“Nah, dude. No. What the hell? Why am I not going up?
What the fuck did I do? I mean, I know in fifth grade I made
fun of that chick because her nose was too big...and in high
school I dumped crickets into all the air ducts...But man I
can’t be going to Hell for that!”
He doesn’t hesitate before he starts listing out my life’s
events. “You shoplifted $5,000 worth of merchandise in a
three-year span from Walmart. You had sex with your married neighbor when you were twenty. And then you lied
about it when her husband confronted you. Their marriage
crumbled and you didn’t even care. Have you talked to her
since the night you screwed her? Remember that party you
went to in college? Remember how you got that girl so drunk
and then you—”
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“Okay, okay. I was a dick, so what? I’m only twenty-five. I can change. You can’t make me go now! Just...just
give me some time? Can I at least have a year or two? Dude,
I was going to propose to Kelly next week! You can’t take
that away from me.”
“She wouldn’t say yes even if you got the opportunity.
She doesn’t actually love you.”
His words shoot into me like shards of glass. “What the
hell do you know? We’ve been together for two years. Of
course she loves me.”
“Have you forgotten that I’m literally the Devil? I’m an
omniscient being. I know everything. Now, are you going to
come with me or not?”
“I—but ”
“I promise I won’t go too hard on you. You’re my
friend.” He smiles, offering his hand.
“How bad would it hurt if I waited?”
“Pretty bad. Internal bleeding tends to put humans in a
lot of agony.”
No, no, no. “Are you fucking with me right now? Tell
me you’re fucking with me.”
“Do you want to say goodbye to Kelly first?”
He’s not going to let me out of this. This is real. “Yeah,
if you don’t mind.” I take his outstretched hand and immediately we’re transported to her apartment door.
“I’ll wait here. And remember, if you try to run, I’ll find
11

you.” He winks at me while I knock on the door.
“Chad?” Kelly says after opening the door. “What are
you doing here?”
“Um... ” I guess I should have prepared something. “Kelly... I have to go away.” Go away? Jesus Christ that was the
lamest possible thing I could have said.

Anime

Jude Zawadi

“What do you mean go away?”
“It’s a long story. But, I just came to tell you that I love
you and I ...” God, am I choking up? “I wish I could have
been a better person for you. I love you so, so much.”
“Uh ... why are you being so weird?”
Devil clears his throat from the hallway. “I have to go
now. Just ... remember that I love you, okay?”
“You’re freaking me out. What the hell are you talking
about? Who’s in the hallway?”
I kiss her one last time before looking into her eyes and
saying, “I love you.”
“Uh ... yeah. I love you too.”

“What anime does to you. [Exposed]”
The struggle of being a weeb:
Weebs are like introverted super-nerds for Anime
We worship 2D characters
Our standards are higher than the Tower of God
We find love easily but never have the courage to reach out
We hide in our straw hats and Akatsuki robes
Play with our swords and never sleep on time
We spend too much money on Anime gear
Honestly, we live in a fantasy world full of cute waifus
Weebs plan trips to Japan on a budget of two dollars
This is how we live, imagine the K-pop fans
One could neverrrr

When I walk out the door, Devil smiles. “Very moving.”
“Shut up,” I respond before taking his hand one last time.

12
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Hollywood Boulevard
Addison McGuire

“Hey. Hey Marco! Can you sign this for me?” I start to
slow my pace a bit, looking around to see who this person
is yelling about. Walking down Hollywood Boulevard, I
always see some famous person making their way down this
wretched street, reminding people about their wealth and
fame, but it’s the best place to go to where there’s lots of
people, not to mention a lot of people willing to spare a few
dollars to a man down on his luck.
At this point the woman is right behind me. I can hear
her breathing heavy, as if she had been running for miles.
She pushes a piece of paper and pen at me. The paper has a
tall man with black shaggy hair and a beard.
“Hey! Hey! I saw you sitting on the corner by the liquor
store, and I was wondering if you had a minute to sign this
for me?” she says. She is out of breath and has a look of
excitement in her eyes. I am hoping that she catches on to
the confused expression I am trying to portray towards her,
but she doesn’t.
“I’m sorry, but I don’t think I am the person you’re
looking for,” I say.
Her eyes immediately drop, and she looks down at my
clothes. At this point, I think it has maybe been a week since
I have had a proper shower, and I have been wearing the
same clothes on my back for nearly a month. The only thing
14

she is focused on is my face, but once she realizes that I
am not the person who she is looking for, her face drops in
embarrassment.“Oh, I’m sorry to bother you, sir,” she says,
and turns to walk the other way with disappointment.I just
stand there, watching her walk away from me. A sense of
bewilderment fills my being. I have never been called out
by someone before, much less been asked to autograph
anything. As quickly as the feeling comes it leaves. I just
chalked it up to a misunderstanding and pass it off as a fluke
and continue on with my day.
I set up my stand at the corner of The Boulevard and
Orange Drive. I don’t understand what’s up with the amount
of people that ogle over Madame Tussauds’ wax figures, but
all of those people bring the big bucks. I set my can out in
front of me, prop my back up against the wall behind me and
prepare myself to be there for a while.
I am absolutely exhausted. I haven’t eaten anything in
a day or two. The only thing that keeps me comfortable,
is sleeping through the gnawing hunger that my stomach
reminds me of every twenty minutes. Just as I begin to
doze off, people begin to crowd around the wax museum.
A woman and her young daughter dash up to me and begin
shoving a picture of a man at me. He looks like he could
easily be my long-lost brother.
“Getting a wax figure in the wax museum must be a
big stepping-stone for you! Aren’t you excited? How long
have you been sitting here? You looked like you were falling
asleep! Can you sign my photo?” the woman shouts as she
continues to push the photo in front of me with a pen in her
hand. Who does this woman think I am? Why are all of these
people coming up to me and demanding I sign their papers?
15

It is almost like I was living in a dream. No one has
ever given me a second thought or any kind of attention like
this before. I take the photo, and the pen, out of her hand
to examine it closer. It’s a photo of a man on a red carpet,
smiling the smile that every celebrity does around here. One
of those “I’m smiling for the thousands of photographers
in front of me because that’s what my manager told me to
do” kinds of smiles. The only thing that is different from
this man, compared to the thousands of celebrities that I see
around here on a regular Saturday evening, is that he looks
nearly identical to me.
He looks like he is mid to late twenties. He has deep
set, brown eyes and a shaggy beard that looks like it has
just been trimmed. His hair is pretty long compared to
other celebrities on the Hollywood strip, which gives him a
defining trait among the rest. It is almost shoulder length and
is slicked back behind his ears with gel. I do look exactly
like him. The only difference between me and this man is
that I actually don’t have my hair styled because I haven’t
been able to scrape up enough money to pay for a shower at
the local truck stop in about a month now.
The woman is watching me with a confused look on
her face. I must have been staring too intently at the photo,
and she is starting to question why I haven’t signed it yet.
So I do the first thing that comes to my mind. I scribble an
illegible signature onto the photo and hand it back to her.
The confusion on her face is wiped away completely and
she shoves her hand at me. I take it as if I have known this
woman for decades. She whips my hand up and down and
exclaims how much of a pleasure it is to meet me.
Once she finally walks back toward the museum, I
immediately grab my things and begin walking down the
nearest alley. How did I get away with that? Who did she
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think that I was? What if she realizes that’s not how that
man in the picture signs his name? Thousands of questions
swirl through my brain. At this point I reach the opposite
side of the alley, when a man turning the corner runs directly
into me.
“Oh shit, sorry man,” he says to me. I can feel his eyes
linger on me for a minute, almost as if he recognizes me for
some reason.
“No, it’s no problem,” I reply as I look up to meet his
gaze.
It is the man in the picture; hair exactly like the
photograph. Seeing him in real life is really like looking
into a mirror. Before I can even think, I am already halfway
through the question that has been on my mind for the past
five hours.
“What’s your name?” I spit out.
“I’m Marco Alvarez,” he responds and points at a fresh
movie poster that looks no older than two days.
“You know, ‘Captain Bionicle,’” he says as he nods
towards the Captain Bionicle movie poster.
I continue to stare in disbelief at this man, this famous
actor, who looks like he could be my long-lost brother. I
continue to marinade in all of the information that has just
been thrown at me. At this point, I have been living on the
streets for three years and I have not once been mistaken for
a famous celebrity.
What if this is my ticket out of poverty?
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The thought only crosses my mind for a moment, and
now Marco Alvarez is lying in front of me, dead on the
ground. I have never killed someone before. What do I do?
What has come over me? Why did I do this? The questions
are circling my head again and they won’t shut off. I take his
wallet from his jacket pocket and begin looking at my new
identity. After I change my clothes out for his, I look around
the corner to make sure no one saw me commit murder.
For Hollywood Boulevard, this is odd. There isn’t
anyone that saw me. I stare down at the man whose entire life
I just stole. I examine every part of his face, every wrinkle,
and every imperfection. He seems at peace, even though his
life was cut short. A tear drips down my face. I didn’t want
to do this. I didn’t want this man to die, but I took the first
opportunity I saw to give myself a better life. I hope that his
spirit will understand.
Just as I am about to walk away from the crime scene, I
notice a glimmer of light meet my eyes. I notice he has ear
piercings. I have never had any kind of piercing before, let
alone an ear piercing. I remove the earrings from his ears
and shove them through my own, and begin walking back
towards the wax museum, hoping that no one will notice the
blood dripping from my ear lobes.
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Home

The Sustainability Scholars
The fate of the Earth is ours to hold.  
Our temporary home.
It is time to create
a world where sustainability builds.
Rather than separate
a positive impact,
our community,
and protecting our natural resources.
The fate of the Earth is ours to hold.
We have the power,
the responsibility to protect our home.
All of us must do our part
keeping Earth alive.
The fate of the Earth is ours to hold.  
Maximize the effort.
Create a sustainable planet.
One thoughtful action at a time.  
So much more than recycling.
Proper nutrition,
adequate housing,  
quality education,
enough for all, forever.
The fate of the Earth is ours to hold.
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When we all work together, we can create.
Sustainability is intersectional.
A ripple effect.
Mother Earth does not need us
to survive,
we need her.  
For now, it is still home.
The fate of the Earth is ours to hold.

Jennifer Musiol
Becoming·Oil Paint
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Little Pearl
Earrings
Cal Wright

The morning sun is peeking in my window, begging
me to crawl out of my bed for the day. I know that any
moment my alarm is about to be blaring in my ear. Why
today? Can’t I just go back to sleep and let this one day
pass me by?
Waking up the entire neighborhood, my alarm clock
begins to go off. I reach over and smack it, knocking over
last night’s glass of water. Water spills all over onto the
edge of my bed, drenching nearly my whole arm. No use
in staying in bed now, this day is already cursed. I scramble out of my bed and walk to my bathroom, looking for a
towel to clean up this mess. I catch sight of myself in the
mirror and I hardly recognize the girl staring back at me.
The girl in the mirror looks miserable. She looks like
a zombie who hasn’t slept in days, which might be true.
What am I supposed to do in a time like this? How can
someone sleep when she has so much to think about? So
much to process? So much to grieve?
I gingerly mope back to my room, careful not to
catch a glimpse into her room, afraid of what emotions
will overtake me this time. I can’t help but think this is all
a joke whenever I walk past her room. I secretly hope that
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one day, I will wake up like every other morning and fight
over the bathroom with her. Then later in the afternoon,
she will be right there sitting on her bed, reading like she
always does. I mean, like she always did.
I pause in front of her door, staring at the Coldplay
poster plastered on her door that’s been there since we were
in middle school. I remember when Ghost Stories was released, and we begged our parents to buy us tickets to go
to the concert that was only an hour away. Obviously, they
didn’t like that idea, but later that year for Christmas, Mom
and Dad bought us a record player. The day after Christmas, we ran to the bookstore and went clear to the back to
find the monstrous display of vinyl records. Sure enough,
we found our Coldplay album on an endcap display, like
it was just waiting for us to come pick it up. We bought it
and listened to it as soon as we got home. Not just that, but
we ended up listening to it all day while lying on her floor,
soaking in every note and lyric. She was always into old
fashioned things like that. She was such an old soul who
knew that moments with people were more meaningful
than anything the world could swoon her over with.
All my other memories of her are weird and feel fogged
over. She quickly became distant, shutting me out and
building walls. But why me? Why her only sister? She
went from hiding behind closed doors to never being home
and always breaking curfew. There were even a few times I
had to go pick her up from the most peculiar parts of town
late at night. Usually, it was by the abandoned factories
with the train depot across the way. She would always say
that she was just out getting some fresh air to clear her
head, but I knew it was an unspoken rule not to question
her. However, she was the golden child in the eyes of our
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parents, so Mom and Dad were never too worried, but I
was. They didn’t share a wall with her…they didn’t know
the amount of times I woke up to the sounds of her crying
herself to sleep. Cries were muffled, feelings were suppressed, and thoughts were never spoken.
     I’ve stood here too long because I’m starting to feel all
of the things I don’t want to feel. Longing, pain, sorrow,
grief. I don’t want to feel any of this and most importantly, I don’t want to feel any of this in front of people today.
Not just people, but those people who say they get it and
feel your pain. In reality, they don’t. They act like they
knew her, and they didn’t. They act like it’s a surprise
because she was great at everything she did, but it was
all an act. I could see right through all of it and I wasn’t
surprised. Afterall, I was the one who found her lying on
her bedroom floor with a pill bottle in her hand after I had
picked her up earlier that night. I wish they could’ve seen
the things I did, how distraught she was. Then maybe
they won’t question her reasoning.
I hear someone move in my room, and I’m quickly
brought back to reality. I walk back down the hall to my
room, hoping I wasn’t caught for staring at her door for
too long.
“Hey, sweetie,” says Mom, pretending everything is
normal. She’s sitting at the edge of my bed and looks like
she hasn’t slept in days, but that seems to be a common
trend around here.
“Hey,” I say, confused why she wants to talk to me
now. She hasn’t said a word to me and has been avoiding
me since I found her, as if I were the pills that killed her.
As if I’m lethal to anyone who sets foot near me.
24

