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Who We Are

 

We first assembled at the break of dawn,

We made our tea and had a bit of fun,

We checked our submissions and found not one,

Our journey in Lit Mag had just begun.

We read until the sun shone high above,

And stopped to question why we were not done,

We had our issues with working Tumblr,

We got all the courage we could muster.

Then on May 4th, our journey near complete,

We sat down to decide what could be read,

Some we accepted and some met defeat,

To us, it seemed, the time had simply fled.

At twilight's eve arranging our magazine,

We all say good-bye, filled with memories.

by Ariel Rockman and Eliseo Salazar
Sweet Song of Liberty 

  

From the silhouettes of the purple mountains, 

To the misty waves of the sea, 

The grand country of America, 

Sings the sweet song of Liberty to me. 

  

The call echoes in the distance, sending tremors down one’s spine, 

In the vast evergreens of the forest, 

To the darkest pine, 

The song of Liberation sounds distinctly divine. 

  

Crowds gather by the thousands, 

singing and shouting to the winds, 

The barrel of dreams grows plentiful, 

despite the mountain of human sins. 

From the corpse of broken dreams springs forward a patch of hope,

A hope of remedy, of falsification, just enough to make one cope, 

For what’s just and right cannot be concealed,   

And the pursuit of the human spirit will force one to finally yield.   

  

From the plains of the west, the caverns of evergreens, 

To the creatures and dwellers of the celestial seas, 

Oh, great country of America, 

Spread the sweet song of Liberty to me!  

by Ariel Rockman 

Take Flight 

  

Spread my wings to fly 

Leave the nest to say goodbye 

Never shall I see the one 

Who raised me, loved me ‘til it was done 

Know not what awaits my lifeahead 

Nor, do I wish to sleep or rest my head 

I survey my land with my careful sight 

As I spread my graceful wings, and take flight 

  

by Katie Sparvero
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She laughs while fearing the future.
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Why?

Rest in pepe, Alfie

Alisayo Seltzer

by Literary Magazine Staff

  

  

Ode to Katie

She may be young,

but she is the beating heart.

Without her, we are all done.

by Literary Magazine Staff



“Paper” 

                Far forward in time, at a time we would much rather not even conceive of, in a place called “The

Mountain,” on a small chair facing toward a desk strewn with papers, sits a girl. Her name is Paris. She is in

love. She is also one of the last people living quite prosperously in the world at this time. There are others

living happily like her. There is also the occasional lowly being, barely human anymore, crawling by in

search for food, water, or anything to sustain them. Paris doesn't pay them much mind. The others like her,

who live comfortably, are far enough away that they do not concern Paris. 

                The Mountain is where Paris lives. It is, frankly, a small mountain. Inside it is a cavern, and inside

of the cavern many things live. Mainly there are plants and fungi, but there are also fish, reptiles, and some

amphibians that live in the underground lake. The organisms are unlike any that we now know of. The

plants and fungi glow with a light that fills up the hole and spills out into the darkness at night. The fish are

small and large, most of them blind and helpless, easily caught and eaten by Paris. Some of the plants also

bear fruit which are full of water, which Paris also gladly eats. All is prosperous there… 

                …except for one thing. Paris is the only one in her mountain. But she is in love. You see, inside of

this cavern, everywhere, there are little paper towns. Little paper houses line little paper streets and on

those houses there are little paper chimneys which point up to paper clouds which hang from the ceiling

above the little paper people who don't ever get rained on. There is a little paper you and a paper me and

there is a paper Paris. There is also a paper Jacob. Paris has a little paper house and Jacob has a little

paper house. This is what Paris remembers. She remembers her city. She remembers Jacob. She

remembers the last time she saw him . . . just before the sky went black. 

                She saw the sky light up and something went flying above their heads, and it disappeared just

as quickly as it was seen. Then there was a flash of light and a cloud of dust, and then it was all over.

What everyone had been anticipating for months had finally come hammering down on their heads, and

yet nobody was ready. Paris and Jacob went to the mountain, but Jacob didn't last long. He went mad

along with everyone else. Paris only kept her sanity w ith paper. 

                She still loved Jacob, even if he was only paper. She still talked to Robin and Monica and Brittany.

She was still lonely. She had been lonely for fifteen months. She had been eating fish w ithout someone

else there to help cook the meat. She had been folding paper in order to remember the past, but now why

should she remember? Jacob wasn't there to help her remember. Even now, memories were slipping out of

her mind. They washed away slowly, like a slow drip from a broken pot. 

                Paris started to paint the paper. She used juice from fruit and other pigments she found from

plants. Every time she washed the stains off her hands after she painted another house, another person,

her memories . . . her mind, her sanity . . . washed off w ith it. Finally Paris finished. The paper was painted.

The work of remembering was done. All of the memories were safe. Paris did not have to carry them

anymore. She forced them on the paper. The work that she had spent fifteen lonely months working on

was done, and there was nothing left to do. The paper was painted. 

                One day the paper was painted with another color. It was everywhere: on the houses, on the

clouds, on little paper Paris and little paper Jacob… It was a color Paris refused to use . . . the color red.   

by Aaron Glass   

Photos by Clara McCormick



It all started the day we decided to go shopping for paint for the interior of our house. I was in 4th

grade when my family and I went to Lowe's and examined different shades of oranges, blues, reds, and

greens for so long that my knees felt like melting. We finally trudged back to our car well after 9:30, having

picked up not so much as a paint sample card, which is what I expected. As soon as I sat down in the

passenger seat, I fell asleep. Lowe's isn't that far from our house, and I kept waking up from my nap. I was

vaguely aware of my parents arguing about who should put my 3 year old brother to sleep in the back and

who should drive in the front. Then it hit me. Literally, it hit me. 

I snapped back into reality when I heard a distant crash, probably just the after effects of me waking

from my sleep. My head was spinning, and the only thing I could concentrate on was my mom yelling, "Ouch,

Ouch!" over and over. Then everything went black. When I opened my eyes again, everything around me was

chaos. I felt a blast of unpleasant warmth at my feet. The world outside the windows looked upside-down

and cracked. Sirens screamed in the distance, but it was drowned out by the sound of my own blood

pounding in my ears. I fumbled for the seatbelt buckle, glad I was wearing it. When it slid off, the pain was

instant. My chest caved inward, and my lungs felt like they were shrinking. I couldn't breathe. There was a

loud outburst of wailing behind me, and I turned in my seat, coughing. My brother sat carefully strapped in

his car seat, completely unharmed, but crying as loud as a pterodactyl. I shifted in my seat to help him out,

but pain shot up my right leg, and I crumbled back down. I examined my leg, and saw blood dripping down it.

