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submissions
from the editors
Wilding
Olivia Bardo
You miss the garden.
The snow peas and carrots and zucchini,
The crab apple tree
And each time the morning glories
Opened up against the chipped barn.
And you miss running between rows
Of damp sheets pinned on clotheslines
Until your vision blurred.
You have forgotten us. Come back.
We could be in that same safe space
Where you learned many ways to be still
And restless.
You can almost see them waiting for you
In pale sunlight,
Holding on
In the decomposing garden.
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Feminine Divinity
Jenna Becker
What would I give to bathe in the Nile?
Toni Morrison will baptize me under the moonlight
She tilts me backwards in the water
On the other side
Cleopatra tells me all her secrets
Athena anoints me with lavender oil
Mulan knights me with her silver sword
Butterflies dance around me while all creation bows to me
The newly inducted queen of the world
Morrison pulls me back to the surface
I am dripping in liquid gold
I wipe my eyes
I look back at my reflection in the Nile
I see the tears of queens and goddesses purify me
I am their fears and anguish,
Their holiness and resilience
I am the divine feminine.
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Untitled
Molly McKim
young poet,
watch over the words
as if they are your children
or growing a garden.
raise them right,
feed them nourishment,
hold them when they are feeling down,
but also don’t let them take over your life.
allow them to live in adolescence forever,
or let them grow with you.
as they matured within you once, they age without you.
they’re both all and none of your responsibility.
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missing pieces
Camryn Wimberly
the way i feel
when i think of how things could have been
is nothing compared to the way i feel
when i remember how they were.
sometimes
the past feels sweeter than the future
and the present feels harsher than i’d hope.
but illusions are plentiful
when i’m free to bask in the missing pieces;
the absence of something or someone i didn’t know i needed.
both a gift and a punishment
for sharing a part of myself
with someone who didn’t really deserve a chance in the first place.
my experiences are uniquely my own,
still i can walk into a room of a hundred souls
and find someone who understands exactly how i felt
on that warm night last summer.
and we call it growth:
the sudden realization that my worth is not a shifting concept;
rather it is a constant and steady flow.
regardless of the lapses in self love and in faith
and in clinging desperately to an unattainable ideal of perfection.
so we breathe slowly and deeply,
try to savor the taste and feel
of fresh air flowing into our lungs.
for the choices we make,
though they might be blessings or mistakes,
those choices shape our very being
we cannot experience love
without first walking with loss.
and that is the true gift of being human.
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creator submissions
Night music
Emma Spronk
The streetlights buzz mindlessly
But in the semi shadow, I look up-The sky is deep
And the stars are humming.
I stop at the darkest point between two street lanterns,
And listen.
Sensing my attention, the stars break into symphony-Piano, piccolo, panderos, marimba, mandolin, maracas, and big brass band
All swell from the sky.
Orion’s belt plays a flute,
The notes falling like lemonade.
Behind me I hear the slow bass line of the Big Dipper,
Plucking the strings of gravity
As she slowly wheels around Polaris.
I turn to look. Where is she?
Ah, there she is—Polaris
Is making music too, tonight,
Tap-dancing with her shy companion
Little D.
They tap out a snappy rhythm,
The rhythm of loss and forgiveness,
Of grief and glory.
The beat speaks of sad things,
But they are not sad tonight,
For they have lived long,
They have watched planets grow,
They have watched solar systems sprout and wither,
And they know the making and the ending,
The maker and the ender.
The stars around them are all singing too,
A hundred notes
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In a harmony I’ve never heard, but
Somehow find familiar.
They do not sing with voices-Their bright bodies in the dark sky
Are all thrumming
And the deep expanse between their lights
Is echoing like a cathedral.
My heart applauds with its shy thudding
And for a second the beat in my blood
Aligns with the meter of the stars.
But I applauded because I am going,
I have Things to Do,
I step away, and swivel
My eyes back down to the sidewalk,
Lit by the buzzing lamp.
The stars’ song stops.
Or I just can’t hear it.
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Fate
Taylor Keckler
We were eighteen,
When you dropped me off
At my door,
For the first time.
Nineteen, when we shared
Our favorite
books, lab reports,
And songs.
We were standing outside our cars,
Four years laterYou grinning in the way
That made the skin by your almond eyes
Crinkle,
And your arms full with boxes
Of my belongings…
It was then that I realized,
No matter who walked into my life,
Matched my stride,
Held my hand,
PushedThat it was you. It would always be you.
When it felt like our lives were like the
Red strings of fate:
Intermingling, running with one another,
Connected, and always would be.
Since the first moment I met youYou felt like home.
I have never experienced a
Twin soul of the sort.
Four years of random memories.
Of bald caps, and run-ins,
The same classes, and dorms,
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Of one-sided pursuits.
Four years
Of me never being ready.
Of seeing you, and feeling at home.
But it never seeming the right time
To move in.
You stood there, smiling, with
My belongings,
As you never let me carry anything.
It had been
One year of you looking
Elsewhere,
Somewhere,
More blonde.
Maybe we are not the
Red strings of fate,
Our futures intertwinedBut only,
Simply,
Two people
Each connected to fate itself.
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Home, Again
Christina Lamoreux
Re-adjusting. Re-learning to be with family. To mom’s slippers outside my door at 7 A.M. like
sandpaper wearing down a path in the walnut wood. Morning after morning, in this Frankenstein
house, making the same breakfast for different cats year after year. Mom telling dad not to burn
the pancakes. Coffee out of a cup that is from 1982, the black flowers never wilted, the rim never
chipped. How did it ever make it out without a scratch, through seven children and an Army
lifestyle? I guess it’s true what my father said theydontmakestuffliketheyusedto. I wonder why
they kept their wedding photo in a box, underneath the rest, my parents, dressed as hippies, but
not for the hell of it, dressed in sincerity, feeding each other cake, my illegitimate eldest brother
held by our aunt in the background. Then I am sifting through disorganized-90s-chaos. To find
pieces of my family to stick in a scrapbook. Moments we wanted to remember, ones my sister
and I forgot. All the fat faces, thebraces, and the adolescent self-hatred. The piles of siblings,
laughing, bashful grins losing at unfair wrestling matches. The cats, chickens, and spaces in the
yard where trees grew up despite the droughts. How I hid the gap in my teeth. How Rachel stood
before her spinal surgery. The time Josiah had hair, the side burns, g od. Brielle with bangs and
stuttered speech. Drew with his bleached skater cut. Cameron barefoot in his own world, before
he went out to defend ours. Jesse when he still had teeth. Before I scribbled ‘blacksheep’ in
permanent marker over his face. The mafia. Italian. Polish. French, by name and lovers by
translation. How our mortality is glossy and grasped between my fingers. Mom’s hair will get
thinner, her green eyes will dull. Dad’s ears will fade, and he will soon forget. We will all lose
our shiny smiles. The magnificent seven, not so magnificent anymore
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Unlocked Childhood
Christina Lamoreux
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craving simplicity
Courtney Kehler
oh, to be a duck
floating in a placid stream
sunlight winking on its surface
I would take the time to prune my feathers
dip my head to take a drink
perhaps have a bite of an underwater plant
my mind would not weigh heavy on my shoulders
nor the pressure of human existence bend my back
my only obligation would be to breathe
I would sleep peacefully through the night
float and fly away the days
bobbing under trees laden with unfurling leaves
oh, to be a duck
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Smoke
Zoe Leininger
I like the smell of cigarette smoke.
The haze In the air. It’s not really smoke.
Not really.
It’s late night chats with older sisters,
Front porch swing creaking as we
Pass the carton of Rocky Road
Under the twinkling fairy lights,
And we choke on the whispered names
of stupid boys. And give advice that
won’t be followed.
It’s dreams of the wide open future
Planned under a wide open sky.
Our jackets as pillows in the damp grass
Shoulders touching,
elbows bumping,
as we point up at the stars.
Time standing still until the light
Of the sunrise fades out the stars.
It’s the thrill of danger as we hear
Through the open window,
The clangs and stomps of Mom
preparing our breakfast.
And we quickly snuff out the cigarettes
to hide them among the hyacinths,
smoke still lingering in the dewy air.
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September Asters
Zoe Leininger
There are three moments when star flowers grow:
When goddess’ tears turn to stardust
Which scatters over all the earth,
When powerful kings spill their own blood
In sorrow wrought from their sins,
When an innocent child finds danger
And longs for a safe place to hide.
The blooms born of sorrow stand strong,
Braving drought, heavy frost, violent feet.
The delicate white petals rise to ward off
Quiet snakes lurking in long grass,
And that illness which threatens
to steal the breath from your lungs.