“So, I was in your sister’s room last night,” she says,
like I couldn’t hear her muffled sobbing through the wall,
“and I found these earrings. I think they would go beautifully with the dress you’re wearing today to the burial.” I
flinch at the word she used. It feels like a lifetime without
her, but I guess I’d lost her long before her passing. Long
before everyone else. Mom hands the earrings to me, and
I can’t help but snicker when I see them.
“What’s wrong?” she asks with a concerned look on
her face.
“Oh nothing. . .these are just my earrings that she
borrowed a while ago without asking. Typical of Ivy to
do that,” I say as I choke back tears with a smile. That’s
probably the first time I’ve said her name since finding
her, which was only days ago. The last time that name
left my lips, it was a scream and a plea for help. A plea
for my sister to come back.
Mom just smiles at me with tears welling in her eyes.
She looks around my room, avoiding eye contact with
me, as it takes her a while to find words.
“Well then. I don’t think there’s any other pair that
will be suitable for the occasion. I’ll leave you to get
ready and I’ll see you downstairs for breakfast. I know
Dad was waiting for me to start the coffee.” Mom squeezes my hand and I know what she means to say is “I love
you,” but we haven’t said those words aloud in years.
As she walks out of my room, I can see the tears rolling down her cheeks. I know it’s hard for her to look
25

at me. . . all she can see is Ivy in my appearance. Only
eleven months apart and we were practically twins. We
looked so much alike and did everything together. No
wonder it’s tearing Mom apart to look at me, let alone be
in the same room as me.
I sit down at my desk and look into the mirror. It’s
hard to look at myself, too. Not only can I see her in my
face, but I’m disgusted by the person looking back at me.
What kind of sister doesn’t speak up when she knows her
sister is not okay? I should’ve done something more to
make sure she was okay or to make sure she felt loved. I
could have kept her safe.
I grab the earrings and study them. I’m not sure why
she wanted these ones so bad all the time. Afterall, they
were just plain, small pearls that went with almost anything. What’s so special about that?
I put the earrings in my ears, and immediately can tell
why she wanted these ones. They dangle just right from
my ear and are simplistic, yet incredibly charming. These
small pearls perfectly encapsulate the Ivy that I remember. The Ivy that I wish I didn’t have to live without.
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Beautiful Mess
Carley Beck

Running out in wet muddy
puddles with the pouring rain
stirs upon mixed emotions of
happiness, suffering, and pain
God bless this beautiful mess
His wonderful creation I see
uprooted from the ground
reflecting life year round
the strong soul is rooted
within a blessed broken tree
who has human qualities
like the bones inside of me
catch a glimpse of a butterfly
whose wounded wings soar
near broken branches between
a tree that stands straight no more
hustle and quickly take cover in shelter
to provide protection from the unpredictable weather
watch in wonder as the weight of the world is bearing on
their branches,
suddenly they are uprooted not able to stand straight on
their own anymore
feeling tall, happy, and confident when they have a family
around and within
feeling disoriented, lost, scared, and lonely when roots
within themselves are broken
God bless the beautiful mess of twisted trees who endured
the world’s weight of stress
27

Almost Twenty
Abbie Barr

I’ve seen the Eiffel tower gleam into the night!
I’ve seen homeless people reluctantly lay on the street corners.

I’ve tasted a mourning tear caught on my lip.
I’ve learned to find joy in life’s little moments!
I’ve learned life isn’t fair and some questions may never be answered.
I’ve learned that peace begins with a smile!
I’ve learned that time flies by in the blink of an eye.

I’ve seen the Pope wave humbly from the Vatican!
I’ve seen my father weep at his parent’s death.
I’ve heard a baby giggle and coo so innocently!
I’ve heard my house crack and break as strong winds conquered it.
I’ve heard words of encouragement from my family and friends!
I’ve heard the words, “She’s gone. You’ll never see her again.”
I’ve held an elderly woman’s beautifully wrinkled hand!
I’ve held the feeling of grief and worry on my shoulders.
I’ve held a merciful rosary between my fingers!
I’ve held rotted flowers that have drooped and died.
I’ve tasted my grandma’s pancakes, soft and warm!
I’ve tasted the regret of bad words rolling off my tongue.
I’ve tasted the sweet freedom of forgiveness!
28
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Seasons Changing
Emilee Bradley

From throwing snowballs,
to skipping rocks.
Sometimes we run.
Sometimes we walk.
A moment passes,
and the season is done.
People see beauty in change.
I see memories gone.
The leaves are changing colors.
The snow starts to fly.
When they touch the ground,
we know we must say goodbye.
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Ayra Nur Jehan Aminuddin
Gloomy Day·Photography

Leave

Nicole G. Carl
You were never in my life before, but now you never seem to leave.
I thought you were my friend at first, pulling me in tight.
Wanting me to get more rest and sleep a little more.
But then your hugs turned into grasps that keep me longer and longer.
I tried to go on like you were not there, but now you always linger.
You try to coax me in, but I am able to resist, except when I’m alone.
You know that once I am alone, you can grab as tight as you want.
Then you make me distant to all my friends and family.
You make me lie in bed, neglecting all my duties.
You tell me just another hour.
You tell me I do not need to eat today.
You tell me I am fine, right, I can shower tomorrow.
You tell me I’ll always be alone; it is how it’s supposed to be.
You tell me I do not need to be, I wonder if you’re right?
I wish you would leave so I could be myself again, I don’t know where
I’ve gone.
Now every time you grab me, your hold grows longer and longer.
I wonder if one day you’ll get stronger and I’ll never break free from your
grasp?
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Superpower
Bruce Croy

SCENE: Cody and his caregiver Miles are about to wrap
up their session, and Cody wants to go to the store. Miles
reluctantly gives in as it has been a long day, but Cody has
been good and worked really hard today to get his tasks
done that his parents wanted done. Miles and Cody enter the
gas station.
Miles: Alright Cody, go ahead and get a candy bar and
something to drink. You worked hard, but make it fast. I do
have homework to do tonight
Cody: Okay Miles!
Miles walks up to the clerk. A casual conversation ensues.
Clerk: Sup Miles?
Miles: Hey Blake.
Blake: Long day?
Miles: Yeah, he had a rough day at school. Mom got a call
from Mr. Cox about him hitting his para and being really
disruptive today, so they sent him home early and. . . yeah.
Blake: I’m surprised you still do this job. God knows I
couldn’t.
Miles: Yeah, it beats working at a gas station though. But it’s
good money, a nice solid after school job and it’ll help when
I apply for colleges this year. Plus, it’ll help with my major
if I still want to do special ed, but that is still a toss-up. Don’t
get me wrong. I love this job, I do. But shit, it’s tiring.
Blake: Eh, you’ll figure it out. . . Oh, uh, yo.
Blake points behind Miles to Cody running through the
aisles of the gas station.
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Miles: My dude, stop please. You are going to knock
something over and I’ll have to pay for it. Just calm down
and get something please.
Cody can tell Miles is irritated and starts to
hyperventilate.
Miles: I’m sorry I’m snappy, but we have had a long day.
Look at me, breathe in and out like this.
Miles shows Cody the breathing. Cody mimics Miles.
Cody: I’m better.
Miles: Good. Remember to stay calm like a superhero.
Cody: Like Superman!
Miles: Yes, like Superman!
Cody: Like Spider-man!
Miles: Yes like Spider-man! Now get something and let’s
go, okay? You had a good day with me, other than trying to
hit me, so I’ll keep that to myself and let your mom know
you can watch the new Spider-Man movie today.
Cody nods his head and begins to search the aisles. The
door to the gas station opens. A man walks to the front, and
Miles’ attention turns.
Blake: Welcome, what can I get you?
The look on the Blake’s face turns from slight boredom
to terror as Miles’ look does the same.
Gunman: I want everything you have. NOW! In the bag!
Blake: O-okay. . . p-please. . . Just stay calm. . . I. . .
Gunman: FASTER. LET’S GO. FUCKING MOVE.
Miles hides behind the shelves. He pulls out his phone.
9-1-1 Operator: 9-1-1, what is your emergency?
Miles: I am at the gas station on L and 32nd and someone is
robbing them at gunpoint.
9-1-1 Operator: Okay sir, we need you to remain calm.
Have you been seen and is anyone hurt?
Miles: No, no one is hurt. . . yet. I haven’t been seen but I
am a caretaker for a special needs child and can’t get to him
without being seen. Please hurry!
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Miles starts peeking, looking for Cody, and spots him on
the floor eating an opened bag of chips.
9-1-1 Operator: How old is the child and what is their
disability?
Miles: He’s ten with mild Autism Spectrum Disorder.
9-1-1 Operator: I will relay that to the squad cars. We are
sending them now sir. Please stay on the line if you can.
BANG! A gunshot is fired into the air.
Gunman: I can fucking hear you. Stand up right now or the
next one goes in you.
Miles stands up. He leaves his phone on the ground and
kicks it under the shelf.
Miles: Woah, take it easy my dude. I was just talking to
myself. Is it money you want? You can have everything in
my wallet, just leave us be.
The gunman hesitates. He realizes he is in over his
head, but he is committed now. Sirens can be heard from the
distance, and the gunman starts to panic. He starts moving
around, freaking out, and turns his back. When his back
is turned, Cody slams into him knocking the gun loose. A
struggle ensues. Miles goes to help. The gunman breaks
free, and grabs the gun.
Gunman: I swear to fucking god, man, I’ll do it. I will pull
this trigger.
Miles: Please don’t. Please, please, please!
Cody slowly stands up next to Miles.
Gunman: Tell him to put his fucking hands in the air! Now!
I’m not playing.
Miles: Please bud, just put them up. We will go home soon,
I promise.
Cody puts his hands up.
Miles: If you just let us go, we won’t tell. The kid here is
special needs and won’t say anything I promise.
Gunman: Just shut the fuck up.
Gunman turns to Blake.
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Gunman: Give me the damn money already.
Blake: He-he-here is everything I have access to. Please
don’t shoot me, man, I’m still in high school. I don’t want
to die.
Sirens can be heard in the distance, getting ever closer.
Gunman: No, no, no, no. This isn’t fucking happening. It
was you who called the police wasn’t it? Cause it sure wasn’t
the damn clerk.
Miles: I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t even
own a cell phone.
Miles flips his pockets inside out.
Gunman: Lies! I’m not stupid. You really shouldn’t have
done that!
The sirens are now in the parking lot. The gunman
panics. He points the gun and pulls the trigger. Cody takes a
side-step in front of Miles The gunman runs out of the store
and is swarmed by police.
Miles: O. . . oh. . . oh my god. SOMEBODY PLEASE
HELP! PLEASE I NEED HELP! PLEASE!
Cody is bleeding from a gunshot wound in his chest. His
words are muffled and short.
Cody: It hurts. It hurts. It hurts.
Miles: It’ll be okay! I promise. It’ll be okay!
Miles is pressing harder. Shaking.
Cody: I did it. Just like Superman. I-I told you I was a hero.
Miles presses firmly on the wound, trying to stop the
bleeding, blood oozing between his hands and fingers. He is
nodding to everything Cody is saying.
Miles: Yeah bud, just like a superhero. I always knew you
were. You’re the best superhero, you know that? You saved
me. Me. You did that. But I need you to stay with me buddy?
Okay? Just breathe. It’ll be okay. I promise.
End Scene
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Abby Estabrook
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Mad with Desire
Q

The lack of time

is what makes our situation so dire
And in this time
it is your company that I require
So I can look into your eyes
which I so much admire
While feeling the touch of your body
which sets mine on fire
Making me feel
like I am an electric wire
As I ask your thoughts
about which I inquire

Neptune and the
Moon
Rachael Conner

His eyes appear to me as blue as Neptune,
and I have never felt more connected.
The longer I gaze, the more I am affected.
Not a glimpse of sadness in those eyes—he’s immune.
I guess that’s how it goes for a Gemini born in June.
He has pierced me with those eyes and now I’m infected,
as if he knew I was lost and needed to be resurrected.Now
he looks at me and I know he sees the Moon.