I pulled out the pieces of glass puncturing my skin and tried not to scream. I cautiously wiped the blood

around the wounds, seeing that the skin around them was already purpling. I turned around to help my

brother, but he was gone. I tried to open my door, but it wouldn't budge. I saw that the lock was on, and

when I tried to unlock it, it wouldn't budge either. This is it, I thought. This is where I die. I never got to

drive a car, or get married, or win anything off the radio, or win anything at any auction I've been to, or-- 

A sharp knocking interrupted my stressful thoughts. A man in a firefighter suit was outside the window. He

held up a broken door handle, which I assumed belonged to the outside part of my door. He pointed to my

brother's door. With a lot of strength and pain, I managed to crawl out of the shattered window. The man

helped me to my feet, and after taking one good look at my leg, my face, and the way my chest caved in, he

scooped me up and carried me to the silver and red fire truck that read "PLUM FIRE DEPARTMENT" in big red

letters. We passed my dad who was talking to a couple startled men and two officers. I caught glimpses of

their conversation: 

"….happened.....okay?" 

"...flipped three times...." 

"...actually came out okay...." 

"….absolute miracle...." 

He carried me to the open door, and the chill of the metal bench seeped into my thin shirt. I sat up

immediately, completely ignoring my chest and my leg. I saw the shape of a woman kneeling at the curb of a

Wendy's. Then I recognized where we were: Route 286. A white car was parked on the other side of the

road, with just the left headlight busted. Cars were stopped all around the 5-way-junction, passengers were

gawking at the mangled piece of huge red metal with thin white gray tendrils reaching up and clawing at the

sky. I sprinted to the woman at the curb, and when I reached, I saw it was my mom. Her lip was torn and

bloody, glass was in her hair, and I remember a few bruises on her face.  I kept yelling, "Mom, mom, your lip is

bleeding, mom, what happened, mom!" She just kept shaking her head, and rubbing my back, but I couldn't

concentrate on a thing she was saying. She gave me a kiss on the cheek before some medics put her on a

stretcher and loaded her in the ambulance, and I kept watching until the sirens faded down Golden Mile

Highway. Looking back on it, I'm not sure why we were all so scared at the time because we all came out

alive. Whenever I tell this story, everyone says how horrible it is and that it is a miracle that I am able to

even tell the story. It makes me think about how much I have to be thankful for.

by Shreya Gulati 

Art by Paige Golden 
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Ascent

When my mother died,

I stood up to take her seat

Her icy, regal throne

And as I touched the surface

It turned, like a blossom bursting

Through the frozen ground

When I die, 

My son shall take my seat

My bright, flowery throne

And as he touches the surface

It will turn, like a storm breaking

Right into a cloudless day 

When my son dies,

His son shall take his seat

His peaceful, sunny throne

And as he touches the surface

It will turn, like a leaf falling

Down into an autumn day

When his son died, 

My mother took his seat

His glowing, crisp throne

And as she touched the surface

It turned, like the first snow 

Blowing away the warm autumnal sun

And this continues evermore,

A never ending cycle 

If only one could keep the throne 

For more than just three months

by Katie Sparvero

Art by Paige Golden 
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Dancing Battle 

  

Songs fall quickly from twisted smiles, 

White truths and little lies abound 

For in the mind, frankness only riles, 

Deceits circle open ears 

in harmonic sound. 

  

In every corner of the world, 

 All create false felicity, 

Words are a double-edged sword, 

Dancing between truth and duplicity 

  

For all siren songs heard, 

There lies distant truths, 

Chirping innermost desires as birds, 

People are victim to preying sage-sooths. 

  

We each have a part to play, 

Amongst the battling forces, 

Our tongues manage weapons to say, 

Songs of candor, lest falsity enforces. 

by Ariel Rockman
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The Last One by Katie Sparvero

I was sitting, just watching as it started, the Darkness. As the first one was taken, I knew I

would be the last. I sat as my neighbor was enveloped. I just watched as my parents rushed out

to see what happened. The Darkness breathed her rancid breath upon them, reaching her cold,

dark hand to collect their bright souls. Left where they were standing were glass figures, reflecting

no light upon their matte surfaces. Darkness knocked on my window, and tapped it. The glass

turned to shadow and blew away in the Sun’s fading light. As she touched my skin, she reared

back, her fingers flashing brightest white. As Darkness turned her back, I stood. I jumped out the

window, the glass ground catching my fall. As I swung my head around, I saw the matte surface of

the surrounding area flicker from matte to reflective. I then looked to my feet. The view was

beautiful, I could see the other side of the sky. As I looked up, I already knew what would greet

me. I could feel her breath, both cold and crisp, like an apple, and warm and clingy, like a pile of

steaming manure. I looked up to see her eyes, gleaming like volcanic glass. “I know this must be

startling, but the feeling shall pass. And yet, I shall never see you again, nor shall you ever see

anyone at all again.” I looked at her as she flew away, and smiled, a dangerous glint in my eyes. I

knew all she said to be true, but there was one thing Darkness did not know: I am the Last One,

and I always knew it would come to this. 

 Angels   

Who am I? 

The one who walks the Earth, 

among others. 

Others who vary,   

I find some kind, 

and others not. 

Some cowards, 

and others not quite.   

Though, I do find 

that some take quite a fright, 

when my brother sneaks up 

behind them in the night.   

Who is she? 

The one who laughs, 

among others. 

Others who lie.   

Some she thinks kind, 

others not. 

Some heroes, 

and others not quite.   

But is the one who lies, 

who changes their face, 

the one who dies 

from an unexpected fate?   

Who is he? 

The one who cries, 

hidden in the bushes 

that sit in the alley.   

The alley is dark, 

but filled w ith light. 

Angels who watch, 

hiding from his sight.   

Sometimes, he looks. 

And sees them, 

praying for him 

that his life may be good.   

Once again I'll ask you, 

who am I? 

Who is she? 

Who is he?   

Maybe we are you, 

in a way. 

For no one truly knows 

when their Angels pray. 

by Bridget Onest 

Art by Grace Cangiano

Life is an ocean

waves crashing onto the shore

never sure what will happen

if it will be calm

if it will be rough

the clear water is moving with the wind

going where the wind chooses

but at the end of the day

the sun shines on the water

a beautiful sunset appears

and all is

calm 

By Whitney McVeagh



“Both men and women should feel free to be strong… It is time that we all perceive gender on a spectrum not as

two opposing sets of ideals.” -Emma Watson 

Emma Watson, a 24 year old English actress, has been empowering girls since she was ten years old.  Her

rise to fame began when she was cast in the Harry Potter films as Hermione Granger.  Hermione represents a new

breed of heroine for young girls to admire.  I include myself in this group.  Hermione is bright, strong, kind, and does

not allow men to control her, unlike other characters in popular works of fiction.  Watson was a perfect casting choice

for this role, because her actions in the real world mirror Hermione's in the wizarding world. 

Shortly after graduating from Brown University w ith a degree in English literature, Emma Watson was

appointed as the first UN Women Goodwill Ambassador. Watson helped UN Women begin a program titled

HeForShe in September 2014, which aims to include men in the fight for women's rights.  The speech she gave at

the UN Headquarters in New York City to launch HeForShe has become world famous, having been viewed over 11

million times online.  The same month, Watson visited Uruguay as the UN Women Goodwill Ambassador.  In

Uruguay, she met w ith the Vice President of Uruguay, among other politicians and women's activists and spoke

about the need for women in politics.  In January 2015, Watson spoke about the future of HeForShe at the World

Economic Forum's w inter meeting.  