The same frost flowers collect castoff dreams
And imbue in road-weary travelers
The power, devotion and wisdom to see
Their long journey’s end.
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The Coronation
Nicholas McMillen
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Comm 105
Laney Kuczmynda
superficial smatterings of truth,
the suggestion of frailty.
it is difficult to live fully,
or at least fully aware.
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And Yet
Josh Murray
Woah, wait a minute,
I need a second,
An hour or two at most.
To catch my breath,
Ignore the noise,
Trying to find joy.
Time is ticking,
Running and racing,
Without a care in the world.
It won’t pause for anyone,
And yet…
And yet we waste those precious seconds,
Moments or two with those we love,
Send a text, make a call,
But never stay for long.
We use “I love you” flippantly,
Like a hey, hello, or hi,
But when we’re really needed,
We wouldn’t bat an eye.
And yet…
And yet we have potential,
To make or break a day.
Smile at a stranger,
Send that text,
Or tell a friend you’ll stay.
Stay that extra minute,
Take the time while you can,
Because every instant is important,
Until we meet again.
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Weaving Hands
Victoria Berrios
These are the hands God uses to knit my life together.
Each new thread added is another person who enters,
Every twist a new experience,
A journey woven carefully,
My threads of existence being pulled into a tapestry.
These hands, they never stop,
And only the designer will get to see
The finished masterpiece.
But in the darkness,
My faith begins to increase.
A life in the tension of creationPulled, tightened, unraveled-free.
Stretched, strengthened and stitched
Into a design more complex than I can see.
I know these hands are weaving with the red thread of grace.
Grace undoing all my knots,
Grace covering all my blind spots,
Grace woven into pain,
Grace the color of my savior’s bloodstains.
Grace seeing my frailty spun into majesty.
Then I hear my Creator whisper…
“These hands, feminine they must beFor the intricacy and deft required
To knit your being intimately.”
Now into these hands I commit my trust
To a process yet unseen;
Into these hands I allow my heartstrings
To be pulled by eternity.
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I
Victoria Berrios
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THIS LAND
Sierra Archer
There’s this feeling that’s taken up residence inside my soul. It’s a desperate, passionate tugging
of the heartstrings, full of yearning and excitement; tinged with melancholy and pensiveness. It
runs it’s roots so deep that it feels as if I was born with it and only now it has awoken.
I look at our gently rolling foothills, complete with the strong oak, the sweet maple, the
ever-shaking aspen, the assortment of larch and pine and laurel and sumac and hemlock. I watch
the deep emerald transform to quaking bits of gold and flaming red and foreboding brown. Then
bare, frosted with white, only to be brought back to life by the thawing and the melting and the
warmth. The way the hills hide us away, creating a world in which we are safe from the world.
We are as much a part of these hills as the roots of the biggest oak are woven into the earth.
I look at our persistent river, which flows from the smallest of trickles and grows into a force that
is so strong that it can travel northbound before returning on its natural southern path. I’ve
known its creatures, caught the clawed crayfish between my fingers and felt the tug of a carp
dragging my line to the bottom. I’ve known only a portion of it, fishing and swimming and
kayaking and it feels like a place one is drawn to. After all, without the river, there is no need for
a port.
I look at the creatures and their emblazoned God-given glory. The stag, with its crown of bones
in the beam of a spotlight, the bear with its elusive nature caught only on the rarest of summer
evenings, the robin who brings the sign of new life with his wings, and the peepers that sing their
ditties on the riverbed while lightning bugs dance on the breeze. Not to count out the
quick-footed rabbits, the resourceful squirrels and mice, or the other skilled critters of the wood.
It is
when I receive the rare chance of glimpsing an elk through a car window that I’m reminded of
the oldness of this land, in the steady steps and bugling cry and the knowing way the antlers
curve on the head of the wild ruler.
There is a feeling that runs so deep that I wonder if it’ll will ever run dry when I look at these
things. A longing to satisfy it by looking for more. I want to see more, to see the gently rolling
hills rise steadily into snow-touched mountains that kiss the sky. I want to see the calm roll of the
river turn into white rapids running over the land in a hurry to spill into a vast lake. I want to see
the animals in their last frontiers, with a solidarity that time has not erased. Oh, I want to see.
I am desperate to see what makes this land. I am longing for the Smoky Mountains, in their
longevity and heritage. I am yearning for the Mississippi, in its power and undaunted stride. I
want the Rocky Mountains and the Sierra Nevada,

| 20

the Grand Canyon and the plateaus and the mesas, and the buttes and the Badlands,
the lizards and cactuses and hawks and snakes,
the heartland, and the plains, and the tornados and the wild horses and the bison, and the trails,
the mountains, and the gullies, and the ravines, and the waterfalls, and the caves and the
mountain lions, and the wolves, and the sequoia, and the stars,
the tundra, and the midnight sun, and the snow, and the frozen lakes and the grizzlies and the
moose and the spruce and the mountain goats.
I want to see the Northern Lights dance in the sky.
I love my home, but I cannot help but long for a time that has passed, a time when I could’ve
looked upon this land, unhindered by the weight of concrete and metal and heat and smoke we
made. I wish I could have lived with the land, live beside snowy mountains and on stormy
prairies and under massive redwoods.
I wish I could’ve seen this land in its greatest form,
Untethered.
Untamed.
Untouched.
Unending.
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Untitled
Jarek Nalewak
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Thoughts I Had While Driving Home Last Night
Haley Keener
I was driving home the other night when a car began driving closely behind me. The headlights
were blinding as they bounced off my rearview mirror. They were so bright, in fact, that it
became hard to see where I was going.
Life is a lot like that moment. Those moments when the pain, mistakes, and regrets of the past
rear their ugly heads. The memories consume your every thought until the path ahead becomes
unclear, obscured by shame and embarrassment. Like a cancer or parasite, the shame consumes
the hope and joy of the journey and robs you of the hope and joy of a brighter future.
Or maybe the past seems brighter. Maybe the happy moments from before outshine what lies
ahead. Before he left without more than a note, before she said those words that play on repeat in
your brain like that one record in my grandpa’s jukebox, before his fists became more familiar
than his love. In those moments, it’s easy to succumb to the lights, to stop moving forward, to
become paralyzed; In those moments it’s easy to become blinded to the potential happiness the
future could hold.
But, there’s a small tab on the bottom of that rearview mirror. A tab no one talks about. A tab no
one taught me the function of until I stumbled across it one rainy, summer evening. When you
flip that tab, the headlights behind you become dimmer, and your own headlights can once again
be seen casting light on the darn asphalt of the road that lies ahead.
Sometimes I forget that tab exists. If I can remember, though, if I consciously choose to flip the
switch, I may finally find some peace in the expansive road that lies before me.
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Attention Deficit and Hyperactivity Disorder
Anonymous
Cracked, dry, tortured skin
And blood
Not dripping
But dried and scabbed
Clinging to my skin
In a hundred tiny spots
Spilling out of pinprick fissures
Painting my hands
Emphasizing
My fingers
My misshaped, discolored fingers
Always one layer from spilling crimson pain
Stress is part of it
A hundred assignments
Not enough time
And the diagnosis I hate
The accommodations that don’t help
Because you can’t help me!
I don’t think anyone can
When I must sit and it’s tearing me apart
Focus with the restlessness spilling out
Of my hands
My hands that fidget forever
And my brain that I didn’t know was weird
And why, why
I cry to the sky
Did you have to name it?
I’m like this, I know
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Why must it be a handicap
A disorder
The blood spills onto my fingertips
The voice in my head screams
But why, why am I a freak?
To hate lectures
To want to be moving
Using my hands
These injured hands
I abuse as I study
As I force my bruised brain into caffeinated submission
This is what you can see
Of the struggle within me
And I don’t understand why my brain has a diagnosis plastered onto it
My God
You made these hands
You made this brain
To do your work
To serve your will
They’re yours, yours
Bloody and bruised and screaming
I don’t understand why
You caged a wild animal here
You must’ve known
I’d break my wings
Batter my hooves against the walls
Ah but it’s worth it
It’s worth it
For you
And I think of what you did for me
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Fitting your infinity
Into a body
Containing your spirit
On this earth
Using these feet, these hands, a brain like mine
I’m so thankful
I am yours:
By right, by conquest, by love
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Prism
Christina Lamoreux
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Advocating Love
Corinne Reed
Pro-choice,
because how can we live in a world where a man controls a woman’s body.
Her body, YOUR body, MY BODY.
My body, my choice,
to make love in between fresh sheets
if I want to,
when I want to,
and with a man who also wants to.
A basic human right
that too many have stolen in the dark of night.