In the end, it is unknown
of what will transpire
All I know is that it is your love
that I must acquire
Because it is you
that I desire
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Hot Chocolate
Addison McGuire

It was a crisp December afternoon, snow gently falling on
the pavement, only two days after Christmas. I was wearing
a fresh set of scrubs from the Walmart five-dollar rack, still
with neat, folded seams. It was my first day. I was six months
away from becoming a nurse’s aide, but the nursing home I
was planning to work for decided to take me on before I was
officially certified. Though I was not permitted to do typical
cares like taking residents to the bathroom and the like, I was
permitted to help them dine.
I was petrified. I was walking into these peoples’ home,
their sacred space, and what was worse, to do a job I didn’t
feel worthy to do.
“You spend all of your life fighting for your independence,
and in the last ten years of your life, you are fighting to keep
that independence.”

Grace Byers
Woman in Water·Digital Art
40

Those were the words of my nursing professor, who
was now my boss, echoing in my brain. I felt as if I was the
one that was taking their liberties away from them. It felt as
though my job was to make them more dependent, or even
worse, a burden.
The first day was a training day. We had just watched a
series of videos on how to perform the Heimlich maneuver,
how to feed a resident, how to spot pocketing, and various
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other signs to look for when you are feeding someone that
might not be as invested in eating as you think that they
are. That was all a breeze. The hard part was putting what I
learned into action.
I had never been a particularly outgoing person. Ever
since I could remember, I had always been pretty awkward
and standoffish, so to be up close and personal with someone
and their daily tasks felt like an overreach of boundaries. I
felt as though I were not worthy to be doing this job; after
all, who would want a sixteen-year-old child shoving food in
their face? I knew I wouldn’t.
Once everyone was seated around the table, we students
began to join the table next to the resident we were assigned to
assist. The woman that I was assigned to was in a wheelchair
taller than I was. She had a hollowed out look in her eyes
and stared at me as if to get a closer look into my very soul.
At first it was kind of a scary experience. The last thing that
I wanted to do was disrespect her and her space, so I calmly
sat down and uttered, “Hi, Magnolia. I’m Addison, I’m here
to help you with dinner…”
No response.
“Oh, Magnolia doesn’t speak so just go ahead and sit
next to her and continue on. You’ll be fine,” my instructor
told me from across the room.

and it was only a sip. I felt as though I had failed her—like
it was my fault.
“I’m sorry, Magnolia. I’m new to this, and I hope that I
didn’t ruin your day,” I whispered under my breath, trying to
avoid being heard by my classmates around me.
Magnolia shakily lifted one of her hands, poked my
hand, and uttered something that I couldn’t make out. I took
her hand into mine and just smiled at her, hoping that she
would understand.
Every day as soon as I clocked on, my job was to
make coffee and get hot water for hot chocolate to go with
everyone’s meals. Before I learned how to properly make
a bed, I learned whether or not Edith drank hot chocolate
or coffee with her raspberry pie, and the heavens opened
up that first day when I assumed she got hot chocolate. Hot
chocolate was definitely the fan favorite in the dining room
at any given moment, and by Jove, those old folks drank it
up. Personally, when I was first told that the huge urns of
hot water were used to make hot chocolate, I thought it was
an absolute sin. Who could drink a hot chocolate made with
water? But they did–and they did with gusto.

I sounded like a scared animal. I kicked myself for
sounding so pathetic. I shouldn’t be treating these people as
if they are different than me or my peers at this table. Why
was I so anxious over nothing? By the time everyone else
had finished dinner, Magnolia had barely gotten anything
eaten. The only thing she had taken was her hot chocolate,

The second day was no different from the time before.
As the days began to string together into months, none of
them seemed to change. I was always put with Magnolia. I
quickly discovered she was one of the more difficult patients
to handle in the home, almost never eating her food, only
accepting her hot chocolate. Sometimes, I would get to sit
with other residents for dinner, while one of the older, more
experienced aides would shove a spoon in her mouth, forcing
her to accept what was in front of her. It was heartbreaking
to watch. Magnolia had very sensitive teeth, as most of them
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were nearly gone, but most aides didn’t pay that any mind
and continued to shove her pureed peas, spoon clanking
against her teeth, attempting to get the sorry excuse for food
in her system.
“Coffee time” as some of my beloved residents called it,
was the fifteen minutes before trays were brought out. During
this time, the residents would slowly start to wander into the
dining room. Some were brought out by the nurse’s aides
that were on staff for that evening, some slowly meandered
with their walker. Everyone sat in the same seats every day.
There was never any change, possibly from an agreement
that was made long before I was considered for this job, but I
liked it that way. It gave me a sense of repetition in a constant
busy work week.
Magnolia was almost always wheeled into the dining
room first, so I was accustomed to making the hot water
first so that I could sit with her early and help her drink the
warm liquid. She seemed extra awake that day, her hair was
swept over to the side, and she was wearing her turquoise
pullover dress with white flowers all over it. I poured the hot
water into the flimsy brown plastic mugs, still warm from
the dishwasher downstairs, the hot water swirling in with the
chocolate powder.
“Hot chocolate! Made with extra love for Magnolia!” I
said, setting the cup on the table.
She looked up at me and smiled the biggest smile I had
ever seen in my life. A big toothless one, probably the biggest
one she’d mustered in a long time, when it hit me. I don’t
think I had ever seen her smile before that day. She always
had a tired look in her eyes, clouded by exhaustion of a life
well lived. Holding up the mug to her chapped lips, she took
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a slow drink, pursing her lips and making a loud slurping
sound.
“Wow, you must be thirsty! Gotta get a big drink after
that long nap, huh!”
She grinned at me, with that age-old smile again. A smile
so big I couldn’t help but think how many people over her
nearly one hundred years of life have had the privilege of
seeing. I continued to help her drink her hot chocolate until
everyone else was seated around us, and Magnolia had her
food sitting in front of her. The food was the same as usual:
green mush put in a mold to somehow resemble the idea of
peas, light brown mush (which I assumed to be chicken),
and cherry Jell-O (the only item that I could identify for
certain). Magnolia had the biggest look of disgust on her
face when the tray was set down in front of her. I started
with the peas, to which she immediately looked at me and
rolled her eyes. She had never given me a look like that
before! I was in absolute shock that she reacted in that way
towards her food. I pushed it all away and continued to give
her hot chocolate. It was practically already gone.
As she took the last sips of her beloved warm drink, one
of the other aides approached us.
“She needs to get her nutrition in, she needs to eat this,”
she said as she reached across me to shove the food in
Magnolia’s mouth.
“She doesn’t want it.” I picked up her tray and took it
to the kitchen personnel outside of the dining room. When
I returned, the aide was giving me the nastiest look I think
I had ever received in my, now, twenty years of life. I
began to make another cup of hot chocolate for Magnolia.
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I had never defied authority like that before. My heart was
pounding in my chest as I made her glass of cocoa.
“I need to talk to you,” the aide said, motioning me to
come out of the dining room.
In that moment I swore my heart stopped. What was she
going to do? Was she going to report me for maltreatment?
I hadn’t done anything wrong. But I walked out of the room
like a dog with its tail between its legs—and it was obvious.
“What do you think you’re doing, talking to me in that
way? I can’t believe you would speak to me in that way!” the
aide hissed at me.
“She wasn’t going to eat the food anyway, she didn’t
want it,” I practically murmured in rebuttal.

amount of confidence that I mustered in that given moment.
Where did that come from? Who did I think I was? All I
knew for certain in that moment was that my patient was
sitting there waiting to enjoy her cup of hot chocolate, which
was now getting cold, and I needed to help her finish it.
I no longer work in a nursing home. Instead, I now work
in a real coffee shop, and instead of serving the elderly, I
serve middle-aged white mothers toting screaming fouryear-olds in their backseats. What do I serve? On occasion
I still serve hot chocolate, this time made the proper way—
with milk. Magnolia would love it.
*Names in this story were changed.

“These people need to get better! You can’t live on hot
chocolate alone, these people need nutrients!” She was
shouting at me now, and people were starting to stare.
I was petrified. I had never been scolded like this before,
not even during my two years of grocery clerk service. I
was never spoken to in that way. I thought back on the four
months of classes that I had been taking to become a nurse’s
aide. What was the answer? What was my way out of this
situation? What should I say to this woman who thinks she
has all the answers for every single one of these residents
that lives under this roof?
“Magnolia is fighting for her independence, and people
like you are keeping her from it—back off,” I said simply.
As I walked away I was completely shocked by the
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Shotgun to a
Fearsome Angel
Alex Diercks

Ferociously, she screams out,
dark, heavy lyrics inspire battle shout.
A voice undirected that’s loud to ears,
intent to vanquish any stressors or fears.
Earnest, I study the culprit of heart’s theft.
Or share quick smiles sent glancing to the left.
All for bright green eyes to notice with laughs,
and to savor these moments as if photographs.
While door speakers roar and boom,
silently, my emotions grow abloom.
I consider professing deep adoration,
while admiring my mind’s present fixation.
Somehow angry music leads her to peace,
with harsh vocals, melodies; tensions cease.
My calm also grows, near that happy soft face.
In a gentle grip, tranquil hands embrace.

The Hunt
Abbie Barr

My twin brother, Ryan, is a passionate hunter. He is a
pretty monotone guy. However, when someone brings up
hunting, fishing, or farming, he’s all in. He encouraged me
to get my hunting license, and wanting to spend quality time
with my brother, I said okay. I have always been intrigued
by hunting. When I was about eight, I tagged along when my
dad and brothers went coon hunting. About twenty minutes
in I had to go to the bathroom. I refused to pee in the woods,
so my dad drove me home while my brothers rolled their
eyes.
It was October 18, 2020, and Ryan and I went hunting
in a neighboring farmer’s wooded area. It was the second
time we went out that day. We had woken up around 6:00
a.m. to go hunting early that morning but didn’t have any
luck. When we got home from that hunt, Ryan took a nap
(as most hunters do) while I packed up to get ready to go
back to school. It was a Sunday and I had planned to come
back to school that afternoon to make it back in time for
church. But I had this strong feeling that I should stay and
go hunting again that night and drive back to school Monday
morning—and I’m so glad that I did.
It was about 3:00 p.m. by now and we were gearing up
to go out again. We drove to a different spot this time and
walked what felt like a mile to the spot we hunted from. We
settled in on the ground. There was a tree that had fallen
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down, and its branches provided the perfect camouflage. We
had an open field in front of us, and we were sitting where the
edge of the trees met the fence. Ryan had been passionately
sharing knowledge all day and continued to do so when we
sat down. He told me that we chose to sit here because it
funneled the deer in toward us. He also said that the wind
would blow our scents in the opposite direction, so the deer
couldn’t smell us. I admired his strategies. Around 5:00 p.m.
it grew darker. By then we had seen about twenty turkeys
and no deer, but I still had a hopeful feeling.
I soaked in my surroundings and felt one with nature.
But after a while I grew bored and looked at my phone.