During her 2014 speech at the UN Headquarters, Watson stated that “fighting for women's rights has too

often become synonymous with man-hating,” and she explained that this is not feminism.  According to the

Cambridge online dictionary, feminism is “an organized effort to give women the same economic, social, and political

rights as men.” I have seen people in my own life not want to be associated with the word “feminism” because of

negative connotations identified w ith the term, and some people look down at me for being a feminist.  This, as

Watson says, “has to stop.”  People cannot continue to see feminism this way or their prejudice w ill dominate their

beliefs about women's rights.  Watson speaks about the importance of “inadvertent feminists” - the people who do

not harbor prejudices against the genders and are willing to give women and girls equal rights, even if they do not

consider themselves to be a feminist.  This brings Watson to the point that “if you still hate the word—it is not the

word that is important but the idea and the ambition behind it.”  

Although gender discrimination is generally viewed as a female issue, men also are expected to fit an image

of masculinity.  Society generally thinks that men should be “controlling,” yet when women act this way, they are

labeled as “bossy," as Watson was at age eight. I know this from experience; it has happened to me, and it hurts.  I

have heard of many other girls who have been called bossy, but no boys.  Society frowns upon girls who try to be

leaders, along with boys who are not aggressive. 

Watson acknowledges such bias is a prevalent issue, and states that “both men and women should feel free

to be sensitive. Both men and women should feel free to be strong… It is time that we all perceive gender on a

spectrum not as two opposing sets of ideals.”    It is my hope that people around the world take this to heart, and

learn to ignore the false stereotypes that society is accepting as fact.  Watson is tirelessly pushing for everyone to

join the fight for gender equality, not just women and girls.  

Though Watson has lead a fortunate life, she has also faced discrimination.     At 14, she was sexualized by

certain aspects of the media.  When she was 15, her girlfriends quit sports so they wouldn't be viewed as muscly,

and at age 18, her “male friends were unable to express their feelings.”  It is occurrences like these that have made

Watson a feminist.  Even people who are socioeconomically privileged are never able to fully escape the inequalities

facing women.  People have become blind to the fact that gender discrimination is everywhere, and they lack the

introspection to remedy their own bias.  People need to begin consciously giving equal opportunities and respect to

all others around them, and this is Emma Watson’s clarion call.  

As of February 2015, over 217,000 men worldwide have taken a pledge through HeForShe to support the

women in their lives and to stand up for women's rights.  Watson’s speech has sparked discussions about gender

equality all over the globe - in schools, in the workplace, and in governments.  HeForShe has been the topic of over

1.2 billion social media conversations.  Watson helped launch an initiative through HeForShe called IMPACT

10x10x10, in which leaders w ill “identify the most appropriate approaches for addressing gender inequality in ‘their’

sector, and will pilot-test the effectiveness of these interventions for scalability.”  In her January 2015 address,

Watson prompts people to step forward and share their stories of how they support equality in their own lives.  

Emma Watson has inspired me and others to spread equality throughout our communities.  She has inspired

me to talk more with my male friends about gender equality, and to stand up in situations where there is

discrimination.  Hopefully, we will convince more people to join the fight for equal rights and respect. 

by Caitlin Mulvihill
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Every moment starts a new page.

by Ariel Rockman

Photo by Isha Reddy

Photo by Ryan Jochims

Art by Josie Szlachetka



My Alien Friend

I have an alien in my house. 

My brother sent me a lava lamp. 

Something is definitely growing in it 

And it is an alien! 

  

When he is done growing 

I shall do many things w ith him. 

He shall be my friend 

Forever and ever. 

  

I shall play board games with him. 

We shall go to concerts. 

We will join a book club. 

He will help me in school. 

  

When he is done growing 

I shall do many things w ith him. 

He shall be my friend 

Forever and ever. 

  

So when that glob has grown 

Almost like magma flowing 

What it turns out to be 

Might remain a mystery! 

  

When he is done growing 

I shall do many things w ith him. 

He shall be my friend 

Forever, and ever, and ever. 

by Alex Domat

  

Sledding

Winters here were so much prettier than the ones I pictured from home.

The roads were never plowed, so the streets were always white with

streaks of grey from the occasional visiting car. It was beautiful. The pine

trees hung down so close to our heads, burdened by their weighty loads

of snow from the previous night; they seemed more in my reach than the

ones that appeared in my mind. Our feet made a dense crunching sound

on the road as we trudged down the street to the woods. The weight of

our sleds smoothed out our footprints as we dragged them behind us. We

walked past the old security guard who walked side-by-side with his

once-wild dog. Her eyes were an orange-yellow like her siblings’ who

roamed our woods, but she walked next to him in a way that projected a

feeling of safety, rather then fear. The guard said something to us in a

language we could not understand, so we just nodded and kept moving

forward. My brother reached out for my hand as we approached the edge

of the woods where the dogs lived. I was wishing we had told our

parents where we were going when we reached the top of the hill; the

pack wasn't here today. As we climbed aboard our sleds for the first run

of the year, I thought I heard the echo of a bark, but nothing moved

except us and the trees spilling snow onto our heads as the wind rocked

them back and forth.

by Grace Cangiano

Three teacups sit side by side

All broken from last night's fight

And sadly it wouldn't be the last 

For yelling would soon surpass 

They sit there waiting 

Hoping for joy

Trying to play them like one of their toys

A cup seems to make its way to the wall

Then to the floor in a mighty loud fall

“We’re all mad” cries the hatter of the town

See soon his head will be found on the ground

Here comes the queen, so make sure you wait

For unlike the rabbit, you mustn’t be late 

For surely you will take your last breath

And then soon the flowers will whisper your

death

In this town of unpainted roses

A queen is in charge, or so she supposes 

But that's not what the caterpillar told me 

No inbetween puffs, he was going to scold me

See, they are all trapped, each playing a role

As soon as I fell down the rabbit hole

by Aya Youssef
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Art by Grace Cangiano



Tribute Poem to "Harlem" 

by Langston Hughes 

  

Animal Farm 

  

What happens to a dream 

achieved? 

  

   Does it turn out 

   Like you wanted it to be? 

   Or ripple and change 

   Like the sea? 

   Does it crumble and fall? 

   Or does it become 

   What you wanted at all? 

   

   Maybe it becomes 

   Worse than what was before. 

  

   Is this really 

what I was fighting for? 

By Matteo Secomandi

  

Be Careful Child 

  

Be careful child. 

Your ambition is strong. 

Your heart is weak. 

Your time is gone. 

Children out to war. 

The true battle is yours. 

It is blood you seek. 

Yet love you preach. 

by Bridget Onest 

  

Then in the corner of her eye was a moving

shadow. Morgan quietly hid behind the broken glass swept

to the side, revealing empty jewelry cases that once held

expensive gold and diamond rings. Once she hid, the

shadow began moving toward the emergency exit. 

She tried to follow the shadow, but a policeman snatched

her and said, “Hey, don't move kid! How did you get in

here?” 

            “I was looking for my father,” she lied. 

            The policeman grabbed Morgan and brought her

out of the shop. She ran around the building to the

emergency exit and saw the shadow of the person she

thought she saw in the store. 

Morgan saw him jumping out of a dumpster at the

back of the store. Morgan screamed, “Hey, you there!

