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Letter from
the Editor
Dear Readers,

W

hen Mrs. Sica told our E Period Creative Writing
class at the beginning of the semester that one of
our final goals was to create and publish a literary
magazine, I was a little bit skeptical. I didn't believe that we
could bring back The Fine Line in all of its former glory. As
the year progressed, however, I began to understand that
our class was more than capable of completing the task. I
am happy to say that what we have put together for all of
you is a new Fine Line. We wanted to replicate the original,
while also taking the magazine in a new and more modern
direction. This publication embodies that new direction, as
well as the ingenuity and passion for creation of the current
Bishop Brady student body. I admire all of the creators
represented here, because each of them has managed to
draw inspiration from all aspects of their life. They have
written about everything. From fishing to bread to Stevie
Nicks, we hope that the pieces of writing here that were
once about our lives can now be about yours. From all of us
here at The Fine Line, we hope you enjoy.

James Marceau
Editor

Ribbon by Maria Bailey (pen and ink)
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THE LOAF
by Anusha Murali

I had a loaf of bread the other day
My heart, it swelled with joy, I felt its crust
Its wheat, grown in sweet rain in May,
Knowing its past, once dough, made it dulce.
No human could caress one’s tongue like this
bread,
Or heal, like its immortal, unfailing taste.
Man may make my heart beat an angry red,
But a bite of this bread will find my rage erased.
A loaf, the shade of honey and delicately crispy,
Soft like a tender apricot under the summer
moon,
Would make the baker’s fame grow beyond the
Mississippi,
And bathe him in the blue waters of fame’s lagoon.
A loaf, innocent and golden, like a star dropped
from heaven,
Glows softly on Earth - the miracle that was
leavened.
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SUMMER LOVER
by Anusha Murali

He comes in a box from some faraway,
tropical island, ruddy cheeked and soft.
His kisses taste like nectar and he smells
twice as sweet.
Cruel as I am, I slice him and feed him to my
grandmother. (but it’s okay, he whispers)
Because afterwards, I sit on my porch with
him and he holds my heart so tenderly as the
ocean is rising against the moonlight.
And the crickets are serenading one another
in the dew and the stars are coyly batting their
lashes at us from across the galaxy and I dare
say, that this is the bud of ripening romance?
What kind of man, my friends ask, shaking
their heads, treats a girl this good?
A man? no, a mango, I say, treats a girl this
good.
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ALL BECAUSE TWO
PEOPLE FELL IN LOVE
by Jane Bradley

They were a small family, says the three bedroom Cape that was
messily painted with dark blue,
The walkway was mangled and the welcoming mat was missing a
few letters from busy bodies,
The kids were young, says the wooden, homemade swing set,
And the pictures on the mantel say they were married,
The sing above the couch reads “All because two people fell in
love”,
The piles of used board games said they were happy,
And the timeworn couch and quilts said there was love,
The worn stairs say they raised their babies in this house,
But the dusty wine glasses say they didn’t live here anymore,
The empty bedrooms say the little ones had moved,
The mens products in the shower say the woman went with them,
The signed documents on the counter said something went
wrong,
The court date on the hanging calendar agreed.
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Autumn
by Katie McMurphy
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SURVIVOR

by Chris Carmichael
He was a survivor, says the scars written on his face and arms

He’d made a few mistakes, says the amount of debt he was in
But he kept pushing on, says the alarm clock, set to 4 AM every
morning
She was always nervous, say her nails that were constantly being
nipped on
Sleep was seldom, says the glow that lingered from their room at
the latest hours of the night
He could never walk away, say the black and blues he tried to hide
when he finally came home at night
She never grew up, say the weekend battles between her friends
and family, which were never her fault of course
They had many sons, says the long dinner table
Two are gone now, says the upstairs bedrooms that are now bare
And I’ll never go back, says the boy who found a new home
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Self Portrait
Oscar Zhang (scratch board)
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THE STORY OF US