Now they’re saying, a doctor
trying their best to make a bad situation a little better
would get life behind bars
before the rapist ever even hears the siren.
Pro-choice.
But also,
pro-life,
because how can we live in world where women control other women’s bodies.
I can’t want rights for my body, YOUR body,
without wanting rights for HER BODY.
Her body forming inside the womb,
call her a lump of cells but her heart still beats all the same.
Mama and Papa don’t have to agree on her creation,
no money maybe just kids themselves,
or papa might not even be a papa
just a man who forced himself.
But shouldn’t she still get a choice?
Write policy where the rapist is behind bars
but the doctor is soon to follow.
Because no choice for her
is the same thing as murder.
Pro-life.
But what if there is something better,
maybe call it pro-love.
Love first, and love always.
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Love for the women who believe differently than me,
who have chosen differently than me.
Love for the expecting mama’s,
the scared girls,
even the parental duty donators,
fetus removers.
Love for the papas,
the boys becoming men,
even just the sperm givers,
virginity takers.
Love whether you’re behind bars,
on the table, legs spread, abortion ready,
or still in the embryonic sack.
Love humans through all trimesters, seasons, and decisions.
Pro-love.
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To the Wicked, Death Speaks
Daniel Wright
Under the ground, or under the sea,
Somewhere, somewhen’s waiting for thee.
There’s a room you won’t leave, or a bed you won’t flee,
For somewhere, somewhen is waiting for thee.
Imagine what it’s like, to have no eyes,
After flesh falls off, and all’s eaten of flies.
Or would you rather still have them—with wood for your skies?
Either way it be dark, as all is that dies.
Maybe frame’s ready-built, in wait to embrace;
Or the tree’s not been cut, no timber defaced.
But the earth readies herself, preparing in haste
To carry you down, to our last proper place.
Listen to yourself describe being alive!
And you have the gall to beg not to die?
Do you want ten years? Take a hundred. My prize
Won’t change; he’s closer, every minute goes by!
Time’s not your friend. Smash the clock—yes, I tried.
That dread hand won’t stop approaching, I find.
The hand won’t stop reaching, and reach us—no mind
Whether all broke and busted—it will, and well-timed.
The hour draws short, and our Doom comes his way.
You cower alone, but I’m prepared for the day.
Darkness eternal—fit, for shadows I array.
But no use, no fighting. For naught I display!
Under the ground, and under the tree,
Somewhere, someone’s waiting for me.
My mock’s over, it’s done; we bend the same knee,
For somewhere, Someone is waiting for me.
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Know Names
Andrea Burden
I don’t know every victim’s name
Can’t remember what they did or didn’t do to get killed
I didn’t protest
I even wondered why he just didn’t do this
Or he should’ve knew better
It is just a few bad seeds
At the end of the day there are no routine stops
Right
Might, but, dang
Again
The chagrin
He just ahh-resting on the man’s neck
Is his hand in his pocket
And look at that other one just looking around like nothing’s happening
Or had happened
He’s dead
I hadn’t heard anybody call for Mama like that since I yelled it terrified as a kid
Then
After a long moment of awe and desperation
I was empty
And
Disappointed
Lost
At a loss
Timid at the idea of getting pulled over someday
But more than that I have a son now and a wife that loves both of us
Who checks to see if I have ID and my phone every time I leave home for a walk
I don’t want to be desensitized
I want to feel
If it bleeds it leads newscasts has numbed my psyche
As “there was a murder” is met with the same energy as an interesting gif on Facebook
Sometimes I don’t remember all their names
But I pray that their deaths aren’t in vain
I pray that I’m still a man determined to evoke change
Can I do that if I’m not getting a gun made and going to the range
Am I weak for praying for the days
Of peace, Love, and mutual respect
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Harmony and God’s Intervention
If faith without works is dead, then Lord what’s my intervention
The invention of a program to attend to the mental health needs of the police and the
communities they serve
The nerve of me to go in there an insinuate that they have a problem
But they do
Yeah the men and women in blue
It just seems that universally their at a loss for a consensus right thing to do when the suspect is
Black
It’s a fact that there are too many different measures, protocols
Pleasures
When it comes to apprehending a man like me
I don’t remember half of their names
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HERE
Rachel Grecco
Why are we always running?
What are we chasing? When the grace and beauty are already here.
It surrounds you every second,
Since the day you were born. Though sometimes it hides, it’s always here.
It could be the smallest dewy drop on a rose petal,
On a puppy’s wet nose, just let your eyes pier.
It could be the windy breeze,
Of a cold winter’s day, by the beach or the bay, feel it my dear.
It could be the echoing songs,
Of chirping birds, the staticky car radio, just open your ears.
It could be the slight sniff,
Of the mulchy woods, a baker’s brick oven, onion for a tear.
Well it’s the sensations we fear, the life we try to steer, when it’s all right here.
The future is a concept,
The present is all we have, you exist in the now, so bring your mind here.
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Tumbler Island
Olivia Bardo
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Joy in New Beginnings
Abby Morgan
If you would have told me my world was going to be flipped upside down in aisle B9 of a
furniture store, I wouldn’t believe you, but I should.
Contrary to belief, picking out pillows for the new living room can be interesting. Shelves upon
shelves of pillows were stacked on either side of the aisle and as I run my fingers along all the
pillows, feeling the different texture of cotton, fur, and silk, I think about the sweetest of dreams
I could have if I sank into the cart at the end of the aisle labeled “clearance.” Standing next to the
cart, I pick up the smallest one hiding in the crevasse of the bin, grip the side, and throw it down
the aisle, watching the pink and yellow tassels hanging from the sides dance into the hands of my
best friend, Hannah, shouting “touch down!” so loud the old lady looking at bathroom towels a
few feet away, glaring at us, the fifteen year olds, like we were five.
With a quick sorry to the woman, we giggled as we put the pillow back on a random shelf and
got back on task to finding the perfect summer pillow for Hannah’s mother to add to her sofa. As
I reached for a cream colored, perfectly square cushion with a bright yellow bumblebee
embroidered on the front to ask for Hannah’s opinion, her phone started buzzing. “Which boy is
knocking on your door today?” I joked but soon realized her face had gone pale and her eyes
were glued to the screen on her phone. Before I even had the chance to ask what she was looking
at, she tilted her phone just enough for me to see and that’s when my among all the dreamiest
pillows I had ever laid eyes on, my nightmare began.
It was a single post on a social media platform that changed the entire outcome of my high
school career and ultimately, my direction in life. Little did I know that as I stared motionless
into Hannah’s phone, illuminating a picture of my biggest secret I had managed to keep from
everyone, was there for all to see. Not even a blink of an eye could wake me from this nightmare.
If I could remember everything that happened between setting foot on the cold concrete outside
the store as we rushed home in Hannah’s car and the first day of calculus class surrounded by
unfamiliar faces, I would tell you. The painful drive back to my house, collapsing into my
mother’s tired arms, repeating my story to countless officers and searching for the truth became
an exhaustive memory not worth keeping anymore. As much as I was able to flush out the
incident, it wouldn’t change that my peers remembered and still had screenshots of what
happened deep inside their camera roles. The school wasn’t willing to enforce consequences and
the police officers had nothing more to say than to gently encourage I transfer to a different
school. So, that’s what I did. New school. New me.
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In a high school with five distinct buildings, I had to pay extra attention on the tour I had just a
week before classes began so I could retrace my steps back to my first period class. Peeking my
head into the classroom, I found nobody else but an older gentleman who could be Albert
Einstein’s doppelgänger. I took a minute to admire his thinning white hair with a matching
mustache before softly interrupting his focus of what looked like a million emails he hadn’t
opened yet on his computer screen. “Is this the calculus classroom?’ is all I could muster to
squeak out. His twinkling eyes switched their attention to me as he youthfully jumped up from
his desk chair and introduced himself as Mr. Yoder. He showed me to my assigned seat without
me even having to tell him my name - perks of being the new girl. I took a seat and watched him
return to his computer as I pulled out my pencil case and notebook, eagerly waiting for other
students to walk in and ease the awkwardness I felt. “Early bird gets the worm,” I heard him say.
I cleared my throat before saying, “I’m sorry, what was that?” He turned towards me and
chuckled, “Early bird gets the worm. You’re thirty minutes early for class.” He must have seen
how bright my face got as he quickly reassured me that I could stay and even added that he liked
the company. I must have been so distracted by the complicated campus map and class schedule
on my tour that I had tuned out simple details, including when school actually started. I shifted
my eyes to the clock that was hanging over the door I had come in and got into a staring contest
with the minute hand. Unlike how I was able to make pillow shopping interesting, watching a
clock simply is that boring.