“Abbie! Abbie! Get your gun up!” There was a small
bluff in front of us, and right over the top of it I could see the
back of a buck. It was perfect because I had enough time to
get my gun into position before the buck could see me over
the bluff. It came in closer. My heart pounded. Ryan warned
me of this feeling. Buck fever. Your excitement takes over,
and your heart almost pounds out of your chest. I tried hard
to keep my composure. It walked closer; 50 yards, then 40,
then 30.
“When he turns broadside take the shot.” I heard the
eagerness in Ryan’s whisper. I looked through the scope
and aimed right where Ryan told me to—directly over the
shoulder penetrating the lungs. I was filled with adrenaline
and anxious excitement. I took one more deep breath,
remembering Ryan had told me that when I exhale and have
nothing left in my lungs is when I will be the steadiest. I
exhaled. I had nothing left.

adrenaline that I had to subdue before was now taking over.
“Come on!” Ryan said. “Let’s look for the blood trail.”
I jumped up and down in shock. I had never killed an
animal before and a part of me felt bad, but another part
of me thought it was coolest and most authentic thing I
had ever done. God made humans reign over animals for a
reason, and He made the animals to provide resources for
us; thus this experience felt like I was honoring the circle
of life. Ryan made lots of phone calls and we waited for my
parents and Ed, a family friend, to join us and help us track
the deer down. We followed the blood trail, but not for long.
The buck had only made it about 40 yards before it dropped.
“Oh Abbie, I see a white belly laying down,” Ed said.
He hunted all the time and loved helping kids celebrate their
hunts as well. I stood in shock and awe. Sure, I had seen the
deer my brothers brought home after they went hunting, but
never had I been this close to a fresh carcass.
“Well, what are you waiting for?” my dad asked. “Get
up there by it.”
It was beautiful: eleven points and a muscular body. I
put the tag on him, and we took pictures. I smiled with pride
and joy. Ryan, who led me through the whole thing, beamed
with humble excitement for me. In fact, after the immediate
hunt I could tell he was ecstatic, so I asked him why since
he has done this many times before.

Bang! The deer ran off, and I immediately started
hyperventilating. “You got it!” Ryan said. I’m not sure why
but tears filled my eyes, and my body was shaking. The

“Sometimes things like this are more exciting when it is
for someone else.” That statement of humility is something
that I will never forget. My dad and two older brothers
showed pure joy and excitement for me, almost like they
were reminiscing about their first deer.
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Ed would mount the deer for me, and I couldn’t wait to
see it. When it arrived back from the locker, I got to eat some
of my first buck’s meat. It was delicious. I am not much of a
cook, but at that moment I had provided food for my family.
Hunting is about bonding and learning from one another.
We all gathered together to try the deer meat, and Ryan and
I had an amazing experience together. That accomplishment
and unity with the earth is something I will never forget.

Best Friends
Forever
Abby Estabrook

I get chills just writing about it all. What a lot of people
don’t understand about hunting is that it’s really not about
killing something. It’s about the whole experience. It’s about
learning the animal’s behaviors and patterns. It’s about
patiently waiting and soaking in nature’s simplicity. It’s about
respecting the animals and their habitats. It’s about honoring
the techniques of early Americans. It’s about using the Godgiven resources that deer provide for us. Finally, it’s about
experiencing the highs and lows of hunting and honoring the
circle of life. Now, I’ll pee in the woods anytime if it means
I get to hunt again, because a feeling like that takes a lot to
beat.

You work your way across the floor, red footprints
trailing behind you. You feel the cold tile beneath your feet,
but nothing else. You feel empty. Each step pulls you further
away from your emotions and further away from the chaos
behind you. Screams echo around the room and your mouth
hangs open, but you don’t remember screaming. Tears
stream down your face, but you don’t remember crying.
Your eyes focus on a hazy figure in front of you. You regain
feeling in your hand and squeeze the cold metal between
your fingers. The knife is dipped in red, as though it was
earlier used as a paintbrush. You remember finding it on the
floor beside your best friend. You remember looking at it
instead of her lifeless eyes. Now it is in your hands. Waiting.
The man turns to face you. As surprise flashes across his
face, anger distorts yours. You raise the knife above your
head and are left in a red haze. When you can see again
there is a knife lodged in the now lifeless man. Seeing his
body on the floor you are flooded with emotions. Every time
you close your eyes you see your friend and every time you
open them you see the man. No matter what you do you are
surrounded by death. You feel the knife in your hand and see
no other choice. You raise it high into the air and prepare to
be with your best friend again.
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Dear Mister Dead
Man

And tell me where you lie
Let my warm blood turn cold
As my heart fills with warmth
Never let me be alone again

Anonymous

Dear Mister Dead Man
Let me ask you a favor
Please give me your name
And make a space next to your grave
Give me permission to lie next to you
Mister Dead Man
You are a stranger
And you may lie cold in the ground
But I feel more connected with you
Than with anyone who has warm blood in their veins
Mister Dead Man
I am a stranger writing to the dead
I am lonely even with warm blood coursing through my veins
I am one of the many who cry themselves to sleep
I am one of the many who tries to hide the pain
Mister Dead Man
I promise to remember your name
I promise to meet you next Wednesday at three
So grant me this favor
And allow me to rest in peace for the rest of eternity
Mister Dead Man
Please give me your name
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Cemetery Pinecones
Sierra Earle

I question the resemblance of
exposed roots to naked branches
recognizing what keeps us alive
shapes what we grow into.
Orphaned seeds, fruit of the fallen tree,
what’s left of more than a century,
are disseminated around
shocked roots and wounded earth.
Dreaming, atop names of those long rotten,
of mourning her limbs and her fragrant
screaming when the wind settled.
I startle the brittle grass around
the one I plan on taking
to cradle with smooth palms,
soothe with feeling eyes.
Cemetery pinecones, paltry
bundles of new beginnings,
and a sense of hope, quiver
what winds made unstable in me.
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A Patient Book
Alex Diercks

I have collected dust for–
a long time now.
Feeling trapped by hope, in a
Groundhog’s Day of stagnation.
So, I collected dust today.
Maybe tomorrow I will stretch my binding.
This shelf, once my temporary home,
when I’d visit backpacks, tables, hands.
Living happily jostled, bagged
with academics and adventurers.

in 80 days, 1000 leagues under the sea.
But still, my adventures go un-chosen.
I look to the bed. Now what replaces
the lamp that cast stories alight?
A faint glow of pale blue and cold.
A thinner rectangle demands attention.
The night owl remains scouring,
boredom alone on the menu.
I silently offer exciting promise.
Still resting upon my shelf, forgotten.
So, I collected dust today.
Maybe tomorrow I will stretch my binding.

Often, I long for my fresh joy,
when I abandoned my first shelf.
To again meet friends on journeys,
for friends to become family.
No longer does my family grow
Nor has it for some time now.
In fact, many siblings remain lost,
to thrift stores and attic boxes.
So, I collected dust today.
Maybe tomorrow I will stretch my binding.
I am anxious to unfurl Icarus’ wings.
To investigate murder mysteries. All
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A Dog’s Love
Hannah Tobin

He greets me at the front door
when I get home from work.
His paws hit my chest,
and his tongue slides across my face.

If I get upset with him,
for chewing up my favorite pair of shoes,
he still gives me kisses,
showing me,
he hasn’t stopped loving me.
A dog loves their person,
more than they love themselves.
If only people could do the same,
the world would be a much happier place.

His fur is soft in my hand
while I rub his belly
to let him know
that I am just as excited to see him
as he is to see me
When I take off my shoes
and throw my bag on the floor
then slump on the couch,
he follows me,
never leaving my side.
He curls up next to me at night
to make sure I have some company
while I sleep.
He barks if he hears a noise
to alert me
and warn me of potential danger.
Even though I leave him home alone,
while I am away,
he never seems to get mad at me.
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Imagination
Abby Estabrook

Beneath the trees
Speckled sunlight
Lights the needles
That carpet the room

Bob

Nabil Abugattas
Bob, college janitor, on the phone with his mom, 6:30
p.m.

With walls made of branches
And the sky as my roof
I sit hidden
Behind the pines
The twigs become wands
And the birds become whistles
Imagination ignites
As I dance with the thistles
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I know it was not worth it at all, that sometimes I need to
control myself, but it is very difficult. I mean, a man can only
take so much. And I am nothing special, you know. I am not
expected to do better, right? I mean, I am a janitor. It is not
the best job in the world everyone knows that. I am used to
cleaning some dirty stuff, and I also know how to keep my
head down and pretend to be invisible. But he just drove me
nuts. One thing is to be dirty or annoying, but another thing
is to be evil.
The thing is, at the school, there are some really nice
kids. But there are others that are clueless. They just throw
their trash to the floor, leave the bathroom really dirty. . .
you know. But there was this one guy I couldn’t stand. He
thought he was so much because he was already a senior
and his dad was the richest guy in town. In fact, even that
didn’t bother me. But I feel he always held a grudge against
me. You know who I’m talking about; Mike. We were in the
same class through middle and high school. He always kind
of bullied me, but it was passive-aggressive. This time it was
too much. He humiliated me in front of everyone, throwing
his food to the floor of the cafeteria and screaming for me to
come clean it.
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I knew he probably just did it to act cool in front of
everyone. But I could see it in his eyes; he was enjoying
it. Yes, he was evil and wanted to hurt me, yet still looked
innocent. Those are the worst types of evil, the ones that are
in front of you, yet you can’t see it. I had to do it. So, I did. I
punched him. And punched him again, and again, and again.
After that, he was for sure not smiling anymore… I couldn’t
even recognize his face “HAHAHAHA”.
I know, Ma, I shouldn’t laugh. But he was the real
monster. I did it to protect everyone. He needed to be taught
a lesson. I do not envy him. Not at all. Not his money, not
his car, not his friends. I did it for the safety of everyone, and
for him to learn and be a better person. Yes, I did it because
of that. I should be thanked. But no, instead I lost my job and
now I have to go to court. It was not worth it at all, but the
good guys are supposed to win, not guys like him. . . no, I
got nothing. . .
Then why can’t I stop smiling?
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The Court
Bruce Croy

Three calluses on my right hand, one blister.
Racquet grip is growing more and more
worn.
The hopper of tennis balls next to me
Growing emptier.
The toss of my serve.
Inconsistent.
Frustration.
I’ve seen people come and go.
Just watching me.
Wondering.
“Why is he playing tennis alone?”
I’ve been serving for two hours.
Alone.
I’ve lost count of how many balls I’ve hit.
Hundreds at least.
Some days are better than others.
Some days my shoulder doesn’t hurt as bad.
Some days my toss is consistent.
I make my serve.
I spend hours of my life here.
Multiple times a week.
No matter how much time.
One hour.
Two hours.
Three hours.
I can’t get back to where I was.
I’m chasing something that used to be.
Won’t be again.
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I find purpose in tennis.
How can I rip that forehand down the line?
How can I ace them down the tee?
How can I ever get back to who I was?

Today is the Day
Rachel Fensterman

Today is the day, I can just feel it. For years, I had been
waiting for this moment to come. The hardest part about this
moment is that I didn’t even know how it would feel, but I
know it feels like this and the time has finally come. A switch
flipped in me, like a simple light switch you flip to turn on
the lights. It is like my mind, body, and soul, all flipped this
switch at once, without even knowing where it was. I turn to
look outside and immediately feel the sun pouring onto my
face. The sun is needed on a day like today, that’s for sure.
As I look around the room, I notice the few belongings that
I must grab before I leave. After I leave here today, I never
want to come back. I hope I don’t come back. I try my best
to push the feelings away that make me weak, time and time
again, and I pull myself out of bed.
This day that I am describing may be familiar to some. It
is the day in which I decide to love myself, and not my selfish
significant other. Today, I finally have enough courage to
leave him and find myself. I have cried many tears, begging
for this day to come. Many sleepless nights and long days
have passed, but today is the day I am done. I just know it.
As I go to grab the rest of my belongings, my eye gets
caught on the pink stuffed animal propped up in the corner.
Stopping to look at it for a second, I breathe a deep sigh and
raise both my palms up to my forehead. I close my eyes and try
not to cry out all my pent-up frustration, anger, and sadness.
This stupid stuffed animal he won for me at the stupid fair is
making me cry, I have seriously got to get it together. But it’s
so cute I have to take it. God, why am I like this? Stopped
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in this moment, I try to breathe and muster up the strength
that I know I have. I bring my hands together over my head
and interlock my fingers which are now as taut as a rope.
Standing in that spot a moment longer, I reluctantly decide
to bring it with me. As I continue gathering my things, there
are still so many thoughts running through my head.
Am I really ready?
What if I just come back tonight?
I’m so sad already, should I just stay?
What will he think? Will he even be sad?
I know myself, and I know these thoughts are inevitable. But
I know that how I am feeling right now is a way I have not
felt before. I know I am going to do this. Once my things are
all ready to be taken, I realize that I can leave now. I don’t
need to say goodbye or tell him where I am going. I don’t
need to have another fight. I don’t need to lie here and wish
that I had the courage to leave. Right now, I am free.
As I get into my car and turn it on, the feelings I am
experiencing are indescribable. I feel like such a weight has
been lifted off my shoulders, and I am now burden-free. The
things I will no longer have to hear circulate through my
mind one last time.
“You’re crazy.”
“This all happened because of you.”
“It’s your fault.”
“Maybe if you weren’t such a bitch, this wouldn’t have
happened.”
All the blame that was rerouted toward me for the past few
years will no longer find its way to me. The words that
gaslighted me for so long will no longer travel through my
ears.
It’s not until I get halfway home that my mind goes back
to the place that has kept me trapped for so long. I do my
best to not cry, but tears have been a daily part of my life for
the past five years. As the tears are streaming down my face,