What are you doing?” 

            The shadow wore a black latex suit that covered

everything but two eyes. One eye was green and the

other a piercing ice blue. He, as Morgan assumed, was

headed toward her with an ax. He appeared like a spider as

he was walking with his hands and legs. His opposite hand

and leg moved together while his body bounced up and

down. 

            “You can't catch me! Go tell the police,” said the

Spider, laughing wickedly. 

            Morgan was about to call when the policeman

who took her out of the store showed up behind the bend. 

            “Stop! You're under arrest!” 

            The Spider tried to run away, but it was shot

twice in the head.

By Sonya Hammer 

On the edge of Oakhurst

Street, a thirteen year old girl

named Morgan walked upon a

burglary. She asked a

policeman what was wrong in

her sweet little voice. He

talked to her as if she were an

eight year old, and he slowly

explained with more words

than necessary that there was

a break-in. Since she was small

for her age, she was able to

sneak in past the ropes to look

at the crime herself. She

looked around to see where

the investigating police were.

Since no one was around, she

inspected the glass. 

Art by Paige Golden



A Plan by Olivia Senan

           I sat in complete darkness. The inky blackness in front of my eyes just seemed to go on forever. I listened.

The only sound I could hear was my heart beating and the gentle hum from the TV in the other room. I tried to

quiet my breathing so my mom wouldn't find me. I really didn't want to go to bed. I missed my dad. He always got

home when I was already asleep and left before I woke up. I didn't understand why he had to work so much. It

was strange to have him living in the same house with me but never see him.  I kept asking my mom if I could

stay up to wait for him, but she always said no. However, tonight, I had a plan. 

After my mom tucked me in and left my room, I snuck out of my bed and gradually crept down the stairs. I

pretended that I was a spy and if I made even the slightest noise, it would lead to my doom. I crawled behind the

huge wing chair that rested against the wall in my library and waited. I hugged my knees to my chest. I listened

for footsteps or for the garage door to open, but everything was quiet and still. Suddenly, I heard the TV switch

off and footsteps approach my hiding place. Once again, my heartbeat picked up. The library lights turned on, and

I quickly screwed my eyes shut. My mom always taught me to do that so I wouldn't hurt my pupils. After I counted

to five, I reopened my eyes. 

I let my legs stretch out in front of me so I could get a better view of the intruder trying to compromise my

location. I peered from under the chair. I saw my mom's feet walking around the room. "Where oh where has

Olivia gone?" She asked in a funny voice. I suppressed a laugh. Abruptly, hands grabbed my ankles. I squealed as

my mom slid me out from under the chair. "Gotcha," she smiled. She picked me up, and I pouted; my plan had

been ruined. "You really want to stay up to see daddy, don't you?" she said adjusting me to her hip. I nodded.

She hummed while evaluating the situation. She sighed. "Okay my sweet, but just this once." I grinned at her.

"Why don't we put in a movie?" She suggested. "The Grinch!" I exclaimed, this being my favorite movie of all time.

"Good choice," she laughed. I was finally going to say goodnight to my dad. I felt excitement bubble up inside me

as I smiled some more.   

My dad is now retired but often comes home after dark, bringing dinner. It's strange. Now that I'm older,

things have changed. I'm the one who's busy now. He's the one who says he never sees me, and that hadn't

occurred to me. He's right though. I don't fight w ith my mom about going to sleep anymore, but I still do and

always will say goodnight to my dad. 

   

  

It's Not That Hard by Erin Simard

2012 was hands-down the best year of my life, and thanks to my best friend at  the time, Lydia, it started

in the best way possible. It was January, and fresh batches of snow were floating peacefully down to the frozen

Earth. Lydia and I were wearing so many layers of clothing that it was almost impossible to breathe, but we

couldn't care less. Nothing could stop us. 

My memory starts w ith the image of Lydia and I standing on the steepest hill in my backyard. My hat and

scarf were no longer on my head and neck, and instead were laying on the blanket of white that had covered my

neighborhood. Lydia had already shown me how to do it, and she had probably done it several times, but I was

too busy thinking of all of the negative possibilities to even watch or, frankly, to care. 

“C’mon, Erin, it's not that hard!” Lydia screamed from the bottom of the hill. She had just finished yet

another run. 

I was and always will be a very cautious person. I am not confident in anything I do, and I usually have to

force myself to do little things, such as: talk to people, go on to a stage and act as a character completely

opposite from myself, go to my friend's party at which I know I w ill completely stand out, eat a new food, wear a

new shirt, or just try something new in general. I've never been very good at it, but there are these random, rare

moments in my life in which I force myself to try something bigger. Sometimes I don't even have to force myself.

This was one of these times. 

“I know, just give me a second!” I replied. 

I took a huge breath and stepped onto the long, purple sled. I felt my feet fall out from under me, causing

me to jump back out of the sled. I felt so embarrassed. I couldn't even stand on the sled for two seconds- how

was I going to make it the whole way down the hill? Lydia's voice echoed through my mind, “Just calm down, step

onto the sled, and push off. It's not that hard.” 

I glanced at the sled apprehensively and gathered up all of my remaining courage. What was the worst

thing that could happen?  I could fall off, hit a tree, and break my arm or leg or head or rib cage or… I needed to

stop. I wasn't going to fall out. I had to do this. Not for anybody else but for myself. Correction: I wanted to do

this for myself. It's about time I did something different. 

I stepped back onto the sled and glanced down at the bottom of the hill. I pushed off and tightened the

muscles in my legs to try and help myself out. The wind was pushing my eccentric half straight-half curly hair out

of my face and then back. I did it. I was snowboarding (well, sort of) for the first time, and man, it felt great. It

was so nice to finally just put myself out there and actually do something, to just live a little. Lydia was right; it

wasn't that hard. 

I quickly came to the bottom of the hill and slid not-so-gracefully out of my sled, but again, this didn't stop

me. 

“Can I do it again?” I asked excitedly. 

“Let’s do it together this time!” Lydia giggled and started the trek back up the hill. 

We did this over and over, pretending we were “Shawnilia White” and gave each other grades out of ten.

Lydia was a harsh grader, so I usually received fours while she received nines, but that was okay. We made up

routines that ended up with us somersaulting off of the sleds. 

The time soon came for Lydia to leave, however, and the “snowboarding” had to stop. I waved goodbye,

but I never realized how far apart that goodbye would take us. 2012 started it's own series of dramas, and a few

months later, I found out that I would be switching schools.  Time has a way of pulling people apart, and sadly

Lydia and I became victims. We would see each  other next homecoming and the year after that at a play, but we

never really shared any memories again. 

This doesn't stop me from realizing how grateful to Lydia I should be. She finally forced me out of my

comfort zone a little, and I have yet to find someone else to help me with that. 



A Birthday Present by Deepa Kadidahl 

  It was mid-afternoon, and light shone brightly through the clear glass doors in my kitchen. My eyes

immediately focused on the package resting on the counter top. I desperately looked around the kitchen.

"Don't touch that," my mother snapped when she had seen that I found a knife laying across the dining table.