by James Marceau

“Sweetie, can you bring down the box with the photo albums in it?” Hannah’s mother Susan shouted up to her from the bottom of the stairs. Hannah rolled her eyes, scoffing
loudly as she picked up the cardboard box. It was surprisingly heavy in her hands and as
the girl made her way downstairs, she lost her footing on the hardwood steps and the box
flew out of her hands and crashed to the floor. Hannah winced in pain as she stood up, and
wasn’t shocked to see her mother’s angry face.
“Hannah I told you to be careful!” her mother said as she picked up the box and put
it on the table, assessing the damage inside. She pulled out a large picture frame, whose
glass was cracked. Hannah peered over her mother’s shoulder and saw her mother and
father looking happily at each other in the photograph.
“Was that your wedding day?” Hannah asked, and her mother nodded, smiling. “You
guys met right after high school right?”
Susan nodded and looked out the window, recalling the first time she met her husband Darren. She was eighteen years old and preparing to head off to college, but the day
she met him, her life was changed forever.
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						*
*
*
“Susan get down here!” her mother Elaine yelled to the soon-to-be college student.
Susan hurried down the stairs, her skirt bouncing as she plopped down each step.
“What do you want mom?” Susan asked, with her knee thrust out and her hand on
her hip.
“You can lose the attitude Susan.” Elaine told her. “I called you down to remind you
that it’s your father and I’s anniversary this weekend. This will be 20 years of marriage and
your father has something planned. I don’t know what it is but he wants the kids out of the
house for the weekend.”
“Oh gross mom! I don’t want to hear about your special weekend with dad.” Susan
scoffed.
“Susan Elizabeth! Do not be vulgar. This is an opportunity for you and your friends to
get together one more time before you all leave for school. Your father suggested I give you
these.” Elaine handed her daughter a set of keys. Susan’s mouth dropped open.
“You’re giving me the keys to the ski cabin?” Susan asked.
“The car too. You can take Trish and Linda and head up to Oakmont tomorrow. I
expect you home Sunday morning and I better not hear that Mike stopped by for a visit.”
Elaine told her.
“You can stop worrying. Mike has a football game this weekend so he’ll be here,”
Susan assured her. “Wait, but Mom. It’s the end of summer and Oakmont is a ski village. It’s
going to be dead this time of year.”
“Don’t make me rethink this decision Susan.” Elaine warned. Susan rolled her eyes
and jiggled the keys in her hand, pretending to be excited. She ran back up the stairs and
into her room. She dialed her best friend Linda’s number.
“Hey girl! What’s up?” Linda screeched into the phone.
“God, Linda why are you shouting?”
“Sorry I can’t get close to the phone. I’m wearing my headgear. Are we still on for the
mall tomorrow?” Linda asked. “ I want to be first in line for “True Blue”.”
“Yeahhh, Madonna’s gonna have to wait till next weekend. My mom is banishing me
to Oakmont for the weekend. She gave me the keys to the ski cabin because her and my dad
need alone time this weekend. It’s their anniversary.”
“Oh gross!” Linda yelled. “Wait what are we going to do in Oakmont? It’s August!”
“I don’t know, but we’ll figure it out. She wants me out of town,” Susan sighed. “Can
you just call Trish and tell her the plan?”
“Sure thing girl. See you tomorrow!” Linda said and she hung up the phone. After a
long drive the next morning, the three girls arrived in Oakmont, Vermont.