blurring the road ahead of me, I focus on what is around me.
Early morning traffic, cars pulling up to drive-thrus, people
pumping their gas, stop lights changing from red to green.
At this moment, I am realizing that the world is still going
on. Our planet is still turning, people are still breathing, stop
lights are still changing colors, my life and this world are
still here. This realization helps me come out of the mindset
that my world must be ending because of the absence of one
person. I try my best to dry my tears, but for some reason they
keep coming. This time is different, though, because I know
these tears are not coming from a place of only sadness and
a plea for help. These tears are coming from a place inside of
me that is so happy I finally decided to love myself.
As I reach the destination of my home, the place where
I grew up and was nurtured into a loving, compassionate,
and caring person, I do my best to gather myself and my
emotions. It is today that I start to rebuild myself. It is today
that I begin to put myself, my morals, my beliefs, and my
happiness first. It is today that I will no longer hear the
negative words spewed towards me in a hateful manner. I
know that I am strong for leaving today, even if it took five
long years. I know that leaving a relationship is not the end
of the world, so I try to focus on that fact in itself. I am happy
to have made it this far because the road here was not easy.
Through the many trials and tribulations, heartbreaks, tears,
and days of sadness, I managed to stick it out until the day
came. That day is today.
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Soul Ties
Abbie Ring

A friend of mine says I make soul ties too easily
Keep people in my back pocket
Hold onto and won’t let go
I want to be bound to people
Linked with shared experiences
The connection doesn’t fade and I like it that way, with
Feeling cropping up every time I see them
All it takes is a revisit
Then we click on

Grace Byers
Goalkeeper·Sculpture

These bonds are sometimes platonic
I am set to believe in forever with friendship
What purer is there?
Greater love has none than this: to lay down his life for his
friends.
Not based on infatuation or lust, but
Personality.
Just
Them
Despite a background in loss
I know that has affected me
My outlook is no less shifted
I have been through the pain of cutting off the others both
by choice and involuntary
It was hell, to be left
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This is God’s wrath
Why would I choose to sever?
My people will do life with me
It’s something to be done deeply
To be requires meaning
Life’s too long to avoid putting down roots

I’ll keep these steel-corded ties
Throughout history, my soul is still mine
What do you prioritize?
You’re not selfish, but evaluate
I think it matters, the type
Living and loving differ only in one thing
And that is the concept of “I.”

Relationships are relational and I choose nothing less
I don’t care if it’s messy; it’s real love
It’s real shit
Real life
I’m not ever going to deny myself the chance to feel something
like it
If I can, I will grip this network of ropes
They prove I was here, I made an impact
Without knots such as these, people would not be caught gently
when we inevitably fall one by one
My presence is for their sake
It is because of our ties that we are strong
I know I do this
Live like I have to give everyone my best shot
But I’ve also proven that I can scale back when needed
Akin to when we were kids tied in a three-legged race as solution
to fighting,
I’ll soldier on, despite the inconvenience
They’re a sacrifice
Never mourn the pain incurred by connecting
It’s the price we pay for privilege of giving to others in equal
Over time, I only cried for all the losses I’ve ever felt
Not the gains
Once put down, there will always be risk of uproot or trowel blades
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Where the Best
Memories are Made
Hannah Tobin

As I turn the corner and trek up the hill,
the big red barns come into view.
The faint smell of fresh cut hay
and overpowering smell of cattle in the lot
fill my nose and instantly bring me joy.
I know I am getting closer
to the house that holds so much love and laughter.
The house where everyone comes together
on holidays and birthdays
to spend time with one another.
As I reach the top of the hill,
the big brick house comes into view.
I hurry into the driveway,
and throw my car in park.
I rush into the house
and am instantly bombarded
with the smell of Grandma’s fresh baked cookies.
Grandma is slaving away in the kitchen,
making enough food to feed an army,
while Grandpa is passed out in his chair
taking his afternoon nap
before all the craziness begins.
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As we sit at Grandma’s huge kitchen table,
we stuff our faces with delicious food.
For some reason, Grandma’s food is always better,
maybe it’s just made with extra love.
Laughter and chatter fill the open air around us
as we discuss memories and stories
that have bonded us all together
over the years.
We often move to the front porch,
where you can see the calm, hilly countryside
roll on for miles and miles.
You can hear the drone of a tractor
as the neighbor feeds his pigs.
You can see the cars buzzing by
on the busy highway off in the distance.
You can feel the wind
blow through your hair
and rustle the corn.
When it’s time to leave,
our bellies feel like they’re going to explode,
our bodies feel ten pounds heavier,
our cheeks are sore from laughing and smiling,
and our hearts are full of love.
As we pull away,
my grandparents stand on the porch,
waving goodbye. We back out of the driveway,
and start on our trip back home.
The house gets smaller and smaller
as we drive down the road.
The bricks begin to fade into one,
the trees don’t look quite as green,
and the smells begin to evaporate,
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On our trip home
our smiles have faded,
our hearts have sunk,
and we realize we miss
the house where the best memories are made.

Pedal Tractor
Abbie Barr

Back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth.
We drove back and forth across the farm all day.
His dad even got him a wagon to hitch onto my back.
We made lots of important deliveries together.
We pulled sticks across the lawn and
hauled sandwiches to the barn so dad could eat his lunch.
When harvest time came around, I watched him study his father.
He wore overalls, boots, and his favorite hat just like his dad did.
His legs grew longer, and it made for a tighter fit
but we still rode back and forth, back and forth, back and forth.
His feet grew too big for my pedals and he got heavier.
He began to ride with his dad on the real tractor more
but still dusted me off every now and then.
Before I knew it, he was driving the real 4020 John Deere himself.
I sat in the garage for years.
Dust began to pile on me.
I reminisced on the times we would ride together.
Back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth.
I longingly watched him walk through the garage year after year,
hoping he would clean me off and make my wheels spin again—
but he didn’t.
Until one day. . .
a little boy came and dusted me off.
With the biggest smile on his face, he wheeled me outside
and drove me back and forth across the lawn.
Back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth.
The little boy looked just like my old friend.
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I’m not quite sure who this little one is,
but I’m sure glad to be driving across the farm again,
and I know we will make many important deliveries together.
Back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth.

This Christmas
Clare Heinrich

Fewer voices are heard in the house, sharing laughter and stories
Fewer loved ones gather with pillows and blankets
Fewer hugs with those who are not here
But the tree still sparkles, dazzling in its display of ornaments from years
gone by
The kitchen still smells delightful, the afterimage of holiday treats
lingering in the air
The fire still pops and burns in the stove, offering solace from the biting
cold outside
This Christmas is unlike any before
(How many times have we heard that said)
But that doesn’t mean it has to be sad or empty
After all, the true meaning of the season is never absent
I gaze into the fire, nearly asleep with the murmurs of Yuletide stories
around me
As the flames swirl and leap before me, I wonder
Is there someone else doing the same, lost in memories of what used to be
And thinking about those they love most?
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Sunsets of Hope
Ashlyn Harrington

The sun begins to slowly set
departing the sky once again.
Its leaving brings warmth and beauty.
It reminds me of you
the colors of the sky seem to dance
just as we once did,
moving together in harmony
to create a masterpiece.
And although the sun is leaving,
it brings hope
for I know that the sun will return again
just as you will someday return to me.

Ayra Nur Jehan Aminuddin
Get a Grip·Digital Art
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So I Sew

42 in all between the two women; thimbles 		
I see past the patterns outlined in the fabric

Katy Mitchell

I got a fat quarter					
fabrics too

she is no longer the pattern but the seams set to be ripped
apart and 		
sweet

the notions of my grandmother are tied to a bed frame
every night—
my mother; pinned hard to

so I sew
clean it; use the stems and seeds for tea
watched the smoke needle its way around the room
I watch it bobbin in the winter draft winds of the house
I’ve cut the fabric, measured twice because that’s how she
taught me
I smooth it out with an old iron; 1950’s heavy
Grandma heavy
Grandma safe
I’ve discovered my own bias in the corners of my sewing
room

my heart
I AM my mother’s Daughter
and so I sew
not because					
always done

it’s what I’ve

No			
No			
. . . not me
					
I sew now to remember

no . . . 		

the women I loved
ripped from me

and my mind zigzags past thoughts of inadequacies

cancer

things I held against two generations of women

pancreatic cancer

I am as small as a thimble

gave me these gifts
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both
both
both
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both

She’s not the devil and I’m no saint

Concrete Jungle
Anonymous

but
I am still my mother’s daughter; made
of thread and light on a drafty winter day
so I sew
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The City is the most beautiful place you could ever be
With its grey clouds hanging over us
Every passing day.
So, that I need an inhaler,
To breathe freely and correctly.
The hard grass is covered with glass and sharp things.
So I have to wear my shoes wherever I go.
The buildings touch the sky,
Such a wondrous site.
They just pop up everywhere.
Sprouting out of nowhere like weeds,
And no one dares to cut them down like the trees.
There are so many green and murky waterfalls,
It’s a wonder.
Be careful which ones you drink from,
They say they are clean and safe for you,
But there might be poison in some.
The animals are so majestic.
They stand on two legs,
And come in different colors and sizes.
Not all of them are as kind and as gentle as they seem.
They will stab you in the back, and claw out your eyes if you get
too close,
Be wary of them.
At night there are always some fireflies hanging around close by,
To keep you “safe.”
They just make you a target,
For those animals lurking in the shadows.
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The rivers that run are extraordinary.
They are large and black,
And run through everywhere and anywhere.
They will get you wherever you need to go.
Starting to take up every part of the world.
The fishes are wondrous.
They swim in the lakes, and can be found almost anywhere.
Their scales are shiny and come in a multitude of colors,
Smooth and sleek.
They can kill you if they really choose to.
Snatch you up without you noticing, never to be seen again.
They can take you in a different way as well,
In a way that your body becomes one with the lake, and
your blood soaks into the water.
Or while safely in the fish, another may attack you,
Or you may attack.
Accidents happen, always keep that in mind.
So come live in the city.
There really is no better place to be.