My mind began to wander as I wiggled my toes inside the straps of my leather sandals. I had no
idea how students at this school dressed, failing to mention that it is a private school where kids
my age go because their academics are deemed superior or their fathers wanted them to fulfill the
family name, not because their social media account was hacked. I decided on a blush pink loose
blouse, medium wash bluejeans, and a pair of well-loved sandals that probably should have been
tossed years ago. Before I could shuffle the things in my backpack to grab my cellphone to tell
my grandfather to come pick me up so we could wait together until the time of class was closer,
another student walked in with their head down, concentrated on a text they were drafting. The
student was a boy my age wearing Converse high top sneakers, khaki pants
with a hole in the knee cap with a black t-shirt with “Elton John” written in all caps on the front.
Soon after him a girl walked in dressed with what looked to be the school’s soccer team uniform.
I looked at my reflection in the blank white board to my right. “Dressed to perfection,” I
whispered.
Arriving early to calculus class started as an accident and transitioned to getting help for my
sinking grade and again shifting to the sole purpose of spending more time in my favorite
classroom next to the teacher that taught me more than just how to use the quadratic formula.
Transferring to a different school wan’t running from my past, but rather providing myself with
the opportunity to redefine who I was. I knew that all along but just needed someone like Mr.
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Yoder to give me a little push. He never knew the whole story of what had happened to me, but
didn’t need to. He saw how lost and broken I felt on my first day but could also see the light
shining from within me. I was beyond disappointed having to switch schools but it gave me the
chance to step back and think about who I wanted to be and what was important to me.
By the end of senior year, Mr. Yoder and I performed together in chapel. He sat next to me
playing his old six string as I stood in front of the entire school, looking into the pews now filled
of not unfamiliar faces, but friends and teachers who quickly became my biggest supporters.
With sweaty palms I gripped the microphone and gave Mr. Yoder a quick smile before singing an
aged folk song about new beginnings. The lyrics, “So you should hold my hand while everything
blows away and we’ll run away to a brand new sun” still echoes in my heart today. New
beginnings are something to rejoice in and that’s what Mr. Yoder showed me.
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The Last Goodbye
Autumn Miller
If there would be one thing I regret,
In this long life
It would the way our last goodbye had ended.
We both did not know this would be the last
And I had said nothing.
But he was going too fast
And in a flash, you were gone.
If I could change anything
I would have stopped you in that office
To tell you that you looked beautiful
Your floral dress and flaming hair
Was beauty truly beyond compare
So exited for Prom that night
But God decided the time was right,
To return you to his Kingdom.
You flew before you gained your wings
Because stop to some is just a meaning,
And you had left Earth before Prom that evening.

| 38

Little Boy Bones
Victoria Berrios
Little boy bones.
Crushed under the weight of hard-line masculine agenda;
An initiation,
A solemn rite,
A poison called elixir,
Told to smack your lips at the taste like iron,
From the blood of Christian warriors,
Chivalry turned violent, turned blindYour only mirror, a blade.
The death of generations of manhood in that cup, that elixir you’re forced to swallow.
Little boy bones.
Crushed within your small frame.
Limbs that wanted to climb trees in peace,
Now dangled as the marionette toys of someone else’s perversion.
Little boy bones.
Playing in the shadows of your own suspended limbs.
Someone else still holds the strings,
Dancing the imitation of achievement;
The illusion of compensation.
No one wins.
Little boy bones.
Learned to live with the constant pain.
Learned to climb mountains, next.
Not out of the woods yet.
Little boy bones.
What to do with the strings of the marionette limbs?
How about make others hurt?
Just one.
Just for a moment.
Just for a day.
A week.
A few years.
A childhood.
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Twisting the strings around another life form, just to feel.
Little boy bones.
Resetting broken bones of a childhood is pain that writhes under the attention of care,
Only having held together by neglect and the facade of resilience.
But infection had rotted the skin,
barely keeping those bones in your body.
Little boy bones.
I touched them.
I saw them.
I held them.
Your still small frame,
A man withered in my embrace,
Shook as the bones rattled within the boy,
The all too hasty and haphazard construction of the outward frame of a man
Who pretended to hold those bones disintegrating,
Waiting to finally return to dust.
A final confession of truth was all that was needed
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Untitled
Jarek Nalewak
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Moose Released
Emma Spronk
young moose
followed the river
into the city
lost
three days
concrete
chain link
cars
attempts to corral
moose tried to walk over a pool cover
heavy hoofs
pierced
can’t get out
tranquilized
removed
will be released
moose is safe
no
exhausted
injuries
stress
barking dogs, traffic, fences
chased by public
people want pictures
crowds
cameras
cars
want photos
but moose
are sensitive
capture myopathy
muscle damage
from extreme struggle and stress
from concrete and chain link and cars
and capture
would not recover
would starve
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moose
young
euthanized

| 43

Let’s Forget Goodbye
Micaiah Saldaña
Hold on to me and let’s just be
Kids under a summer night.
Hold on to me and let’s just breathe
In the here and now.
Forget that this will be the past,
That moments are not meant to last.
Tell about your day.
How was it? Did you forget that I’m going far away?
Ask me what I’ve been up to.
Leaving town, how about you?
There is no place called home for me
I must continue on my odyssey.
Hold on to me, don’t ask me why,
Just listen to the crickets’ lullaby.
Hold on to me, don’t see me cry,
Just watch the dance of the firefly.
Let’s just stay here and forget goodbye.
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Untitled
Holly Schall
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The Kneeling Savior
Victoria Berrios
My story is one that is still questioned, still situated in the divisive crosshairs of mostly
malereligious leaders and translators. I am unnamed, yet my fate is still being decided; the
memory of my story is an unclaimed echo in time. Its validity in the canon of scripture is still
disputed. The faith to which we all belong is still caught in that ancient warfare between Grace
and Law. May I offer, since it is my story, that this adds to the validation of its message, its
eternal truth? I want to tell the story from my perspective, if you will permit me.
I was warm in the heat of embrace.
This was not the first time… I vaguely considered witheach encounter if it would be the last. But
again, I’d find myself in his arms, passion swirling us together once more. He was not mine. But
he was with me when I ached, and that felt more complete than anything I had known in my
husband’s clutch. This was an escape I didn’t know how to ask for deliverance from, so my body
drew its own conclusions. I felt free when I was with this man, but I was grasping at intimacy,
desperate to be known.
I was warm in the heat of embrace.
And then cold hands drew me up out of those arms, the tangle of limbs and breath that had been
our love moments before. I barely had time to pull the cloth over my body before they forced me
to go. I was dragged into the court of the temple, asunder in my bewilderment. I shivered not just
from the air grazing my exposed skin, or the hazing of their eyes across me, but from the evil
that they who took me from where I lay did not have the decency to pull my lover along with me.
I was not the only one under the Law of Moses. I know, for I had rehearsed it over and again in
my mind prior to each visit. According to our law, both the man and the woman caught in
adultery must be brought forth and stoned. And the scribes and Pharisees who stripped me from
my bed would know this too; how could they not, when they study the Law as their occupation?
Yet here I was, helplessly subject to the communal shaming that was to precede my death- the
only allowable answer to a woman like me. Fear and internalized disgust swirled in my
belly,corroding in an instant what was left of love.
I lowered my sight to the dust of the temple court, and thought how I must be less holy than even
this dirt. I listened through clouded ears when thesemen crooned of my sin. I heard them stating
the law, and I awaited the pronouncement of my indictment. But, with my gaze lowered, I hadn’t
registered that they were addressing someone. They asked him what my fate should be. I dared to
look up. And I saw a man not above me, but beneath me, kneeling a few feet away in the same
dust. He did not answer with his voice the question that purred from the lips of the religious men,

| 46

hanging pregnant in the air between us. Instead, I watched this man drag a finger in the dust,
writing. My eyes widened and swelled as I read the things he wrote. I could hear the men
continue to pelt their questions, but down there, I registered none of them. The man stood up,
and I kept my gaze paralyzed on the imprints in the dust. Then I heard his words cut through me,
sharper than the shame: “Let him who is without sin among you be the first to throw a stone
ather.” Then he sank to the dust once more. I looked up. And one at a time, the men left. They
said no more. They simply abandoned the courtyard, disappearing while the weight of his words
remained.
There I stood, still paralyzed. And when the last of them had left, he stood up. I saw his eyes for
the first time. But it was not his eyes that unraveled the shame in my gut, nor even his
arms-which in comparison to the ones that had heldme minutes before, I expected to be the last
thing I saw, raised with stone in hand, flung at my sinful form. No, what I noticed before I met
his eyes were his knees, how they were stained with the dust that I deemed unworthy even of me.