MAGAZINE

“So what does your mom want us to do all weekend, like sit here and watch movies or
something?” Susan’s other best friend Trish asked, scratching her huge brown hair.
“Don’t be silly, Trish, I’m sure we can find something to do. I’ll call down to the hotel
and see if there’s anything going on down there. At the very least we can go to the pool.”
Susan assured her.
“Whatever you say.” Linda responded, rolling her eyes and Trish sat quietly, twirling
her permed hair. Susan picked up the phone and dialed the number for the front desk of
the hotel that was on the resort property. A deep voice answered. “Oakmont Lodge, this is
Darren speaking. How can I help you this fine morning?”
“Hi, my name is Susan. My family owns the cabin by the east chairlift and my two
friends and I are staying here by ourselves this weekend. Please tell me you have activities
or something going on this weekend.”
Darren’s voice on the other side grew cheery…excited almost. “Well, Susan why don’t
you come down to the hotel? We have a whole bunch of stuff going on over here.”
“Sounds fantastic.” Susan hung up the phone and turned to her friends, grinning. “It
was a boy, and he sounded cute! He wants us to go over there right now.”
And so the girls drove down to the hotel and were greeted outside by not one boy,
but three. The trio of ladies hopped out of the car to meet them. Susan watched as Trish
and Linda locked eyes with two of the boys—twins—who introduced themselves as Darren
and Steve. They were both tall with dark hair and they looked like they played sports all
year. Susan was already confused as to which twin was which. The boy behind them, who
Susan assumed was their friend, came over to her and introduced himself as Alfred. He
was cute enough, and she shook his hand and smiled politely, figuring that what her boyfriend Mike didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.
They went into the hotel and sat in the lobby by the front desk, talking with the boys
for a long time. Susan could tell that her friends were smitten with their newfound boys,
especially Trish, who kept tossing her hair into Darren’s face. Darren, however, kept on
asking Susan questions. She knew he wasn’t interested in Trish, and Susan herself wasn’t
really interested in Alfred. Despite this, Susan agreed to have a triple date of sorts later that
night. The boys decided that they would sneak up to one of the penthouse suites and watch
a movie and they did just that.
Susan was having fun for the most part, except for when Alfred kept getting a little
too close to her and she had to scoot away from him. When the movie was nearly over and
Alfred still didn’t get the hint, Susan excused herself to the bathroom around the corner. She tried to get her friends’ attention but Linda was invested in “The Terminator” on
screen and Trish couldn’t take her eyes off of Darren. Susan stepped into the luxurious
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bathroom, which was fixed with a marble sink and a beautiful white porcelain tub. She
flicked on the light switch and sighed, looking into the mirror and realizing this trip was a
total bust. She wished she was anywhere but Oakmont at this point.
Suddenly a knock sounded at the door. The girl hastily opened the door, expecting to
find Linda or Trish on the other side, but she was taken aback to see that it was not one of
her friends, but Darren. “Movie’s pretty boring, huh?”
“No the movie is fine.” Susan responded, “Your friend Alfred is just a little too
handsy for me.”
Darren laughed and shook his head. “Sorry about him. I should have rescued you
the first time I saw you scoot away.” Susan was again surprised.
“Yeah you should have.” She said, looking up and gazing for the first time into the
eyes of the boy who was on the other side of the phone call. They were emerald and they
smiled at you for themselves.
“Maybe you could come over to our house tomorrow. It’s just down the road on
Spruce Street, and I promise we don’t have to invite Alfred—” Darren paused, “—or your
friend Trish. She’s pretty, but she’s not my type.” Darren then leaned in and kissed Susan.
She closed her eyes as he wrapped his arms around her, and Susan suddenly understood
the cliché saying about feeling sparks fly. In that moment, her mind was nowhere but right
there. But then reality slammed in at full force and she thought about her boyfriend Mike
and her best friend Trish and all of the reasons why this would never work out. She pulled
away quickly, heat rushing to her cheeks as she scooted out the door to find her friends.
“Susan, wait!” Darren hurried after her, but Susan was already around the corner
making up some lame excuse to her friends as to why she had to head back to the cabin.
She stayed quiet and kept to herself for the rest of the weekend, not revealing what had
happened in the bathroom to her friends, and telling them instead that she must have
come down with something. She continued this way for the rest of the weekend until they
drove back to Susan’s home on Sunday afternoon.
“Are you feeling any better?” Trish asked her, as they pulled into Susan’s driveway.
“A little bit, yeah.” Susan responded.
“Good!” Trish smiled, “because I need you to ask your mother if we can go back to
Oakmont next weekend.”
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea Trish. She’ll probably say no.”
“Well then steal the keys. We have to go back so I can see Darren.” Trish told her.
Susan reluctantly agreed, and at the end of the week on Friday afternoon, Trish and Susan
were in the car and on their way back to Oakmont. Linda insisted on driving separately behind them, claiming she had a plan that would help Trish win Darren. Susan played along,
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but only because she had to see him one more time before she left for college and never saw him again. When they arrived in Oakmont, Susan made her way to Spruce Street,
remembering what Darren had told her the previous weekend. Susan had told her friends
how Darren mentioned he lived in this neighborhood. They parked their cars and Linda
came running up behind them.
“Okay girls are you ready?” Linda screeched.
“Yes we’ve been ready this whole car ride!” Trish said back. “What’s your big plan?”
“Just you wait, sister.” Linda said, excitedly running to the trunk of her car. She
opened it up and pulled out a dozen pale blue helium balloons, tied together with silver
string and a piece of paper secured at the bottom of each one. She opened up the back
doors of her car and revealed at least 30 more. Trish’s mouth fell open and Susan stood
silently.
“What the hell are those for?” Trish asked, and Linda grinned back at her.
“The ticket to your relationship!” Linda replied. “I’ve got 45 balloons, I hope that’s
enough. All of them have your home phone number on them Trish. We’re gonna tie the to
the mailboxes, and then he’ll have no choice but to call. Boys love the mystery!”
“You’re out of your mind!” Susan told her.
“Oh can it. Now everybody take fifteen and let’s split up.” Linda ordered. Susan knew
better than to argue with her, and so she grabbed her handful of balloons and the girls split
up. Susan worked quickly, tying each balloon to the wooden post holding up each house’s
mailbox. When she had just one balloon left and one more house left until the end of the
street, Susan stopped. There was no mailbox at this house. Thinking quickly, she decided
to just tie it to the front door handle. She walked up the path and began to fasten the string
to the knob, when suddenly the door flew open.
“Susan!” Darren said, standing tall in front of her. “What are you doing here? How
did you know this was my house?”
“You mentioned Spruce Street and Trish wanted to come back for you, but—” Susan started.
“But what?”
“But I had to see you one more time. Darren I know it was just a kiss, but I haven’t
stopped thinking about you all week. I broke up with my boyfriend Mike on Monday, and I
haven’t told the girls anything.”
“You broke up with him for me?” Darren asked, and Susan nodded. He paused for a
second. “Susan, I leave for college in Arizona next week.”
Her heart dropped. Everything she had done; lying to her friends and breaking up
with Mike and sneaking back to Oakmont had been for nothing. “Arizona? How could you
not tell me that?”
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“It doesn’t matter. Come with me.” Darren told her. Susan’s mouth dropped open.
“Come with you? What about school? What about my family?”
“You can do a post grad year in Arizona. We can work and we’ll get jobs and then
when dental school is over for me we’ll come back. It wouldn’t be forever.” He begged her.
Susan thought for a moment, thinking about what her mother and father would do
if she went away. They might never speak to her again. She thought about her dream of
becoming a teacher and how that would fall through. She thought about leaving Trish and
Linda. Then she said one word, changing the course of her life forever. “Okay.”
Darren smiled the biggest and brightest smile Susan had ever seen, and he kissed
her. Susan felt the same sparks from that night in the bathroom, and she knew she had
made the right decision.
“I love you Susan.” he told her.
“I love you too Darren.” she responded. Then Darren’s eyes grew wide. Susan turned
around and her heart dropped.
“How could you?” an all too familiar voice said. Standing there, tears streaming
down her face, was Trish.