Tales of the Broski
in the Mirror
Q

Entry 1: Hi buddy, you will be my journal. I hope you
like it. I’ll write about interesting stuff in here. Today is my
first day on earth! I am super excited for all the cool stuff I’ll
get to see!
Entry 2: Today I saw a flat piece of glass in my bathroom.
I don’t know its color, but it seems to just show me what
is going on around me, with one exception—a guy lives in
there. I will call this portal into a similar universe a mirror!
I don’t want to name the guy for fear of that not being his
real name, so I think I will just call him a man, as he looks
of reasonable age! He looks pretty normal for a guy, having
a strong nose, weak chin and fair hair, and I must mention
one more thing, he has the most stunning eyes in the world.
It is as if you can look into a rough ocean just by looking at
the little balls in his head. Those little balls seem to give me
a way to see exactly what is going on up there!
Entry 3: The man cuts his chin and cheek hair, getting
really close to the portal entrance to get the finer details. He
also spends—what I assume to be an unhealthy amount of
time—on trying to make his face look better by squeezing
the little red dots on his face—SOMETIMES UNTIL THEY
BLEED! His eyes tell me that he is not happy. He looks like
he is just going through the motions of cutting the little hairs
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on his face and extracting white stuff from the red dots, not
exactly enjoying either.
Entry 4: The man brought a woman to the mirror with
him. They hugged and kissed. He held her close and she
grabbed for him as though he was the last candy in the bowl
in a room full of children. He looked at her with an intensity
I’ve never seen before. He looked at her with a fiery lust and
intrigue. He looked at her like he was trying to figure out
how many times he would have to twist her ear for the gears
in her head to turn to his liking.
Entry 5: The man came back to the mirror without the
woman by his side. This time, his eyes were more interesting
than ever before. His eyes showed sadness and despair. They
showed emptiness and betrayal. He also brought a razor
blade to the mirror. I was a bit confused at first as he did not
bring the handle to the razor with him. I soon learned that he
was not coming to the mirror to cut the hair on his chin, but
rather the skin on his arm. He pulled the blade across his skin
where a little pink line followed. The pink quickly turned
to red and he started to bleed. I was concerned for the man.
From my days on earth, I know that cuts hurt, so that must
have too. I told him to stop. I screamed at the portal hoping
he would hear my voice and stop using the razor to cut his
arm. I could do nothing but watch as his eyes avoided the
mirror, fixated at making more lines on his arm. The blood
slowly flowed to the back of his arm where it began its slow
drip down to the sink. I figured that he must be in immense
pain, but when he looked up, his eyes showed no sign that
he was experiencing physical pain at all. All I saw was the
emptiness and despair that was there from the onset of his
self-inflicted horrors.
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Entry 6: The cuts have begun to heal on his arm, but his
eyes remain the same. He has started to take a big bottle of
brown liquid into the bathroom with him, pouring the brown
liquid from the big bottle into an itty-bitty glass which he
drinks with haste. Sometimes he will drink as much as half
of the bottle of the brown liquid in a single visit to the portal.
Those nights often end with him filling the sink with the
fluids that I can only assume come from his stomach.
Entry 7: The cuts have fully healed, but one time he went
in front of the mirror with his razor and I knew it was going
to be bad because he once again did not have the handle
that he uses to cut the little hairs on his face. The desolate
look that I have grown accustomed to was still there, but that
night, it was complimented by a healthy dose of madness.
He wasted no time after coming into his bathroom to bring
the blade up to his neck in one swift movement. He pushed
his cutting tool into his neck so hard I thought I was never
going to see him again, but his skin did not bleed. He held it
there and started moving his mouth like he was screaming.
No noise comes through the portal, so I have no proof of
exactly what he was yelling, but from what I have gathered
in my time here on earth, he was screaming “DO IT.” After
five minutes of this, he stopped abruptly as a solitary tear
took its time sliding down his cheek. He looked disappointed
in himself for only a moment before snapping the razor in
half, tossing both halves into the trash, and storming out of
his bathroom.
Entry 8: After that horrid night when I thought I would
never see the man in the mirror again, things started to go
back to normal. The despair in his eyes remains, although
faded. The marks on his arm are starting to fade as well. He
does not seem happy on the best of days, but he does seem
to reach a place of contentment!
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Entry 9: He has brought another woman to the mirror,
but he does not look at her with the same lustful curiosity
that he did the last one. Instead, he looks at her with a sort
of love that makes me feel that he would take a bullet in the
heart so it would not hit her in the shin. He looks at her like
he would not do anything and everything for her, because
anything and everything are just not quite enough.
Entry 10: The woman in the mirror has become a staple.
I do not think she intends to stop coming to the portal with
the man anytime soon. They brush their teeth next to each
other and share kisses—even after they brush their teeth,
which is gross, but they seem to like it plenty enough. I once
even saw her use his toothbrush when she did not produce
her own—disgusting—but he did not seem to mind. In the
same way that I thought the sadness in his eyes would last
forever, I think that the happiness that their eyes share will
last as long as he does. I was wrong the first time, but I wish
with all my will that I am not wrong twice.

Entry 13: Having seen the same man who was reduced to
just one level above nothing grow to the point where he can
raise a family, I have decided to stop watching the mirror. I
trust that he is more than capable of being sufficiently happy
on his own. I’m not sure why I was given this portal to watch,
but I do know that I have learned so much about humanity
because of it. I learned that even when the bad keeps getting
worse, every single day is a new day where something new
can happen, because even losing streaks have to come to an
end at some point.

Entry 11: The woman grew a very fat belly and the guy
gained a bit of weight too. He liked to hold and kiss her belly
for some reason. I’ve never seen any two people as happy as
these. There must be something special about her getting fat.
Entry 12: The woman seems to have lost all the weight in
such a slim amount of time it’s as if she was a water balloon
that has been popped. They also have a smaller human
accompanying them as they clean their teeth—what if they
used her fat to make the baby?!?! They take turns holding it
and looking at it with the same love that their eyes shared
when it was just the two of them. They seem to love each
other with their entirety. I am happy for them.
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Guilty Laughter
Goose

Even in moments of joy, true laughter is hard to come by. The real issue however
is in moments where there should have been laughter but wasn’t.
Moments where an overwhelming sense of joy was valid and needed but denied
to one
by themselves.
The idea that one is undeserving creeps in and steals
The Moments.

This is the blight and light of life.
To find The Moments and bring oneself to the surface,
to submerge in the waters of joy and feel no guilt.
To know that it is not a sin nor sorrow that keeps you from
stealing the secret solace
so unscrupulously stolen.
Nothing keeps you from taking what is rightfully yours.
But you.

The Moments that count as currency in life,
the ones that you look back on and feel a source of splendor transcend time
that fill you with such elated enthusiasm that you could burst with elastic energy.
The Moments that bring one’s self to the surface and show the world
just exactly how they could be,
how they would be,
how they should be.
If only the world was warmer.
If only the world had more light.
If only the world could take a breath and let off the weight.
If only the world loved those that loved it.
Instead, the world robs The Moments
It takes them and stores them away to be kept as a spoil
of war within the winding will of those caught in the winds of worry.
Those lost souls suffering secretly within shackles of storied scourge.
Their joy to be kept only in moments of absolute indulgence.
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The Impact of
Wanting a Dog
Morgan Hansen

Growing up I always wanted a dog. I would periodically
childishly beg for a puppy. My dad always had the same
snarky response, “Alice, I want a dog too, but I’m extremely
allergic!” Whenever I would look at my mom for support,
she’d just turn away with that look in her eye—this is
between you and your father.
This time I wasn’t giving up on getting a dog. “But dad,
we can get a hypoallergenic dog! Your allergies will be fine
then!”

Keelan France
Untitled·Mixed Media

My dad rolled his eyes and responded, “No and that is
final. My answer will always stay the same so stop asking.”
My mom, being tired of listening to us bicker back and forth
on the same subject, suggested she and I go to the store for a
bit to get out of the house and cool down. I knew that she was
going to talk to me about not asking about a dog anymore,
because it was making my dad angry. Before I could even
get my car door closed all the way, my mom said, “Sweetie,
can you please stop asking for a dog. It’s making your dad
upset and I don’t want him upset.”
“Mom, you don’t understand, I just really want a dog.
It’s not even that much to ask for!”
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“What about a fish? We can get a fish and it will be easier
to take care of.” I sighed and looked out the car window.
I don’t want a stupid fish, I thought to myself and slightly
rolled my eyes.
“Can we just go to the store already?” I asked her. She
sighed and started the car. We both didn’t dare to speak to
each other, afraid that we would argue.
“What do we even need from the store?” I asked finally.
“I don’t need anything, I just wanted to get you and your
dad to stop fighting.”
It went silent again as we reached the stop light. The
light went green and the car accelerated forward toward the
intersection. As I closed my eyes, I heard honking and tires
screeching. It felt like a huge boulder had slammed the car
and sent us sliding across the road. After what seemed like
years, the car finally stopped. When my eyes focused, and
my head stopped spinning, I looked over to my left and saw
my mom unconscious with a bleeding gash on her head.
I slowly raised my arm and reached over to shake her.
“Mom, please wake up,” I said as tears started to swell in
my eyes. A crowd started to form around the accident, and I
could hear sirens coming closer, but all I could focus on was
waking my mom up.

my legs and if I was okay. I told him that I was okay and to
focus on my mom. He helped me out of the car and over to
the ambulance to get checked out. As I walked over, I saw
people over on my mom’s side of the car trying to get the
door off to get her out. The paramedics asked if anything
hurt and if anything was broken. After getting checked out, I
walked back over to the car to try and see if they had gotten
my mom out and if she was okay. As I walked over, a police
officer stopped me and said that I couldn’t go over there.
I explained to him that I was in the car when the accident
happened and that my mom was there, and I wanted to see
her.
“I’m sorry, miss, but you still can’t go over,” he explained.
Before I could say anything else I felt a hand on my shoulder.
I looked and saw my dad standing there. Turning around, I
gave him a hug and cried into his chest.
“I don’t want you to go over there, Alice. The paramedics
are still there with your mom and I don’t want you to see her
like that.”
“Is she dead?” I asked, terrified of the answer.
“No, but they won’t know how bad her condition is until
they get her to the hospital.”
As I started to say, “Dad I want to go over—” the police
officer cut me off and said, “I have a K-9 in my car. How
about you go over there and distract yourself with him.”

“Mom, you got to wake up,” I said louder this time,
hoping she would regain consciousness. A knock on my
window from the police officer took my attention away from
my mom. He opened my door and asked if I could move

My dad gave me the go over there and do as he says look.
I sighed and walked over to the car with the police officer by
my side. He opened the door and a German Shepherd jumped
out. He immediately came over and sniffed me. The officer

96

97

told the dog that it was okay and to stay with me. He gave
me a smile and said, “I’ll be back over in a little bit to check
on you, kid.” I sat down on the curb of the sidewalk with the
dog next to me. My leg was shaking with anxiety as I tried
to see through the legs standing around my mom. Not being
able to handle the situation, I broke down crying. The dog
came over in front of me and nudged his head against mine.
I laid my forehead on his and wrapped my arms around him
crying harder. After what felt like an eternity of being in that
position, I saw feet come into my view. I looked up to see my
dad as the ambulance took off in the background.
“They are taking her to the hospital right now and we
are going in my car,” my dad told me. I stood up and walked
over to my dad who lead us to the car, with the dog following
behind. I felt his nose on my hand and stopped.
“Go back to the car,” I told the dog, and started walking
again. I felt him nudge my hand again. This time the police
officer called the dog back over to him. He looked at me and
hesitated before walking back to the police officer. I finished
walking back over to the car and got in.
“Let’s go see mom.” I told my dad.
*

Father Knows Best
Sheena Maloney

They say that speech is silver and silence is golden, but
I disagree. Learning to be silent and hold your tongue can,
at times, be a virtue, but I believe that speaking up against
injustice and for something that you believe in is never a bad
thing. Unfortunately, silence has been far too familiar in my
life. It is a lesson I learned from my family that my father
reinforced shortly after my parents separated. I will never
stop feeling the regret of not speaking up for myself on that
day.
The winter after I turned fifteen, my mother had an affair,
eventually leaving to live with this new man in her life. While
I love my mother, she and I have never had what I would call
a stable relationship. She struggled with severe depression
my whole life, and I was raised to be her guardian when she
was at her worst, cherishing the moments when she was able
to care for herself. Despite all of that, she was still the parent
that I felt the closest to.

I laugh as I feel Buddy tug on his leash, dragging me
across the street. “ Slow down there, Buddy, there’s no need
to rush.” He barks as if to tell me to stop being slow and
walk faster. I roll my eyes as we walk up to our destination
under the tree.“Sorry we’re late, Mom. Buddy kept being
a little rascal on our way over,” I say as we sit next to the
tombstone.

The day she left, she pulled me aside as I was getting
ready to leave for school and let me know that she would
be gone when I got home. She was leaving to be with her
boyfriend, and although I practically begged her to take me
with her, she refused.
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My time at school that day was difficult. I spent most of it
hiding from my peers and sobbing, a far cry from the bubbly,

silly personality I tended to portray. I dreaded the moment
when it was finally time to go home.
It was dark and cold by the time basketball practice
ended, the winter wind literally freezing my damp hair into
ice as I walked from the school to the car.
My father was silent while I slid into the front seat of
our station wagon, not even glancing in my direction as I
buckled my seatbelt. The silence continued as he pulled out
of the parking lot, and for several miles as we drove toward
home. No one spoke, the air heavy with the enormity of the
change in our lives.
Seconds stretched into minutes as the miles ticked by,
taking me farther from the one place I felt comfortable,
and closer to the new uncertainty that awaited me at home.
Before this day my father and I rarely interacted; my mother
usually intervened to take his verbal assaults.
Snow had started to fall again, the giant flakes almost
glowing in the headlights as they covered the long, lonely
stretch of highway in a blanket of white. It was then that the
silence was finally broken.
“Your mom left,” he finally said, putting what I already
knew into words.
“I know,” I replied softly, the conversation from the
morning still fresh in my mind, along with the various
emotional breakdowns throughout the day.