Here his chosen response was to kneel for me. A teacher, they called him. I’ve never known a
teacher to kneel.
Then he said, “Woman, where are they? Has no one condemned you?”
And I answered, awestruck by the truth interrupting my denial, “No one, Lord.”
He told me that he did not condemn me, and to go without sinning again. His words were
empowerment and tenderness. They filled the ache in my soul and dissolved the betrayal I had
chosen and felt in my body. This savior revealed a love to me on his knees, made himself low
and honored the brokenness in me with healing and dignity. He stained his knees and his hands
for me, the sinful one, and I couldn’t have known that everything he restored to me was only a
fraction of the stains he was yet to bear. But that didn't matter. I was seen as whole for the first
time.
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Tree Identity
Maddie Miller
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Discontentment
William Stowman
Discontentment must be accepted and appreciated
For the tremendous gift that it is.
This unsettled, unhappy, underlying anxiety
That crushes the spirit and suppresses joy
Must be turned on itself
And its gravity used to transform vulnerabilities into courage
Being discontent should be seen as a welcome sign
That something great is about to happen
Out of suffering comes wisdom and strength
Retreating inward brings rest and braces us to ride into the wind
And to be open to the possibility that at any moment
We will be uplifted
with newly found fortitude
to recognize our ability
to rise again
and sing.
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Rising Morning
Megan Hamilton
As the sun touches the tips of trees,
And a smooth grey light gently
Wakes up the natural world,
The early morning whispers
To my restless soul.
A path before me opens while
Sleepers close their eyes, avoiding the dawn,
But the whimsy of solitude in nature
Is that which draws me further on.
I seek the Mountains who stand courageous,
The Ocean who steadfastly pushes through,
The Forest who keeps our secret desires,
And the Sky who guides me true.
I need no overlook nor glorious sunrise
To be united with the mystery I find
In the quiet, wide-open early morning,
And so, eagerly, I rise.
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Nature’s Symphony
Autumn Miller
The harvest moon
Gives an iridescent glow
Onto the reflecting pool below.
Crickets and cicadas sing in
Perfect harmony as
The frogs now start their chorus.
In this symphony the only conductor
Is God,
Who has created this masterpiece.
The reeds by the pool sway in the gentle wind and begin their
part in the piece.
The wind quiets and the
Crickets and cicadas quiet as well.
Now the moon is the star soloist
In Nature’s symphony.
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The Weaver’s Tale: A Mythical Retelling of Arachne and Minerva
Julianne Long
There was no honor in Hypaepa.
A poor town, with poorer people. My father, with no wife to feed the mouths of my brothers,
married me off as soon as I was able. Fortunately for myself, my husband was only a handful of
years older than I; I know of many girls my age nursing children born from the seed of a man
older than their fathers. Unfortunately for all of us, my husband was poorer than even my father.
And with a ring and a vow, so was I. Famine, plague, storm, every ailment the gods could hurl
upon us—they came without mercy. We prayed, we sacrificed, we confessed every offense we
could think of. Even when death claimed my husband—and my future—there came no
deliverance from the gods.
So I created my own.
It began with the needle. Simple jobs, mending shirts and socks for the neighbors when they had
enough pity and extra coin. Patching became tailoring, then stitching and spinning yarn and
thread until my palms calloused and fingers bled. But the need in our little town grew as seams
ripped and infected clothing had to be burnt, and burial cloths had to be woven. In the end, it was
that extra coin from my own needle and thread that kept food on the table and the roof over my
bed. I kept myself alive.
When the plagues and famines departed, the need for spare shirts and mends disappeared as
though overnight. I had sold everything I could spare, every piece of furniture, until my lone
cottage was devoid of table and chair and stove until I was left only with a bed and a loom that
had gone untouched for too many years—years that had carved their marks into every crease in
my hands. And I wove.
It felt like breathing again for the first time, as though I’d emerged from the surface of a stream I
hadn’t known I’d been trapped under. The colors intertwined in a perfect web of harmony while
an image took shape, and for those hours that turned into days, the world of my own creation was
more real than the shaft in my hands.
When word spread of my living tapestries, more than just the people of Hypaepa were interested.
I sold enough to pay my debts, and more when merchants whose shoes were worth more than my
own house came to barter. The poorer followed them—though they had nothing with to
buy—but they begged me to teach them. “If all the world could know my secrets,” I learned to
say, “I would surely be destitute.”
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And then there were those that offered no bargain or plea but came to Hypaepa only to observe.
My hands worked tirelessly those days, to give them the sight of something worth remembering.
They thanked me most times, even showering my speed and detail in praise. “You must have had
an excellent teacher,” I heard over and over again.
“My mother,” I would repeat, over and over again.
And they would smile in awe. “One would think your mother was the Goddess herself.” That
was the one that begged me to crack my loom in half. And I would smile politely, until one day,
my voice snapped. “What goddess.”
The pitiful man before me now physically shrank back. “I only meant,” he was faltering, “your
skill has no match below, a true gift from—“
“Gift?” I spat. “The gods give no gifts, least of all the one you presume to be my teacher. What
has she given me that I have not made with my own toil?” The innocent man was struck silent,
but I was not. “If she deserves my worship, let her earn it—let all of them earn it. But I will not
let my hands be tainted with the stain of her gift.”
No sooner had the man departed than a warning came in the form of a stranger, an old crone of a
woman with weakened fingers. “You mustn’t speak such things.” Her voice was as hushed as the
wind. “The gods are jealous. No hand will come to stop a curse by their lips.”
“A curse indeed,” I scoffed, busying myself with the last rows of the tapestry—a shoreline today,
the ocean glistening crystal under coal-dark clouds. “I’ve survived enough curses for a lifetime,
with no gods to thank for it. If they are so jealous, perhaps they are the ones who should beg for
my praise.”
The silence stretched long, and for a moment I thought the old woman had left me in peace. “You
truly have a gift,” she told me, “unmatched, only by the Goddess of that loom.”
I slammed the shaft, for the first time meeting her eyes. Too sharp, too gray, a reflection of the
storm strung across my own wooden frame. “I’d like to see her try.”
The woman’s eyes flared. All at once, her stooped spine straightened. Her skin tightened and
glowed. The ratted cloak around her shoulders withered away to reveal shimmering pleats that
dusted the tips of the grass. Her hands were white and deft, without trace of vein. “Let’s begin,”
was all the Goddess said.
…
“Is there a worthy judge among you?”
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The Goddess’s words echoed impossibly across the mountainside. The crowd that had gathered
over the last hours, once bustling with life and intrigue, now stood as stone. She watched their
heads bow in pathetic reverence, and I grimaced with my fists clenched against the blisters now
gracing my hands.
Finally, she herself stepped back to survey both works. Her eyes could have cut through each
thread on my loom, searching for any sign of imperfection. There wouldn’t be. I had poured
every ounce of my skill into that piece on my loom—every trick up my sleeve, every spiteful
curse I wished to lay upon the skies, every pain and plague and death that the gods ignored. That
she ignored. I thought of my mother, who worked the same shaft until the plagues took her too.
The second tapestry was a mockery of my earlier work: the Weaver’s own conquering of the sea
and its lord. Her depiction carried the storm in her open palm.
The Goddess’s eyes cut through mine in a flash of steel. “Flawless.” The word was spat through
that clenched, angular jaw. And she waited.
I made her wait a little longer. “Matched,” I said.
Lightning flashed in her eyes. In a breath of a moment, I saw her shimmering dress harden into
steel, plates of armor strapping upon her breast, her arms, the crown of her head. And she was
the goddess of the loom no more.
My skull was slammed against the frame. I heard the wood splinter as I sprawled in the dirt.
Another snap, and the shaft was ripped to a jagged piece in the goddess’ armored hands. It
slashed open the front of the tapestry, then beat against the base of the loom itself, over and over
again until my mother’s memory lay shattered in splinters in the dirt—
And then the shaft crashed onto my hands. I heard them crack before I felt the pain, lancing up
each finger and through my arms. My stomach churned as I saw their jagged angles. Broken.
Mangled as the loom before me now.
“Say it again,” the Goddess snarled.
I couldn’t.
…
The spectating crowd had gone long before I returned home. The townspeople that had once
ogled at my loom now avoided my gaze. Even the physician was nowhere to be found, but it
would have been futile. My hands were beyond hope. Even if Apollo himself were to heal me,
my weaving would only be a warning: No one defies the Goddess. My fingers screamed in pain
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to be wrapped around the final thread they would hold. I forced them to bend around the rope of
silk, one last time. One last knot. One last loop.