Race Relations: Parts One and Two
by Lydia Daigle (watercolor)
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WISHING WELL
by Maria Bailey

Wishing Well, oh Wishing Well

Wishing Well, oh Wishing Well

I wish for a pink bike

I wish to be an adult

Wishing Well, oh Wishing Well

Wishing Well, oh Wishing Well

Please bring me what I like

Please help me, it won't be difficult

Wishing Well, oh Wishing Well

Wishing at Wells is pointless

I wish for a cool new toy

Wells have no magic

Wishing Well, oh Wishing Well

I am too old for this

Please use your magic to bring me
joy

I now know that life can be tragic

HOME

by Johanna Fitzgibbons

When people used to ask me what
home is

I'd think of your course brown hair
That flowed messily in mounds like
great mountains.

All I could think of was the vast
oceans
In your deep green eyes.

When people used to ask me what
home is

When people used to ask me what
home is

I'd hear your smooth voice
verbalizing

I would remember your smile that
shone bright

Your flowing thoughts like spring
fountains.

Like stars in dark September skies.

Now when they ask me what home is

When people used to ask me what
home is

I know it's wherever you have gone.

Untitled
by Patrick Cotton (acrylics)
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GRAFFITI
by Olivia Galvin

One long, dark night, out in the world.
Spray paint in hand, covering walls.
Writing a story, for the world to see.
One to bring tears to your eyes.