I simply nodded. This was also not news to me. I had
known it was likely for a while now; my mother had not held
back in telling me more than I needed to know about her new
boyfriend. The rejection from the morning still stung, and
once again, my eyes burned with emotion, but I didn’t have
any more tears to cry. I was too exhausted. I simply looked
out the window into the darkness.
After several moments, my father spoke again, his
knuckles white as he tightly gripped the steering wheel and
his voice full of anger and bitterness. “Good riddance,” he
muttered, “they deserve each other.”
When I didn’t reply, he turned that anger on to me.
“You know, you’re just like your mother.”
I closed my eyes, unable to even breathe as he put my
biggest fears into words.
“I feel bad for whoever ends up with you. You’re just
going to do the same thing to your future husband. It’s only
a matter of time before you screw them up too.”
I wanted to respond, to fight back, to say anything, but
I couldn’t. There was nothing I could say because I wasn’t
convinced that my father was wrong.

“She took off with Mike,” he said, almost spitting out his
name.

He continued his tirade, ranting about how I would never
find anyone to put up with me. I was too fat, too stupid, too
lazy, and too ugly to ever have a relationship. That it was a
good thing that I would be alone forever because I would just
end up ruining some guy’s life otherwise.
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Every word was like a fresh cut into my soul, every
sentence making its mark on my concept of self-worth
.
I glanced over at him, and tears were streaming down
his cheeks as he continued releasing his pent-up anger on to
me. He was in pain; even then I understood that, but that did
not stop me from believing the lies he spewed; he was my
father after all. Instead, I just accepted the verbal beatdown.
I accepted his attacks. I accepted it as the truth.
Stupid. Fat. Lazy. Worthless. The reason my mother had
left. The list went on and on.
I sat there and took it. I took it all. I took my father’s
pain, and I held my tongue, keeping silent to avoid hurting
his feelings the way he was hurting mine.
Our life after that day was more of the same. His anger
and frustration would be taken out on me while I just accepted
it. I was too ashamed and afraid to speak up or tell anyone
of how my father felt about me for fear that they would not
believe me or maybe they would even agree with him
Nearly two decades later, I am finally to the point where
I no longer believe his diatribe. He passed away in 2005, and
sometimes I wish I could go back to that moment. I wish I
could tell him that I am worthy and loveable, that everyone
is, even a bitter, angry man who unleashed his rage on his
teenage daughter.
They say speech is silver, and silence is golden, but to me,
silence is a long drive on a country road in Minnesota. It’s
freezing temperatures and freshly fallen snow. It’s darkness
and sadness and anger. The moment when you are finally
ready to speak up for yourself and for your beliefs? That is
what’s truly golden.
102

Grace Byers
Untitled·Digital Art
103

Darkness
Veronica Jons

There is a type of disease
that many cannot cease.
It haunts your every thought,
controlling you, until you rot.
It’s dark and dangerous,
taking over you, me, us.
Causing affliction,
even allowing a strange addiction.
One knife and a slice,
happening more often than once or twice.
You say it will go away,
but it latches on and will stay.
Dark clouds surround you everywhere,
It feels as if your world is about ready to tear.
You feel insane,
as the blood begins to pour like rain.
Depression, it’s a monster,
telling you not to survive much longer.
But mirror, mirror on the wall,
who is the strongest of them all?
Life or death,
It may be all you have left.
There is a type of disease,
I do believe it may be possible to cease.
Help
Everything is cold, dark, black.
I can’t control looking back.
I try to find happiness,
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But my search for it gets less, and less.
I crawl into a bottomless hole,
and that’s when my body takes a toll.
I’m on the path to recovery,
I really do want a happier me.
But my mind keeps flashing back to bittersweet memories,
The ones that give me people’s sympathies.
Perhaps it will be impossible to forget,
No, brain, think good things and you’ll be all set.
You want to be successful, you want to be positive.
Bad thoughts you really are intrusive.
I keep falling deeper and deeper,
No one helps, they stand and stare, why won’t any of you be my
keeper?!
I’m fine, I’m okay,
I’m positive in my own way.
Everything is cold, dark, black,
Maybe there is a way to not go back.
Saved
Flying, flying, higher, higher!
Let’s look in the mirror of whom I admire.
Why it’s me,
I’m not blind, I can finally see.
What took me so long, you might ask?
Do understand, losing a monster is a hard task.
I sometimes still flashback,
I begin to feel a depression attack.
But no, no, no
Negativity is the biggest foe.
I finally am at the end of the road,
And happiness is the starring episode.
Don’t tell, but I have to cover up the past,
If I see a reminder I could relapse fast.
You must show your happiness off,
Don’t you recall people looking at the bad you and they’d scoff?
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No more sadness, it’s all done,
Negativity is cleared and clean, completely gone.
Look, I promise, don’t doubt,
That bad attitude is officially out.
I dance with butterflies,
I have shimmering eyes.
I can enjoy myself,
Happiness is a part of oneself.
Flying, flying, higher, higher.
My confidence never again will set on fire.

Abby Estabrook
Caspian·Watercolor
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Waggle Dance
Clare Heinrich

Waggle dance. That just sounds funny, doesn’t it? It
seems even more so when you think about how it is the
primary method of communication to bees. Bees have a
much different way of communicating than you or me.
Think of how difficult it would be to shout directions over
the noise of tens of thousands of other people shouting
their own messages! To make tasks easier, bees use their
bodies to communicate directions and the importance of
those directions.

Another common time the bees use their waggle
dance is to communicate with others the best location to
build another hive. This only happens when the hive is
preparing to swarm. When a scout finds a good location,
she will return to the hive and dance. Others who see
her will listen to her message and fly to check out the
place for themselves. If they agree that it is the best
spot, they will also return and dance. More and more
bees will repeat this process until the swarm looks like a
miniature flash mob! When a majority of the hive agrees
on one spot, the swarm will take off to their new home.
What other wonderous apian mysteries have we yet
to discover?

One of the most common messages shared in the hive
is where to find new sources of pollen and nectar. When
a worker bee finds trees or flowers that are worth the
effort, she returns to the hive to tell other workers where
to go. The intensity of her dance signals how valuable
the information is—the stronger you dance, the better
the source is. Bees are very picky when it comes to their
favorite sources of pollen and nectar. When they have a
choice between their favorite source farther away or an
average source right in front of the hive, they will fly
farther to find what they want. If their favorite source is
close by the hive, the worker will dance in a figure eight
pattern. This is called a waggle run! If she dances in a
tight pattern, it means the source is close. To say which
direction the source is, she will dance at an angle to signal
which angle the other workers need to take once they leave
the hive. This is very similar to wayfinding, or using the
angle of the stars to determine which direction to follow.
108

109

Crow

Addison McGuire

And now here I am
Doomed to fly through hoops
And soar in loopty-loops
Never to see the clouds
Only just a shroud
Of a crow white as snow

My mother always told me
When you see the two-legged alien
You must flee immediately
“They look at you and me as if we were the chameleon”
At least the chameleon has the ability to hide
I used to be just like the others, you know
I used to be a beautiful white crow
All of my peers envied me
With my feathers as white as snow
I flew above the clouds
As high as the sky allowed
But one day
One fateful day
I decided to see these aliens my mother spoke of
They stared at me at first
Stared at my feathers white as snow
Which made their eyes turn aglow
I tried to hide
But with these white wings at my side
I could find nowhere to reside
With greed they opened their nets
My heart filled with regret
Why didn’t I listen to mother’s advice?
She told me far more than twice
I was in a cage
Hearing the words
“Extinct,” “Payday,” and “Onstage”
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Your Dirt Road
Emilio Ramos

You sit in the waiting room of a veterinarian’s office.
You try to focus on the sounds of the receptionist typing
and chewing gum. You want to be distracted by the drab,
cold colors of the wallpaper. But you can only think about
how selfish you are.
The clock on the wall seems so loud, as it ticks away
each uncertain second. Your leg is getting sore from
bouncing up and down. Would the dog be ok? Would it die?
Why did it take something bad happening for you to be
concerned?
You already had plenty on your plate to worry about,
right? Your father had been pulling further and further away
from you since your mother left. You didn’t have time to
worry about a stray dog that followed you around.
But you saw it almost every day while walking to and
from work. Why did it take you wanting its attention, for
you to not be annoyed at it wanting yours?
You had other things on your mind. The walk to work
was a reminder that you would never leave this town,
because helping your family now comes before your dream
of playing for the university. During your walk home,
you were always tired. You would think about the people
driving out of town, and how you wished you were one of
them.
Are you lying to yourself? Are you making excuses?
Wasn’t there ever a time you found the dog a comfort?
Even a small moment, because at least it was there with
112

you? You couldn’t have played with it? You couldn’t have
taken a few minutes to reach out?
The dog should feel lucky you came looking for it.
You didn’t have to. You should feel good for taking hours
out of your night to make sure it was ok. It wasn’t your
responsibility. Right?
Why do you care? Should you leave? You don’t owe it
anything. You need to be up early for work in the morning.
Why are you still here?
You can wait a few more minutes.
Why did you feel worried when it wasn’t there on
your walk home? Why did your chest feel tight when you
finally found it on the ground? Why was there pain in your
stomach when you saw how its filthy fur hugged its ribs?
Forget about the dog, you’re going to be in trouble with
your dad. How are you going to explain why you took his
car to bring a stray dog to the vet? What about the cost
of being here? You’ll have to use the money you’ve been
saving up for … for something. Why are you now realizing
you don’t have anything to look forward to? That lately
your life has been a walk on the same dirt road? Up and
down, day after day.
Do you really care about being in trouble? Do you
really care about the money? Do you really care about
some random dog?
What does the receptionist think of you? You brought in
a sickly, haggard dog. Do they think the dog it yours? That
you’ve mistreated and neglected it? That you’re the reason
it walks the dirt road every day?
Why did you tell them you call the dog Puck? They
must think you’re lying because you said that. What, you
just saw this dog almost every day, gave it a name, and
didn’t care what happened to it? Where it went every night?
Who was taking care of it? Aren’t you an adult? Shouldn’t
you have felt some sense of responsibility?
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You stare at the clock. What’s taking so long?
What now? You tell yourself it’s ok to leave, but
you don’t. Are you staying because you feel obligated?
Because the receptionist would judge you if you left? Does
it matter? Do you care? What now?
Maybe they can find Puck a place to go. Somewhere
he will feel loved and be taken care of. Somewhere he can
be happy and free, no longer needing to walk the dirt road.
The door you’ve been looking at every five seconds
finally opens, and the veterinarian walks out. She is
looking at a clip board. That pain in your stomach is back.
Is Puck ok? Did he die? It’s your fault. You did this. You
could have prevented this from happening if you cared
more about him. If you saw what was going on and looked
past your own issues. If you weren’t so selfish.
Your head sinks into your hands. You can’t look at the
vet. She knows it’s because of you. This was your dog, and
you didn’t take care of it. Now it’s gone.
You feel someone sit next to you, then a hand on your
shoulder.
“You brought Puck in, right?” the vet asks. There is a
warm smile on her face. Does that mean everything will be
ok? Could you make up for all the things you didn’t do?
Did you have a second chance?
“Is Puck ok?” you manage to ask.
“He was dangerously malnourished,” the vet says,
“and will need to stay here for a while. But I don’t think
there is anything to worry about.” A wave of relief washes
over you like a comforting hug. “Now, I understand you
found him on the side of the road?”
“Yes.” You lower your head again. Why didn’t you
ever bring him back with you? You could have provided
him with a good home.
“He is lucky you did,” she says. “Not many people
would stop to check on a dog lying there, and even less
would take on the responsibility of getting it help. I wish
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there were more people like you.” Tears begin to cloud
your eyes. Was it because you feel guilty? Happy? Because
of what she said?
“What’s gonna happen to him now?”
“If Puck doesn’t have anywhere to go, then I will have
to call animal services to take him,” she says. “But, if he
had a guardian, I could release him to that person once he
was better.” She pats you on the shoulder again. “If you
want, I can take you back to see him.” You begin to stand
but hesitate.
You get flashes of playing fetch with Puck. Of coming
home, greeted by his happy face and wagging tail. But
there are also images of him being sad because you were
too tired to play. Of him curled up, hungry, after you forgot
to feed him. You know what standing up means. You
recognize what it will take.
You think about waking up each morning to Puck
licking your face.
“I think I can take care of him; I’m just scared that
I’ll mess it up,” you say, still unsure. But your conviction
is strengthened by pictures Puck sleeping at your feet,
comforting you when the days get hard.
“You’re allowed to mess up,” the vet says, leaning
down a bit to catch your eyes. “Everyone does at some
point. But taking care of another life doesn’t require you to
know everything, or to be perfect. What’s important is you
care enough to try your best.”
You want to try your best.
You will try your best.
And now, you get to try your best.
You nod to the vet and stand up.
“I want to learn how to take care of a dog. Can you help
me?”
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The Reaper
Ponders Death
Joshua Harmon