She cut the top of the box off herself, and I hastily unfolded it. Inside, there was a dark, polished wooden

jewelry box with blossoming flowers intricately painted on the surface; it was a present from my aunt for my

upcoming sixth birthday. My eyes brightened with curiosity and fascination. I had never owned a jewelry box

before, let alone had much jewelry. I started to run up to my room and was halfway up the stairs when my

mother called out, 

"Be careful with that box so it doesn't break." 

"Okay," I called back. I set it on my dresser and jumped on my bed, staring into empty space,

contemplating what I could put in it. 

It felt like hours had passed, and I still was trying to decide what to put in the box. I gazed out my

window at the trees in my backyard. It was nearly Autumn; the tops of the trees were beginning to pale to a

light yellow. I had always been enchanted by the warm glow of Autumn and was curious as to why the

leaves changed colors. It was then I realized that I did not necessarily have to put jewelry in the box. The

next morning, I walked outside to the trees in my front yard, the strong October winds racing through my

hair. I was clinging on to my jewelry box with a grip as tight as iron, so I wouldn't drop it. I firmly set the box

on my front lawn and reached up on my toes to a low hanging branch and snapped a large twig off the tree.

I knelt down on the grass and opened the box. The inside contained three compartments all as white as

paper. I gripped the edge of the twig, sliding my hand across it and stripping it of the leaves. Once they had

collected in the small palm of my hand, I unceremoniously dumped them into my box and headed back into

the house. From then on I waited weeks, checking the box everyday to see if the leaves had changed colors,

and everyday I was disappointed. Instead of turning to vivid reds and yellows, the leaves began to shrivel

and brown at the edges. 

I had almost given up hope on those leaves and thought maybe it was the tree's fault. Later that day,

my mother came to drop off a laundry basket in my room. Unfortunately, I had left the box open to expose

the old leaves I had so ungracefully shoved in. The compartments were no longer paper white, but had a

layer of grime stained on the surface. The mirror inside was plastered with leaves, and the beautiful wooden

jewelry box was ruined. I was seated comfortably at the kitchen dining table when my mother called from

upstairs saying she wanted to "show me something." Immediately, I knew my "little project" had been

discovered. When I walked into the room, I had expected her to be enraged. Instead her eyes just looked

tired and her expression was solemn. Without speaking, she held the box over the trash can, shaking it

violently to dispose it of all the leaves. "Presents should be treated out of respect for the person who gave it

to you," she stated simply. Her next action surprised me as she opened her mouth to say something, but

apparently thought better of it and stalked out of the room shaking her head.  She never spoke to me about

it again, but it only filled me with regret and shame. The moment she left, I just stared blankly after her;

then with a jolt, I scrabbled for the box which was resting on my dresser and desperately brushed out all of

the dirt. I tried my best to return the box to its original sparkling form, but it was never quite the same.

Every time I look inside it, I can't help but feel a sense of guilt for destroying that polished wooden jewelry

box. 

  

  

A
r
t
 
b
y
 
M

a
d
ig

a
n
 
W

o
lf
a
n
g
e
r

Art by Noah Fritsch



Whatever meds they had given me were making it incredibly hard to sit still.  My dad had left to go hunt down

food, as we were all famished after not eating since breakfast, which was many hours ago, or maybe he just left

to get away from the confines of the hospital room.  My mom and I were left alone in the cool, sterile space.  The

walls were painted a very light blue, and a stark white counter w ith built in drawers stood in the corner, holding

all sorts of medical trinkets I could only begin to guess the purpose of.  The young, cocky doctor, who's name I

never caught, had just left; his brisk, clipped footsteps faded down the hall.  He said he was going to go talk to

his boss, whom I pictured as an old version of the guy that just left, who thought he knew everything about

everything.  I could sit still no longer.  I jumped off the hospital bed, which supported something so uncomfortable

it didn't deserve to be called a mattress, and began restlessly pacing the tiny room, being careful not  yank the IV

the wrong way and knock it over.  I figured that the nurses probably wouldn't be happy if I broke their beloved

timer thing that hung off the silver IV stand and decided how much medicine to give me at one time.  I, on the

other hand, would be perfectly fine if it broke, as it's obnoxious beeping that sounded like some kind of demented

insect was driving me insane. "Are you all right?" my mother asked.  She seemed concerned that I had begun

kicking the gray rubber wall base next to the mysterious cabinets, but I guess I would be too if I my daughter

were doing weird things because of medicine.  That's not exactly a comforting thing to see. "Yeah I'm fine," I lied,

w ithout turning around to look at her.  My toes were beginning to hurt, even through the rubber toes of my worn,

pink high tops.  "I just feel really spazzy." This was a lie because some guy I'd never met had just come in,

banged my knees a few times, made me look at the ceiling, and asked the same questions that every other

doctor asked and would continue to ask.  February 10th.  My head hurts constantly.  Yes, it's worse sometimes

than other times.  No, I'm not light and noise sensitive.  No, Advil doesn't help. No, Tylenol doesn't help.  Yes, I

drink water.  YES, it hurts now.  (That last one was the dumbest question.  "Does it hurt now?"  I JUST TOLD YOU

IT'S HURT CONSTANTLY WHY WOULDN'T IT HURT NOW?) And then, after all this, he's decided that

Congratulations!  We know what's wrong with you! and Sorry! We can't do anything about it!   It's extraordinarily

frustrating to be told that they don't know what's wrong with you, but it's even worse to be told they do, but

they can't do anything about it.  I guess to clarify, I was only lying about the "I'm fine" part, and not the spazzing

part.  I was shaking and tw itching from all the energy coursing through me even though some part of my brain

acknowledged that I was actually really tired.  Stupid IV. I stopped kicking long enough to turn around and look at

my mom.  Her pink sweater stood out against the blue walls, and she smiled at me, but not in a condescending

way.  That's one of the greatest things about my mum.  She's never patronized me.  I walked over to her and

wrapped my arms around her.  The pink sweater, the only colorful thing in the room other than my shoes, was

soft under my fingers.   I stared at the sky colored wall behind her.  That's the thing about hugs: they're lies.  You

never have to look at the person you're hugging; they can hide all sorts of hurt, pain, and anger. "It's ok, mum," I

said quietly. 

 by Anonymous 

Photo by Eliseo Salazar

Street Corner 

A man with no legs sits with a sign 

“No job, no home, please give me your time.” 

A man in a business suit walks right by, 

actively avoiding looking him in the eye. 

The legless man sighs, lonely on the corner. 

No one will look him in the eye. 

Everyday, everynight, not a single soul. 

Not even his own. 

 

by Oliver Henry

  

The Seven Deadly Sins 

A treasure of gold w ill lead to a duel, 

Between two ambitious, greedy young fools. 

Beauty is caught by dishonest, w ide eyes, 

Seduced by mountains of flattering lies.                

Full bottles of ale are eagerly drunk, 

Leaving their victim in heavy debt sunk. 

Then there is vengeance prepared to wage war, 

Leaving behind battlefields, scenes of gore. 

An iceberg of coldness, highly esteemed, 

Will challenge all, in order to demean. 

Then there are those to whom vigor is lost, 

Their laziness demands a heavy cost. 