The Goddess found me hanging there. The people say it was pity that guided her to lift me from
my home gallows. Pity on the angled joints that grew long and twisted, feather-light. Pity that
lifted my soul inches from rest and wrangled it into the body of a beast. Perhaps they were right.
But perhaps I will remain only a reflection of Her likeness: I have never been more a spider than
she.
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The Teacher
Will Labossiere
With overflowing exuberance, he hops
from square to square, on the green quilted carpet
of our classroom.
Conspiring against our imaginations with
penetrating gaze, and absolute certainty in his speech.
Passion gushing from his didaction, as the
audience can all but grow roots into the floor,
fused to the seat backs.
Pacing up and downstage with a playful glint,
both actor and artificer, he conjures images
of Aristotle, Ptolemy, and Newton,
constructed tangibly by a boyish grin.
Words never held such electricity in
any play slept through by a nibbling French novelist
as they did when he bore the skull to the light.
Each aside would resurrect me from my closed-eye
meditation and employ Galileo to telescope me in.
He is Moses striking the rock, spouting forth
the Wisdom of the Ancients.
He is the proud player taking a bow
during a standing ovation.
He is a man. A man who saved the phenom
of being a student.
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Stages of Suzanne
Jacy Seltzer
When you left me again that day last fall I went through the five stages of grief- no, to clarify, the
stages of Suzanne as my therapist so kindly put it, stages that included sobbing on the floor when
your scent finally left out the door, going through your things with mascara staining my cheeks,
drinking half a bottle finally realizing that I hated alcohol, getting sick on Ben and Jerry’s Cherry
Garcia, knocking down a whole wall to “air things out”- hell it was getting very claustrophobicbuying a sexy second-hand red dress to realize only later it had a stain on it, talking to a priest on
a rainy Sunday when I’m not even Catholic, knitting sweaters for a new kitten that I ended up
getting rid of, going on two blind dates that ended with me paying for the meal, finally
uncapping my mascara and lipstick and heating up my curling iron, putting on the red dress- and
on that summer day when you returned with a post card in hand I put it with the others, gave you
a peck on the cheek, and felt nothing.
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The Artist
Maddie Miller
Crimson
With a dab of emerald;
That'll be the base.
Dips the wide flat brush,
An arc of pigment graces pure white.
Now where's my cadmium yellow,
My peach, umber, blush?
Paint squeezed onto palette. Mix.
Warm mossy background
Replaced by face, neck, body: soft flesh.
Eyes, my favorite, like pools of honey.
Amber hues dance with golden threads,
Curl around an ivory center.
Perfection.
What about the hair?
Vandyke brown, copper also.
Wild strokes, blowing in the breeze.
Each hair meticulously marked,
Shimmering in the light.
Now where is-Examines paint-splattered tubes,
Searching, for one particular-Ha! Found you!
Rich violet cascades.
Glorious. Clothing fit for royalty, I'd say.
Now one last stroke...
A signature emblazoned in the corner,
Two lines, the mark of the cross.
It is finished and it is perfect.
The Artist exhales,
Honeysuckle breath seeps into
The painting. The creation absorbs it
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And blinks.
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Meleager and the Calydonian Boar
Nathan Musser
“Oeneus, king of Calydon, had given thanks to all the gods for his plentiful harvest. Well, all the
gods except Diana; he kind of forgot about her. To take revenge, the hunter goddess summoned
her most fearsome monster, the Calydonian Boar, determined to let it ravage the Calydonian
fields until the people once again learned to respect her.” Peleus paused. “At least, Meleager’s
messenger said something like that. I was already on board when I heard we’d be fighting a
monster. The rest was just filler backstory.”
Peleus stared up at Oeneus’s palace. Soon, he would be hunting a ferocious monster with the
world’s greatest heroes. Roaming the countryside, fighting alongside friends, winning fame and
renown … there was no better way to spend the day. He hadn’t been this excited for a quest since
hearing about the Golden Fleece.
“We’re already late,” his brother Telamon said, hefting his spear. “We’d better hurry. We don’t
want a repeat of the Earthborn attack.”
Peleus didn’t need to be reminded. During their voyage with Jason on the Argo, their first real
shot at some action had been fighting the Earthborn men – but by the time Peleus and the other
Argonauts had arrived, Hercules had killed most of the enemies. Typical Hercules, taking all the
fun for himself. “Let’s find Meleager – quickly.”
They found the prince of Calydon feasting with the other assembled heroes, preparing for the
impending quest. Meleager sat at the head of the table, Jason on one side and Theseus on the
other; beside Theseus, Ancaeus, clad in a large bearskin, was drinking his fill of wine. Beside
Jason, Nestor and Phoenix were deep in conversation (at least, Nestor was talking; Phoenix
seemed to be dozing off). Laertes sat beside Ancaeus, talking with the seer Mopsus, who was
saying something about miraculously surviving a snake bite. Jason greeted the arriving heroes
with a nod as Peleus and Telamon took their seats. Only one empty chair remained.
Ancaeus set down his goblet of wine. “We are all here, then?” he said, wiping his mouth. He
heaved his two-headed battle axe from its resting place against the wall. “I’m ready to slay a
beast!”
The heroes cheered. Peleus grinned, hungry for action, but Meleager raised a hand. “There is one
more,” he said.
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“Please tell me it’s not Hercules,” Peleus muttered. He imagined searching the woods and fields
for hours, only to find the boar dead at Hercules’s feet before any of the other heroes could even
help. He definitely hoped it wasn’t Hercules.
The doors banged open, and the heroes all turned to see the newcomer. A woman stood in the
doorway, holding a bow, with a quiver of arrows slung over her shoulder. Peleus raised an
eyebrow – it was almost as if this woman was coming with them on their quest as the final hero.
“The final hero!” Meleager announced from the head of the table. He raised his arms in
welcome, though it looked suspiciously like he was flexing. Peleus rolled his eyes. “Or should I
say, heroine,” Meleager continued. “Atalanta, can I get you any wine before –”
“A woman?” demanded Ancaeus, gesturing angrily with his battle axe. Laertes and Mopsus
leaned away. “This is an outrage! I refuse to quest in the company of a woman!”
All eyes turned to Atalanta.
“Then I will kill the boar alone,” she said.
Ancaeus’s face reddened, but Meleager just laughed. “Then we shall be on our way!” the prince
said. “Ready yourselves, my friends, for today, vengeance and glory shall be ours!”
…
Peleus was not feeling much glory. After leaving the palace, they’d split into smaller groups,
tramping over the hot Aetolian countryside to find the monster. Any other day, the boar would be
goring travelers or uprooting trees, but now, when they wanted to find it, it had decided to take a
day off. Go figure.
Peleus kept his eyes peeled for a gigantic monster. He picked his way across the side of a steep
hill that was dotted with rocks and scraggly bushes, the ground sloping sharply down into a
ravine. At the bottom of the ravine, several hundred feet below, the cypress trees grew so closely
together that the valley looked like it was filled with a sea of green.
Beside Peleus, Telamon poked at the underbrush with his spear, as if the huge boar might be
hiding in a small, scrubby juniper bush. The other members of his group, Phoenix and Mopsus,
weren’t far behind. Peleus wasn’t sure what use it was to have a seer along if he couldn’t even
tell them where the boar was, but he decided not to bring that up.
The blazing sun was already lowering in the sky. They’d been hunting for nearly eight hours,
with no sign of the boar. If it didn’t show up soon –
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A woman shouted in the distance, startling Peleus from his thoughts. Then he heard the voice of
Meleager cry, “The boar! It’s here!”
Peleus spun toward the voices. They came from below, deep in the ravine. As he watched,
something moved through the trees – something so large that it crushed all the cypresses in its
path, blazing a giant trail through the green sea.
Peleus grinned. It was time. The heroes around him needed no urging; they all grabbed their
spears, plunging down the ravine as fast as humanly possible. Several times, Peleus tripped over
rocks and bushes as he hurried down the hill, but he didn’t let that slow him down. He was not
going to miss this boar fight.
The shouts grew louder as he finally slid to the bottom of the ravine. Through the trees, Peleus
glimpsed snapshots of the fight: Meleager and Theseus dashing between tree trunks, Atalanta
firing arrow after arrow, Ancaeus planting his feet, gripping his battle axe, facing something in
the distance.
Then another tree cracked and fell, and the boar burst into view. Eager for battle as Peleus was,
the sight was enough to make even his blood run cold. The monster was easily forty feet tall, its
eyes glistening red as blood. Its tusks, dirtied from ripping up trees and travelers alike, were
longer than Peleus himself. As Peleus watched, the boar turned toward Atalanta’s position,
opened its mouth – and breathed a stream of fire. The huntress rolled away just in time, only her
cloak singed.