Dying feels like freedom.
Death is the heavens and hells of a lifetime.
Death is a million bucks,
while never receiving limelight.
Death is always on time,
especially when the time couldn’t have been right.
Death will kiss your right cheek,
and whisper in your left ear.
It’ll say “I’m your worst nightmare,”
still, Death has a sweet side.
—“but to find the peace within.”
“Relieve yourself of fear.”
Relieve yourself of fate,
don’t put bets on certain dates.
Maybe 15 minutes early,
maybe 15 hours late.
Maybe you were fit for glory,
but never wanted to be great.
Maybe 15 hours early,
maybe 15 minutes late.
Control what you can in the present,
so Death can’t hold much weight.
Now, tilt back your head with your eyelids shut.
and enter the peaceful state.
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The Man

Rachael Conner
The bed and breakfast was run by a captivating family
of four. The man, who was the sole owner, had never been
married. Despite it, he was happy. You could see it in the
way he moved, the way he laughed, and the way he walked.
His body was always standing tall and strong, as if he always
had a meaningful purpose for what he was doing. He had
confidence. His personality could brighten anyone’s day, and
he was wise. He had an outlook on life that anyone would
long for after speaking to him. His girlfriend was the same
but in a different way. She was intimidating at first, but once
her walls were broken down, she would feel motherly and
nurturing, having all the same qualities towards people and
life that the man possessed. She had two children from a
previous marriage; the man seemed to love the kids as if they
were his own, but then again, it seemed to be in his nature to
love everyone.
I stayed with this family at their bed and breakfast for a
period of time while I worked on a military base nearby. I
thought that this experience would be all about serving military personnel and their families. I was eager to make connections and learn more about jobs that I could find through
the military, while not actually being in the military. I had
done an internship like this before, and I thoroughly enjoyed
it. I loved being able to travel to another country and still
be able to have a bit of American culture while I was working abroad. Something about this trip was different, though.
Something about this trip changed me and it wasn’t thanks
to my job.
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Usually, I would stay on base in a hotel. I would only
get to explore off-base and immerse myself in the country’s
culture on the weekends. This time was unlike any of my previous contracts because I was staying at the bed and breakfast
with other civilians of the country. The man made me feel
at home there. He showed me what it was like living as the
Dutch do. They all seemed to be quite happy. I thought I was
happy before I came to The Netherlands, but I was wrong. I
was not happy in the way that they were happy.
At the entrance to the bed and breakfast, there was a bar
and a restaurant. I saw many faces at the bar every night.
Some were regulars and sometimes I would see new faces,
or even a long-lost friend of the man. He seemed to have
so many of those—long-lost friends. They weren’t really
“lost,” though. They were never forgotten; they were just on
a journey. Each one had a different story, but each story had a
common and unusual theme. They were always happy. They
were blessed and thankful for the struggles they had been
through. They were always kind and gentle, as if they have
lived through many lives and truly understood what it meant
to be human. They had all the secrets to life seeping through
their veins.
I have one very vivid memory from my time spent at the
bed and breakfast. The memory dealt with my sadness and regret, as I was feeling down about missing my commencement
ceremony for college. I remember having to explain what a
commencement ceremony was to the man. He laughed when
I showed him pictures of the cap and gown I would wear.

the tradition of being able to decorate a graduation cap to
keep forever. He asked how I would decorate it, and I remember specifically saying, “maps of all the places I’ve
been and where I want to be.” I loved and still love traveling
so much. It really is a part of who I am and what I love most.
About two weeks later, on the day of my would-be graduation, the man asked me to join him and his family for a
special celebratory dinner they had planned for me. When
I came downstairs from my room that evening, I snuck
through the back and into the kitchen, so I could avoid the
bar crowd. It was unusually busy that night for some reason.
As I walked into the kitchen, the man was waiting for me.
In his hands he had an American style graduation gown that
he handed to me and demanded I put on. He then handed me
the cap. The cap was so beautiful, and I instantly teared up.
The man and his girlfriend had decorated it in maps, and it
had the words, “Wherever you go, go with all your heart.”
He placed the cap on my head and ushered me out the door
into the bar, where all the people were lined up to make one
big aisle. He even played that cheesy graduation song that I
don’t even know the name of. He must have researched it on
his own time, or remembered it from a movie or something.
As I walked down the aisle of people, still in shock and disbelief, every single one of them kissed both my cheeks, and
congratulated me. I didn’t even know but maybe a few of
these people, although every single one of them made me
feel like I was important or smart or loved. I am not even
sure what I would call the feeling, but I will never forget it.

“Why would you be sad for missing having to wear that
square flat hat on your head,” he joked in his thick Dutch accent. “You like to look like SpongeBob in bath robe?”
I belly laughed at his reaction and tried to explain to him

When I came home from that trip, I was different. I
felt like I had experienced a bizarre epiphany that I hoped
would stay with me for the rest of my life. I think back on
it whenever I feel any negative emotion—anger, vengence,
depression, guilt. I learned the importance of making mean-
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ingful connections with people I would have never thought
to befriend. Everyone has a story to tell and experiences that
make them who they are. Remembering that trip brings me
euphoric and peaceful memories that I will never be able
to truly explain. The best way I can put it is to just be kind
and love people, for each person has something that can be
learned from.

Sewn In Me
Sierra Earle

I languish for women,
whose stares settle anxious tremors
and validate my deservingness
to long for them, who wear boots that
threaten to crush the life out of me,
who tell me how stupid I am.
But I’m not gay, and even if I was
it wouldn’t matter. I haven’t gotten
closer than a laugh to a woman
since being birthed from one.
But I tire of being butch’d and dyke’d.
I am an angular femme with sharp
edges and a domineering stance,
but please be gentle with me.
I put that on all the gifts I make.
Everything can fall apart,
could we at least be warned?
The pride unthreads when it is
heedlessly ripped from its frame, creating
an innocent victim of me. I withstand
willful ignorance to my wounds
left routinely exposed and untended.
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The shame of it is woven with metal cord
and I am cutting it with craft scissors;
not some fragile thread and hoop
to be artlessly mangled.
It was sewn in me when I was small
with a bowl headed girl, brown and scrawny.
Our bones made music when we ran
around a planetary lilac bush whose limbs
forgave us for severing them.
She was alien, from another marriage.
Half cousin by divorce, wholehearted.
We were orbiting something
sweet smelling, of too many letters.
Vulnerable children learning
to love for the day.
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Literature. He is new to creative writing, but excited to showcase
his literature. When not busy with school, he enjoys playing
tennis and is an avid PC and tabletop gamer.
Alex Diercks is a senior graduating with a BS in Computer
Science and minors in both Math and English. He also completed
his fourth year as a varsity member of the Men’s Bowling Team.
He says that poetry is neat and more people should try it out.
Sierra Earle is a junior English and Psychology major with a
minor in Creative Writing. Her writing explores identity and
trauma.
Abby Estabrook is a senior from Muscatine, Iowa who is
majoring in Secondary Education and competes on the women’s
soccer team. She plans on teaching in her future, but dreams of
becoming an author one day. She enjoys writing, reading, and
painting.
Rachel Fensterman is a junior majoring in Elementary
Education, and cannot wait to graduate next year and get into the
classroom. Working with students has always been her passion
and dream, and the Mount Mercy community has prepared her
very well for what’s to come. In regards to her experience at
Mount Mercy, she says she couldn’t imagine herself learning
and becoming better anywhere else.
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Keelan France was born in Iowa City and is a senior majoring
in Graphic Design. After graduation, he hopes to go to grad
school and major in Graphic Design there as well.
Goose is a Nursing student and a six-year veteran in the Iowa
Army National Guard and married to the best man he could ever
hope for. Describing himself as a gay, polyamorous, Satanic
Wiccan, he says despite his eclectic nature he is very scienceoriented and hopes to one day be a cardiologist. As someone
who has struggled with anxiety and depression since childhood,
he hopes his writing will relate to others and help them know
that things get better.
Morgan Hansen is a freshman from Anamosa, Iowa who
majors in Nursing with an English minor. This is her first time
submitting her work for something so public. She also prefers
writing short stories over poetry.
Josh Harmon is a senior studying Journalism and Creative
Writing. From Flagstaff, Arizona, he competes as a short sprinter
on the track and field team.
Ashlyn Harrington is a sophomore Elementary Education
Major with endorsements in Reading and Language Arts. She
is a member of the University Band, as well as a campus peer
minister.
Clare Heinrich is a senior English, Outdoor Conservation, and
Music Performance major from Urbandale, Iowa. She is a seeker
of knowledge, inspiration, and new cookie recipes. While this
year has limited the amount of time she could spend with loved
ones, she loves to write stories for her friends and send them
care packages of goodies that she cannot seem to stop baking.
Veronica Jons is a senior majoring in Criminal Justice with a
minor in Journalism, with plans on furthering her education after
graduating this spring. While at Mount Mercy University she
has enjoyed serving in Student Government Association, being
the Editor-in-Chief for the Mount Mercy Times, competing on
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the varsity dance team, tutoring in ACE, and making memories
that will last a lifetime.
Sheena Maloney is a junior in the Social Work program. She
spends the majority of her free time with her husband and two
children.
Addison McGuire is a third-year English Major with minors in
History and Diversity Studies. She takes inspiration from her
experiences in life and spending time in nature with her dog,
Oliver.
Katy Mitchell is an undergraduate in the Criminal Justice
program.
Jennifer Musiol is graduating in May 2021 with a Bachelor
of Fine Arts Degree (BFA) and specializes in oil painting,
ceramics, and fabric sculptures. After graduation she will
continue to pursue her art therapy business while continuing
towards her master’s and substitute teaching. She’s also looking
forward to “mom time” with her two boys, Riley and Jacek.
Although born in Dell Rapids, South Dakota, Jennifer spent her
formative years in Chandler and Gilbert Arizona. “My motto
in life is simple. Make each day the best day of your life...and
smile while you’re doing it.”
Jessica Purgett graduated in 2020 with majors in English and
Marketing and minors in Spanish and Creative Writing.
Q is a guy who will drive through a Minnesota blizzard for a
good cup of tea. He will also go on a 16-hour road trip in a
single day just to see the stars slightly better.
Emilio Ramos is a veteran of the United States Marine Corps
and is currently in his second year at Mount Mercy. He is
studying Verbal Communications and Creative Writing. He and
his wife, Megan, have been married for nine years and they have
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two dogs together.
Abbie Ring is a sophomore with an English and Secondary
Education double major. She plans to use her degrees for
support and self-aware progress of all students who pass
through her future classroom. Some of her simple joys include
altering thrifted clothing, cheesy bread, watercolor painting in
earth tones, and exegetical scripture analysis. There are few
of humanity’s statements she would uphold stronger than this:
“Before you can learn anything, you must accept that you will
never know everything. Yet, it is in the pursuit of it all that we
find meaning.”
The Sustainability Scholars worked together to create their
poem. Each contributed a single line about their views on
sustainability, which were then shuffled and compiled into a
poem by Rachael Murtaugh, the Director of Sustainability. They
hope it inspires others to love and care for other people and our
common home. Contributors include Maria Hermosillo Arrieta,
Abbie Barr, Champagne Gwyn Cruz, McKenna Decker, Lisa
Doan, Rachel Feight, Maggie Landers, Cameron Ollendick,
Jensen O’Shea, Sarah Pech, Mackenzie Redmond, Madison
Tiara Soeder and Madison Swartzentruber.
Hannah Tobin is from Center Point, Iowa, majoring in
Elementary Education with Endorsements in Reading and
Language Arts. She transferred to MMU after receiving her
Associates Degree from Kirkwood in the spring of 2019. She
is currently a junior and will be student teaching in the fall of
2021.
Cal Wright is a second-year Elementary Education major at
Mount Mercy University pursuing an endorsement in English
Language Arts. She enjoys sharing her enjoyment of reading
with others as well as her newfound love for writing. Her
inspiration comes from her faith and from experiencing life with
the people that she loves.
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Jude Zawadi is a first-year student. She likes to spend her
free time reading comic books and webtoons, and loves action
movies and anime.

Read our blog, Literary Mustangs, at
mmuenglish.wordpress.com
The Paha Review seeks creative writing and art from
ALL Mount Mercy undergrads.
Email your work to Paha@mtmercy.edu.
Please include a third-person bio.
See past editions of Paha at
www.mtmercy.edu/campus-life/activities/pahareview
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