Jealousy touches all who are Hell-bound, 

Pity to all, no redemption is found. 

 by Ariel Rockman  

  

  

  

  

E
x
is

t
e
n
t
ia

l 
c
r
is

is

w
h
e
n
 
I
 
w

a
s
 
1
1
.

b
y
 
O

li
v
e
r
 
H

e
n
r
y

Ode to Waffles 

  

Even on the darkest days 

I will have to eat you 

  

Everlasting in the day 

You will always seem true 

  

You just sit there 

With warm syrup 

And a delicious smell 

  

Everyday I have to eat you 

You will always be well 

by William Dunleavy

Photo by Nicole Jani

Photo by Caitlin Mulvihill

Art by Aaron Glass

Dying Rose 

  

To be as red as a rose, 

Full of lust and splendor, 

Is to be an object sold, 

In every pageant a contender. 

  

To be shriveled like a prune, 

All beauty far gone to waste, 

Is to be as happy as a loon, 

An Escapee of life's great chase. 

  

Don't you see, we, woman, 

are one and the same, 

Yet for nature's course we are to blame. 

We start out a bud, 

only for a short time to bloom, 

To be greeted with shame all too soon. 

by Ariel Rockman

  



Whatever meds they had given me were making it incredibly hard to sit still.  My dad had left to go hunt down

food, as we were all famished after not eating since breakfast, which was many hours ago, or maybe he just left

to get away from the confines of the hospital room.  My mom and I were left alone in the cool, sterile space.  The

walls were painted a very light blue, and a stark white counter w ith built in drawers stood in the corner, holding

all sorts of medical trinkets I could only begin to guess the purpose of.  The young, cocky doctor, who's name I

never caught, had just left; his brisk, clipped footsteps faded down the hall.  He said he was going to go talk to

his boss, whom I pictured as an old version of the guy that just left, who thought he knew everything about

everything.  I could sit still no longer.  I jumped off the hospital bed, which supported something so uncomfortable

it didn't deserve to be called a mattress, and began restlessly pacing the tiny room, being careful not  yank the IV

the wrong way and knock it over.  I figured that the nurses probably wouldn't be happy if I broke their beloved

timer thing that hung off the silver IV stand and decided how much medicine to give me at one time.  I, on the

other hand, would be perfectly fine if it broke, as it's obnoxious beeping that sounded like some kind of demented

insect was driving me insane. "Are you all right?" my mother asked.  She seemed concerned that I had begun

kicking the gray rubber wall base next to the mysterious cabinets, but I guess I would be too if I my daughter

were doing weird things because of medicine.  That's not exactly a comforting thing to see. "Yeah I'm fine," I lied,

w ithout turning around to look at her.  My toes were beginning to hurt, even through the rubber toes of my worn,

pink high tops.  "I just feel really spazzy." This was a lie because some guy I'd never met had just come in,

banged my knees a few times, made me look at the ceiling, and asked the same questions that every other

doctor asked and would continue to ask.  February 10th.  My head hurts constantly.  Yes, it's worse sometimes

than other times.  No, I'm not light and noise sensitive.  No, Advil doesn't help. No, Tylenol doesn't help.  Yes, I

drink water.  YES, it hurts now.  (That last one was the dumbest question.  "Does it hurt now?"  I JUST TOLD YOU

IT'S HURT CONSTANTLY WHY WOULDN'T IT HURT NOW?) And then, after all this, he's decided that

Congratulations!  We know what's wrong with you! and Sorry! We can't do anything about it!   It's extraordinarily

frustrating to be told that they don't know what's wrong with you, but it's even worse to be told they do, but

they can't do anything about it.  I guess to clarify, I was only lying about the "I'm fine" part, and not the spazzing

part.  I was shaking and tw itching from all the energy coursing through me even though some part of my brain

acknowledged that I was actually really tired.  Stupid IV. I stopped kicking long enough to turn around and look at

my mom.  Her pink sweater stood out against the blue walls, and she smiled at me, but not in a condescending

way.  That's one of the greatest things about my mum.  She's never patronized me.  I walked over to her and

wrapped my arms around her.  The pink sweater, the only colorful thing in the room other than my shoes, was

soft under my fingers.   I stared at the sky colored wall behind her.  That's the thing about hugs: they're lies.  You

never have to look at the person you're hugging; they can hide all sorts of hurt, pain, and anger. "It's ok, mum," I

said quietly. 

 by Anonymous 

Photo by Eliseo Salazar

Street Corner 

A man with no legs sits with a sign 

“No job, no home, please give me your time.” 

A man in a business suit walks right by, 

actively avoiding looking him in the eye. 

The legless man sighs, lonely on the corner. 

No one will look him in the eye. 

Everyday, everynight, not a single soul. 

Not even his own. 

 

by Oliver Henry

  

The Seven Deadly Sins 

A treasure of gold w ill lead to a duel, 

Between two ambitious, greedy young fools. 

Beauty is caught by dishonest, w ide eyes, 

Seduced by mountains of flattering lies.                

Full bottles of ale are eagerly drunk, 

Leaving their victim in heavy debt sunk. 

Then there is vengeance prepared to wage war, 

Leaving behind battlefields, scenes of gore. 

An iceberg of coldness, highly esteemed, 

Will challenge all, in order to demean. 

Then there are those to whom vigor is lost, 

Their laziness demands a heavy cost. 

Jealousy touches all who are Hell-bound, 

Pity to all, no redemption is found. 

 by Ariel Rockman  
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Ode to Waffles 

  

Even on the darkest days 

I will have to eat you 

  

Everlasting in the day 

You will always seem true 

  

You just sit there 

With warm syrup 

And a delicious smell 

  

Everyday I have to eat you 

You will always be well 

by William Dunleavy

Photo by Nicole Jani

Photo by Caitlin Mulvihill

Art by Aaron Glass

Dying Rose 

  

To be as red as a rose, 

Full of lust and splendor, 

Is to be an object sold, 

In every pageant a contender. 

  

To be shriveled like a prune, 

All beauty far gone to waste, 

Is to be as happy as a loon, 

An Escapee of life's great chase. 

  

Don't you see, we, woman, 

are one and the same, 

Yet for nature's course we are to blame. 

We start out a bud, 

only for a short time to bloom, 

To be greeted with shame all too soon. 

by Ariel Rockman

  



Evanescent Bliss 

  

When the heart is pierced by Cupid's arrow, 

  

The senses heighten, logic is narrow, 

  

Beauty lies in the beholder, not sight, 

  

Yet youth is determined to wage a fight. 

  

The ugliest maid may spring golden wings, 

  

To a melodious fiddle splendor sings. 

  

Is it any wonder why love is blind? 

  

Yet the rains of tempests are not so kind, 

  

Love is prime victim to dark death and plague, 

  

Fair beauties will bow to time's honest grave. 

  

Two hearts made one is a double-edged sword, 

  

Star eyes that shine brightly quickly end words. 