Peleus and his team froze. “Meleager never mentioned it could do that,” Phoenix said.
“Then our glory will be greater!” said Peleus, trying to convince himself as much as his allies.
He charged forward, the heroes following. Mopsus threw his spear, a perfect shot at the boar’s
eye – but some invisible force knocked it aside. The spear spun uselessly into the trees.
From the ground, Atalanta fired another arrow. This time, she hit the boar. The beast squealed as
blood dripped from the wound. It turned its fiery gaze to the huntress, its eyes spewing hate.
“The first blood!” Meleager shouted. “The first honor goes to Atalanta!”
Ancaeus’s eyes flashed with fury. “She may have wounded the beast,” he growled, “but I will be
the one to slay it – Diana or no Diana.”
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Peleus and his team reached the clearing as Ancaeus raised his battle axe and charged the boar
head-on. The boar snorted and pawed the ground, clearly relishing the moment. Ancaeus looked
like an ant next to the monster, but still he charged, bellowing his battle cry.
Jason, Nestor, and Laertes appeared at the far side of the clearing – all eyes watching, horrified,
as Ancaeus staggered mid-charge. He sank to his knees before he even reached the boar, clawing
at his breastplate. Peleus frowned – was that an arrow sprouting from his chest? Where had it
come from?
The boar did not stop to ask such questions. It skewered the fallen Ancaeus through the stomach,
tossing the hero screaming through the air, the only trace of him the gore staining the boar’s tusk.
The remaining heroes froze, wide-eyed, as a rider shimmered into existence atop the boar. She
was at least ten feet tall, with dark brown hair and a silvery tunic – and a quiver slung across her
shoulders, a knife strapped to her waist, and fury written on her face. It was the goddess Diana,
armed with her fearsome bow.
The goddess’s eyes flashed in anger. “Who else will dare disrespect Diana?” she growled.
If Peleus had known he’d have to fight a goddess, he might not have been so eager to join the
hunt; in fact, he now almost wished that Hercules was with them. What is this quest doing to me?
he thought.
But Peleus had given his word. He had promised to slay the boar, and he would never hear the
end of it if he ran away now. He tightened his grip on his spear. The other heroes did the same.
“You will fall before the goddess of the hunt!” cried Diana, her voice shaking the trees.
The boar leaped forward, spewing fire toward Jason and Nestor. The heroes dove aside, Nestor
throwing a spear as he fell. The weapon scraped the boar’s back leg; Theseus, charging forward,
slashed his sword across the open wound, drawing a thick stream of blood.
The boar bellowed in pain. Peleus and Telamon launched their spears in unison. They struck the
boar’s flank, but the spears merely stuck like toothpicks against the monster’s skin.
“Target the eyes!” Laertes shouted, throwing his own spear. His aim was true, but Diana flicked
her wrist, sending the weapon careening wildly into the sky. Atalanta launched more arrows at
the monster as Phoenix jabbed at its hide, the boar squealing with anger.
Undaunted, Jason pressed forward, spear in one hand, sword in the other. He skewered the boar’s
snout, and blood gushed out. Behind him, Meleager hurled his own spear, striking the boar’s
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spine just beneath Diana. The boar reeled in pain. Peleus leaped to his feet, sword drawn, rushing
for the beast. Jason was in the monster’s face, hacking with his sword.
The boar opened its maw. Flames heated up inside for a last, defiant fireball.
“Throw!” Peleus bellowed, and he and Jason hurled their swords down the boar’s throat. The
beast half squealed, half choked as it sank to the ground, finally defeated.
For a moment, everything was silent, and Peleus was feeling pretty proud of himself – until
Diana jumped off the boar’s back, stalking toward him and Jason. She didn’t even speak; she
drew her bow, fast as lightning, and fired.
Peleus barely had time to think, I’m dead, when he heard the twang of another bowstring.
Nothing pierced his chest. He was still alive. He glanced beside him; Atalanta had fired,
somehow shooting Diana’s arrow out of the air with her own.
The goddess spun on Atalanta, furious – though Peleus saw the briefest hesitation in her
movement. Diana nocked another arrow, but slowly.
Atalanta is a fellow huntress, Peleus realized. If there was anyone who could stand up to Diana
without immediately getting an arrow to the chest, it was Atalanta.
But the goddess kept her bow trained on Atalanta, so Peleus tightened his grip on his sword. If
Diana unleashed her full strength against them, the monstrous boar would be child’s play in
comparison. Across the clearing, all the heroes grabbed their spears, uncertain of how to proceed
– honor the goddess, or defend Atalanta?
Diana seemed to sense their indecision. Her eyes shifted off Atalanta, scouring the heroes, each
one individually. Peleus felt as if her gaze penetrated his very soul, which was more than
unsettling. But something had changed. Now, the goddess didn’t seem as angry. Was she …
curious?
Diana eventually spoke. “You would defend Atalanta?”
“With my life,” Meleager said, stepping forward. “Just as she would do for us. She drew first
blood. She is a member of this quest, and a great hero.”
And you’re obviously in love, Peleus thought, but he decided to keep his mouth shut.
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“You respect a huntress,” Diana said, lowering her bow, “and so you respect me. But neglect me
again …” She fixed her gaze on Meleager. “And I will not be so lenient.”
She vanished into a mist.
Peleus released his breath, which he hadn’t even realized he’d been holding. Diana had been a
strange mixture of both terrifying power and impressive skill. Peleus wasn’t anxious to meet her
again, but one thing was for sure: he would certainly never make Oeneus’s mistake and forget to
offer her sacrifices.
Meleager stood next to the boar carcass, pulling his deadly spear from its spine. “Unless there are
any objections, I give the spoils to Atalanta.”
While Peleus did think a giant boar’s head would look great on his palace walls, he had to admit
that, without Atalanta, they never would have appeased the goddess. “To Atalanta!” he said.
“To Atalanta!” cried the heroes, and the shout echoed throughout the glade, ringing through the
skies until it reached even the lofty temples of Mount Olympus.
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Gazing at Doll’s Constellations
Kaitlin Merlino
Out of the cacophony of shoes clacking
She wants a moment alone…
The silence is wonderful. Her eyes welcome the image
Of blue streaks speckled with stars and soar across
The light brushstrokes of astrological arteries
Carrying lifeblood of turquoise and aquamarine.
She comes upon a horse galloping amid the stars and layers of paint,
His skeletal body rearing against a midnight sky.
And a rooster pecking at a litter of stardust
Scattered by the hunter. A mighty figure, his bow by his side;
No threat of daylight rising, dissipating their harmonic scene
Where time stands still.
These stars demand a second glance –
Falling upon what she had known as a spindled tree branch,
But now a hand reaching up to grasp at
Something it could never hold, the way a child
Will with her mother’s face: inner constellations,
The mind gazing into consolation.
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Hikaru
Nicholas McMillen

| 67

Untitled
Peyton Cassel
1
I had just finished crying and was curled up on the end of the couch in my empty apartment
when my grandmother called. She sounded impossibly calm and happy, which infuriated a
selfish part of me. There wasn’t anything about my current situation that I wanted to be positive
about. A friend of mine had made a careless decision, and because of her I was locked up
indefinitely on the other side of campus.
“Think of it this way,” my grandmother told me. “You’re living through history.”
While her comment was not untrue, it also was not comforting. My only consolation was that I
did not, in fact, have “The Big Sick” as my boyfriend so eloquently put it. This did not make my
current situation feel any less unfair, however.
It sounds so dramatic, the word “isolation.” Reminds me of dark prison walls or lonely icebergs
floating in the South Pacific Ocean. But isolation doesn’t have to be as grand as all that. I
understood this the first night I spent in that empty apartment. Faded inspirational posters hung
on the walls in odd places, almost like an afterthought—one above the bathroom light switch,
another behind the kitchen sink. The four extra empty beds and chairs seemed to mock me and
my incapability to utilize them all. I shut the second bedroom door so that the bunk beds would
stop silently laughing at me. Placing my single water bottle in the massive refrigerator had an
almost comical feeling as well.
The loneliest part of it all isn’t avoiding the windows (it becomes depressing to watch people
walk by), or the detached knock on the door (that’s how you know the food has come), or even
the routine FaceTime calls with friends or family (they always bring up a wish for hugs, which of
course, you can’t have). Rather, it’s that moment when you get into bed in that massive, empty
room or crash on the couch in the living area for a change of scenery. You lie there, eyes trained
on the ceiling, and listen.