  

Love is a plight to which many soon fail, 

  

On the oceans of bliss so few will sail. 

by Ariel Rockman

A Storm on a Thursday Evening 

  

The sky was dark like a veil had been dropped

over the sun, 

  

The air was wet with rain that pelted the

ground like bullets, 

  

The clouds were dark and hung like grave

thoughts, haunting and permanent, 

  

The wind was cold and brisk like cold rushing

rivers of air, 

  

My mind was as clear as the sky once was

and soon will be, 

  

The dark sky was a shelter for my thoughts, 

  

The rain sharpened my senses and made me

feel what was unnoticeable, 

  

The clouds reminded me of things long

forgotten, 

  

The wind brought me the stories that only I

can write 

by Aaron Glass

Love From Afar 

  

When I first laid my eyes upon thee, 

I thought to myself in wonder- 

‘Now, wherever in the world is there another creature like

that?’ 

And thus began my never ending vie for thy attention. 

I hide behind pillars to gaze upon thee in the day, 

And poured my heart and soul into love poems at night, 

Oh, what sonnets I composed, 

To think that they will never see the light of day! 

Yet, still, I was too nervous to approach thee, 

Whenever thou was in my proximity, 

My head flared with dizziness, my palms turned wet. 

So I sunk back into the shadows of solitude, 

Destined to forever gaze upon thee from afar. 

Perhaps it is for the best, for whatever would I say to thee, 

Thou dost not even know I exist, 

and now I suppose thou never wilt. 

This poem will probably now lie with the rest, 

Tucked safe and secret, under my bed.  

If fate will allow it, perhaps someday, far off in the future, 

I will finally tell thee my name. 

But for now I am content, 

For the test of true love must undergo time away spent. 

by Ariel Rockman  

Art by Adam Bozzone



The Hidden Truth 

  

From lying lips melodies fly, 

A needle pricks the clouded eye, 

The hidden truth in darkness lies, 

Oblivious to our harrowing cries. 

From point to point the circuit leaps, 

Light hangs her head in deep defeat, 

As the new distortion of reality creeps, 

The truth I will forever seek.  

Despite the calls of Light's beseech, 

The pile of lies never seems to cease, 

From its tight prison the truth I will release, 

Never shall I rest until my mission is complete. 

My words fall on deaf ears, 

The eye is pierced by a myriad of spears, 

Lies enough to bury a thousand years, 

At darkness's cheers Light sheds unseen tears. 

by Ariel Rockman

The rain pounds fiercely on the windowsill 

  

the sky is gray and the clouds form a wall 

  

farewell to the sun and its warming thrill 

  

the lightning flashed and thunder roared its call 

  

  

the wind's howling and the rain's pouring down 

  

water is everywhere and floods the earth 

  

I wish that no one in this storm should drown 

  

there is no longer happiness or mirth 

  

  

but not to fret for when the sun returns 

  

there comes a day so bright we all have yearned 

By Brooke Livingston
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Unstoppable

Skiing is a gust of wind, 

that whooshes down the mountain, 

snow spraying up behind like a fountain, 

shifting at every bend,  

never stops until the end.

by Makenna Wolfanger

Balance

50 million Americans had fast food today. 

A child starved to death today. 

900,000 shoes were sold in America today. 

A man was killed for his religion today. 

The world spins with a tilt.

by Oliver Henry

Art by Emmie Lau

Art by Josie Szlachetka

One Last Thing 

One last thing before you go. 

One last thing for you to know. 

One last thing to promise me so, 

Never let go. 

by Bridget Onest

Perilous Truth? 

The truth is dangerous,

when people are dangerous.

Those who cannot handle,

break down and cause scandal.

But the passive selection,

gives care and affection.

For they can appreciate;

truth and connection.

by Mark Appleman

Art by Griffin Garrard



The Shed 

He stares at it through his door while holding his

Doritos Jacked-Ranch-Dipped-Hot-Wings bag in his

left hand and licking the cheese off his right thumb

and pointer finger.  He has many kinds of Doritos. 

Nacho Cheese, Cool Ranch, Sweet Chili, Chipotle,

Smoked Gouda, and Plain Corn, but Jacked-Ranch-

Dipped-Hot-Wings is his favorite. 

The shed used to be shiny, new, and the center of

his working days.  Now it is crumbling slowly into

dust.

The shed's roof is patched with brighter, newer

shingles, which are also slowly rotting.  He puts

down his chips and walks outside to have a closer

look. 

He peeks into its web-covered windows.  The

reflection he sees surprises him: his red hair gone 

haywire, his scruffy beard.  Behind him is his house,

black and brown with two windows, illuminated by 

the pale light of a full moon.  He turns to look upon

his rusty-brown tools. 

They are the same color as the lawn.  The shadows

hide most of their form, but the lantern with a

single candle in the center of the room fights the

darkness just enough to elapse a sliver of each

handle in light.

He remembers walking to the splintered door; it

used to have a thin coat of white paint, but it

shriveled up long ago.  He grabs the handle, the

rust biting his tender hands like teeth on a thin slice

of cake, but he does not care.  The non-oiled

hinges squeak as a rat would when making a final

cry before being smashed by a Victory mouse trap.

He steps inside. The floor is covered with bugs,

some dead and some wriggling.  The chair he used

to sit on has a large rip, the cushion gone.  The

feathers of the pillow are spread out across the

layer of bugs.  He sits on it anyway. 

He looks around, examining the walls.  It has holes,

varying from the size of a pencil eraser to a

baseball.  Something on the wall catches his eye. It

is a painting.  It shows long, green, rolling hills,

fields of corn blowing in the breeze, grazing cows in

a meadow, a large red and white barn, a small white

house with many beautiful windows with smiling

faces peaking out of them.  The sun shining brightly

over its all. 

He stares at it, shutting out the rest of the

wrecked shed.  He turns around, still holding the

wonderful painting, grabs the lantern, walks out the

door, and into the night.

by Max Minard

Art by Grace Cangiano

Photo by Siri Kanak

Art by Shreya Gulati



Rice

Dinner, open, tear, rip, spill, step, slip, fall, break. 

Alone, phone, crawl, grab, fall, lift, describe, speak, replace, lay. 

Carried, wheeled, car, boxy, driven, wait. 

Rush, run, time, broken, when, thirty, head, back, stay, look, think,

prepare, hope, fix, tie, wait, awake, joy, woman, smile, food,

discourse, lack, time, return, again, always. 

Walk, bill, leave, upset, phone, grab, dial, silence, sleep, awake,

phone, grab, discuss, smile. 

Meet, eat, laugh, drink, part, call, talk, love. 

Four, years, steps, church, beginning, end, shouts. 

Marriage, open, tear, rip, spill, step, slip, fall, break, woman. 

Crowded, phone, grab, dial, describe, replace. 

Carried, wheeled, car, boxy, driven, wait. 

Rush, run, time, broken, when, thirty, head, chest, stay, look,

think, prepare, hope, fix, try, tie, wait, sleep, sleep, dead. 

Sadness, man, frown, talk, lack, time, return, again, always. 

Bill, leave, upset, phone, dial, silence. 

Alone, eat, cry, drink, call, silence. 

Four, years, church, husband, death, beginning 

 by Adam Bozzone

  

One Day 

One day, I asked my mother, 

“What am I?” 

She said, smiling that motherly smile, 

“Aren’t you you?” 

I shook my head, 

“No, what am I?” 

“Well that's up to you, isn't it? 