Sometimes, it’s unbearably quiet. The hum of the old refrigerator eventually becomes a
replacement for the sound of human breathing. Other times, you hear people laughing and
blasting music as they drive down the street. That, you know, is the sound of life carrying on
outside the white walls of the apartment. You lie there and think about how you’re missing the
season change, and all the dinner conversations, and doing homework on a blanket in the sun.
You go to bed telling yourself to wait just one more day. Then you do it again. And again.
2
My grandmother placed a warm hand on my shoulder. “A lot of memories in this old house.”
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I nodded but didn’t turn. She moved to sit down beside me, pushing aside one of the moving
boxes to make room.
After a moment of silence, she spoke. “Your great-grandfather never threw a thing away in his
life. Chalk it up to his living through the Great Depression or just being plain stubborn.
Everything important he ever saved is in here.”
“Everything in here is important?” I echoed skeptically, surveying the room full of exploding
boxes.
She chuckled. “To him,” she amended.
I allowed a small smile at this and rested my head on her shoulder, thinking back on the first half
of day.
It was the weekend before my great-grandfather’s funeral, and it was raining. Not the sad kind of
rain that you see in movies all the time. It was more like the gentle, steady kind that slowly
washes away drawings of chalk from the sidewalk. Clumps of mud clung to my boots on the hike
up to his house, weighing me down. When I reached the front porch, I kicked off my shoes,
proceeding in damp socks. Inside, the house still smelled faintly of him, like dill pickles and
tractor dust.
Light filtered into the cramped kitchen, illuminating the yellowed tile floor, the refrigerator with
its homemade magnets, and the crooked table, its third leg propped up by a brick. I traced the
grain on the tabletop with a certain fondness, recalling the meals and laughter that had been
spilled there. Strange how everything looked and felt the same, despite him being gone.
I moved past the kitchen slowly, drinking in each familiar detail: the living room with its
well-worn chairs and knitted blankets, the leaning staircase, and the last of the three bedrooms at
the end of the hall. Just like the rest of the house, his bedroom looked the same. The clutter on
top of his sturdy, wooden dresser and the quilted blanket on his bed remained untouched.
I threw myself down on the carpet, careful to avoid the spread of moving boxes around me. They
looked menacing like that, items spilling out over the sides. There was an absurd amount of stuff
that my grandfather had collected over the years, random items of little value. I rolled up my
sleeves and opened the box closest to me. Dust floated up in an exasperated puff. I sneezed. This
was going to take a while. It was a dirty and slow process, and I was interrupted and joined by
various family members. By the time we finished sorting through everything, the sun had long
since shifted positions in the sky.
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“Take a look at this,” I said, holding a swath of bright blue fabric to the light.
On the floor lay a random spread of my favorite items: an assortment of notebooks, a pocket
watch with a missing minute hand, a blue kimono, and a beaten leather wallet. The notebooks
were filled with indecipherable sketches and records of plane coordinates. The watch was of no
significant value other than its ironic lack of ability to tell time. The kimono was tacky and thin,
patterned with golden intertwining dragons. I had never seen him wear anything like it before.
He had been a farmer, a “salt of the earth” kind of man. The bright fabric looked bizarre and out
of place in his simple home.
She laughed at the face I made. “Probably a souvenir he picked up overseas,” she suggested. I
placed the robe back down gently.
His wallet was what interested me the most. When it unfolded, a roll of pictures fell out,
revealing a long strip of black and white photos—one of a young woman with striking eyes, one
of a boy cradling a harmonica, and another of a group of half-naked men, their ribs pushing
painfully through their sun-browned skin, faces shadowed by their woven straw hats. I had no
relation to any of these people, no way to find out who they were, or even if they were still alive.
Yet these were snapshots of his memories, and I liked to try imagining them as real people
through his eyes.
The picture that held my attention was of the young woman. She seemed familiar to me in a
strange way. I felt as though I knew the color of her eyes, the shape of her nose, the curve of her
smile. It dawned on me that I was seeing traces of my own face in this picture.
“Who’s this?” I asked.
My grandmother smiled when she saw what I was looking at. “That’s my mother. Actually, that’s
the very same picture your great-grandfather carried with him when he went overseas.”
“He must have missed her terribly,” I commented, inspecting the many-times-folded-over
picture.
She sighed. “He kept a diary that he wrote in every day to her. I’ve never known two people
more in love.”
I stared at the little picture that had given him hope all those years ago. I liked to imagine him
asleep in his hammock on a ship, rocking gently in the waves of the Atlantic. The lamp he snuck
from the galley would be tucked under his arm for when he woke in the middle of the night.
Restless, he would pull out his wallet to gaze at her. The light from the lamp cast a warm glow
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on the photograph, illuminating the planes of her face. Such a simple thing, but such an emblem
of hope. She gave him something to look forward to, the start of a new life when he was to return
home. I vaguely remember wondering at the time if I would ever have need for such a token, but
the thought was there and then gone, like sidewalk chalk in the rain.
3
“Living history,” I repeated skeptically. I was stretched out on the apartment couch, my phone
pinned between my ear and shoulder.
My grandmother was quiet for a moment as she thought. “Take your great-grandfather, for
instance. He lived through World War II.”
I made a face. “I don’t think this even comes close.”
“Different situations, of course,” she admitted. “But neither is pleasant, and both require hope.
You have to hold onto hope.”
I thought about our conversation long after we hung up. Later that night, during my loneliest
moment of the day, the memory of my great-grandfather’s photocard came to mind. He would
take her picture out to smile at during his darkest times. It stayed tucked away in his pocket
through storm and battle. A reminder that even though he and other young men woke each
morning with the possibility of greeting death, life went on.
I realized, suddenly, that I had a photocard of my own. While I had no tangible reminder with
me, like him, I also had something to look forward to. I sat there in the dark, listening to the hum
of the refrigerator and the sound of cars passing by. Somewhere in the distance, a boy sat on the
steps outside his dorm, strumming his guitar. The group of girls walking by stopped to listen to
his song before carrying on, their raucous shouts of laughter floating in through my apartment
window. Yes, they were reminders of my situation, but they were also sounds of life.
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Blurry Eyes
Noah Musselman
Have you ever looked into the world with your blurry eyes?
To look around and see the world less clearly than before?
My blurry eyes look into the world and see trees.
I don't see leaves connected by various branches,
though I know they're there.
The fuzzy green mess is everywhere around here.
Have you ever seen the sky with blurry eyes?
To look up and to see a vibrant couple of blue and white
dancing in perfect randomness.
How you ever looked at people with your blurry eyes?
Looked at them walk and talk.
I see a tall silhouette with an outstretched hand
holding a tiny silhouette as the two walk underneath the sky, and the trees.
Oh, my blurry eyes, why can't people seem to see what I see?
A blurry existence for a blurry world.
A blurry world for a blurrier mind.
Who says that beauty is in the eyes? In what we see?
The beauty of the world is not to look at something that is already deemed beautiful,
but to look at nothing.
Let your mind go blank.
Let your eyes grow blurry, and let the world go blurry too.
You see, those blurry trees become wavey weird alien seaweed
reaching from the bottom of the sky
whose vast emptiness exceeds all expectations of beauty.
A silhouette becomes not just a man, but a man of mystery.
Free from the judgment of a world that does not truly know his heart.
His future is blurry, yet we often think we see him so clearly.
A small silhouette becomes as pure and gentle as a blurry moon
painting the night sky surrounding it in pure light.
Can you see now? Can you see with your blurry eyes?
Eyes who do not speak to only what you can see,
but seek the impossibility of something more extraordinary
than just a tree
Than just a cloud
Than a man with his daughter.
When I look into the world and dare to see nothing,
nothing but a blurry world, I too am free to see anything at all.
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Footprints in the Snow
Christopher Mundis
I walked through a forest
as snow fell gently.
Each branch was robed in white.
The ground was cloaked
with its frozen frosting.
The once drab browns
of tree bark were now
beautified by contrast
with the unblemished white snow.
The road ahead of me
was immaculate as
the sculptor’s marble,
but when I look back,
I see my footprints
have marred its pristine surface.
What am I to do
now that I have disturbed
the beauty which cannot
be unmarred? I could
try to smooth it over,
to fill the void
my foot has left,
but the mark
would still be there.
As I pondered this problem,
I saw a bird,
a cardinal, red
as a rose against the snow,
looking for seed on the ground
and leaving his own footprints.
Where the snow was once blank,
like paper waiting
to be written upon,
now there is a pattern:
a web, a dance, a mark
saying, Look, I was here.
If his footprints
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do not mar the snow,
then why should mine?
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