  

One day, I asked my father, 

“Are we the good guys?” 

He said, looking up angrily, 

“Why do you ask?” 

I glared, 

“What if we aren't?” 

“Who told you this?” 

  

One day, I asked my brother, 

“What is love?” 

He said, laughing mockingly, yet nervously, 

“Who would ever be in love with you?” 

I slapped him hard upside the head, 

“Well, have you ever felt love?” 

“Would I ever want to?” 

  

One day, I asked my sister, 

“What does dying feel like?” 

She said, tears in her eyes, 

“Are you dying?” 

I was shocked by how much my sister cared, 

“Do you think it's just like falling asleep?” 

“Why would anyone want to find out?"

  

One day, I talked to my grandmother, 

“Mother loves me best. 

Father was a soldier. 

Brother is in love. 

Sister is dying.” 

She smiled knowingly, 

“How do you know?” 

I grinned, 

“Well how do you know?” 

by Katie Sparvero 
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Tired 

  

People ask me if I'm tired, 

I say, “Yes, I'm tired,” 

Everybody's tired 

Tired of being black in a white world, 

Tired of being crooked in a straight world, 

Tired of being “disabled” in an able world, 

Tired of being normal in a “beautiful” world, 

Tired of being black though you're brown, 

Tired of being gay though you're happy, 

Tired of being disabled 

when you're more able than everybody else, 

Tired of being fat though you're skinny, 

Tired of being one thing 

when you're seen as something else, 

Tired of being a standout in a perfect world, 

Tired of being you in a world 

where everybody's trying to be the same 

By Aaron Glass

Of Toy Cars, Armies, and School Buses

He remembers 

sitting by the window,

counting the cars that came by:

colorful, bright, and fast, zooming like

little insects flying away the moment you 

thought you caught them. 

He remembers 

his first word, and favorite thing in the 

whole wide world: "Schoo-bus;"

the bright  yellow, vast vehicles that made the

deep grumbling sound, like a pack of 

lions roaring, the vehicles that seemed to 

shake the earth every time they passed. 

He remembers 

the bus that would stop all around the

neighborhood early in the morning while

kids of all ages piled in and got off in the

evening. 

He remembers 

looking out the window, 

smiling, giggling, and finding pleasure in the

simplest things: 

little, spotted, red-and-black lady bugs crawling

across the bedroom window, 

the chirps of the birds, 

the call of the morning crows that sat on the

roof of the house across the street. 

He remembers

sitting on the soft, white carpet while

creating lines, formations, shapes, patterns, and

armies of toy cars preparing for battle—

the biggest and most powerful strategically

placed to make the battle exciting. 

He remembers 

when everything in the world was

ten, that there was no number bigger than

ten, when there were no more than

ten of anything in the universe. 

He remembers 

his mom coming

home from work and 

scooping him up 

in her big, warm, arms, while he

laughed all the way. 

He remembers 

his grandma feeding him rice, 

while he drank milk in his little sippy-cup. 

He remembers

Christmas Eve, 

where he would leave a letter for Santa, 

right next to the warm, chewy, chocolate chip

cookies and white, pristine, fat-free milk 

(so Santa could lose some weight). 

He remembers 

 that he would force his nanny or mom or grandma 

 to read Are You My Mother every day 

 so many times that they had 

 memorized the book word-for-word. 

  

 He remembers 

 his first day of preschool and how 

 he cried the entire day because he 

missed his grandma and mom. 

  

He remembers 

the joy of freedom- 

being tickled and 

laughing uncontrollably until he started 

crying, running barefoot in his yard while 

feeling the grass tickle his feet, 

imagining that he was a fierce tiger and scaring his

parents, flapping his arms and jumping, trying to fly

like the robins in the sky. 

by Giri Viswanathan
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Sonnet 221B*

Blasphemy Commonwealth 

Buckingham Crumplebutt 

Cogglebatch Snugglebatch 

Buttercup Capncrunch 

Spiralbird Mockingstairs 

Britishguy Sillyname 

Johnnycash Collywog 

Bulbasaur Clavichord 

Bombadil Custardbath 

Timothy Scratchnsniff 

Whippersnatch Carrotstick 

Burgerking Cabbagepatch 

Benadryl Cucumberpatch 

Benedict Cumberbatch 

By GOD

*It really works

By Caitlin Mulvihill

Deep Water

There's no such thing as fear, only vivid imaginations.

When you feel the tide brush up against your body, 

you start to think.

And maybe, just maybe, look a little deeper.

As you close your eyes, you feel the soft, cold, 

and slimy ocean floor beneath you disappear.

The seagulls' sounds suddenly turn to screams.

by Audrey Mason 

Art by Brendan McLaughlin
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Who We Are

 

We first assembled at the break of dawn,

We made our tea and had a bit of fun,

We checked our submissions and found not one,

Our journey in Lit Mag had just begun.

We read until the sun shone high above,

And stopped to question why we were not done,

We had our issues with working Tumblr,

We got all the courage we could muster.

Then on May 4th, our journey near complete,

We sat down to decide what could be read,

Some we accepted and some met defeat,

To us, it seemed, the time had simply fled.

At twilight's eve arranging our magazine,

We all say good-bye, filled with memories.

by Ariel Rockman and Eliseo Salazar
Sweet Song of Liberty 

  

From the silhouettes of the purple mountains, 

To the misty waves of the sea, 

The grand country of America, 

Sings the sweet song of Liberty to me. 

  

The call echoes in the distance, sending tremors down one’s spine, 

In the vast evergreens of the forest, 

To the darkest pine, 

The song of Liberation sounds distinctly divine. 

  

Crowds gather by the thousands, 

singing and shouting to the winds, 

The barrel of dreams grows plentiful, 

despite the mountain of human sins. 

From the corpse of broken dreams springs forward a patch of hope,

A hope of remedy, of falsification, just enough to make one cope, 

For what’s just and right cannot be concealed,   

And the pursuit of the human spirit will force one to finally yield.   

  

From the plains of the west, the caverns of evergreens, 

To the creatures and dwellers of the celestial seas, 

Oh, great country of America, 

Spread the sweet song of Liberty to me!  

by Ariel Rockman 

Take Flight 

  

Spread my wings to fly 

Leave the nest to say goodbye 

Never shall I see the one 

Who raised me, loved me ‘til it was done 

Know not what awaits my lifeahead 

Nor, do I wish to sleep or rest my head 

I survey my land with my careful sight 

As I spread my graceful wings, and take flight 

  

by Katie Sparvero

Art by Brendan McLaughlin
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Mrs.MacRae

She laughs while fearing the future.

by Olivia Senan

Alternate names for this magazine: 

  

Spiral Bird, Mocking Stairs 

Rock Catalog 

I Like To Sit In Bed 

NO: All Caps 

Tea You Later 

Mockingbird 

Lit Mag 

Esacriats Larips 

Pictures. With Color. 

Talk About Socks, One More Time 

The Cabbage Patch 

Why?

Rest in pepe, Alfie

Alisayo Seltzer

by Literary Magazine Staff

  

  

Ode to Katie

She may be young,

but she is the beating heart.

Without her, we are all done.

by Literary Magazine Staff
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