Can slips out of sweaty palms.
Falling with a crash to to heavy pavement.
Ending the silence of the dark air.
The story on the wall being interrupted.

Seconds later, sirens attack.
Halting the story, ending the piece.
When all he wanted was to tell
A story, not a crime, why does it end this way?
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IN A MOMENT
by Ana Carroll

Pain is ugly.
Pain is messy and never goes away.
Pain tells you to smile while he tears you up inside.
Pain hides the reality of the misery that has taken over
Your mind,
Your being,
		You.
Pain makes you scream, but no one can hear.
He makes you cry, but no one can see.
Then you go through life, not really living.
You see faces and hear words, but it’s all a blur.
Pain turns your once colorful life into a thing of black and
white.
All it takes is a moment.
One moment for Pain to take over.
And before you know it, you find that your body mirrors the
mangled mess that is your mind.
Soon he speaks for you, putting words in your mouth.
Pain makes you say, “I’m fine,” but you’re not.
You’re not fine and you know you’re not fine, but you can’t do
anything about it.
Because he has you in his grip and you’re choking.
You drown over and over again, but no one notices.
Pain paralyzes you.
And you feel the eyes.
They watch you, follow you, and stick to you like glue.
Only in your dreams can you escape the judgement of the
eyes.
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Masquerade
by Oscar Zhang (pencil)
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INSPIRED POETRY
by Caitlin Mallahan

ice cream
not so sure how you could fall for her
a chocolate icecream chocolate jimmies kinda girl
when you had me, a twist with rainbow sprinkles

boys
Don’t be blinded by
empty promises and by
cliche compliments
You are worth so much
(Without carrying his weight)
You will go places

me
even though you’ll never care
for me
the way you used to
i hope you’ll always see me
as the person i used to be
and not the person you turned
me into
19
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THE BEACH
by Lauren Lamberger

The sun beams,
Bronzing her subjects.
The waves crash,
Creating a symphony to
accompany your nap.
The sand burns,
While you run through
the flames.
The wind rushes,
Through their shades of
green.
The sky blue,
Your dreams chase

their never ending
highways.
The kids laugh,
Creating a home for the
King and Queen.
Seagulls squawk,
Just for a taste of your
lunch.
You’re alone with your
thoughts,
Never wanting to lose
your tranquil paradise.
20
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ACK

by Alex Sacco

The warm Nantucket breeze As you remember how your
blows your hair,
love was made.
Walking on the beach with- With all the endless shopping
out a care.
to do,
The cold water meets your But don’t forget about all the
feet,
food.
As you pick up all the shells Just a sandy, wind swept
you meet.
island,
Where memories wash over What more would you have it
the active beaches,
be?
And its salty air recalls the There once was a girl that fell
footprints.
in love with ACK
Your love for this island will And after that, she never
never fade,
looked bACK.

Cape Cod Sunset by Margaux Guion (photograph)
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CAPE COD
by Margaux Guion

Excitement fills you as you
drive across thr bridge
You roll down the windows to
smell the salty air
that comes from the bright
blue waves that you're
crossing over.
The highway changes from
commercialized billboards to
sand dunes.

short winding drive
You are greeted at the
entrance by a sign that reads
"Brewster Park Club"
It's still June, so the official
tourist season hasn't begun
This means you aren't trying
to weave your car in and

out of small white picket
fences with the additional
You can't believe you're still in challenge of speed bumps
the same state
You're almost to the small old
you were in while driving
through Boston

You get off the exit and after a

cottage

and it feels like home.
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THAT WAS THE SUMMER
by Jordan Bergeron

It was summer
A blue sky every day
Even if the sky was dark
Mango Mondays
Thirsty Thursdays
But what day really was it at all?
To have a Mango Monday on a Wednesday was not bizarre in
the slightest.
No one knew the time or the day
We just were
People showed
Or they didn’t and it was all normal;
To wake up in the morning and find people at your house
already
Were they early or were they still there from the night before?
Every week the ice was cold and tasted of strawberries or
coconut
The pool a light color of blue and the sun warm on your face
It was never quiet
The blender
The music
Buffett or Brown
The laughter
The splashes
To have a day unlike this was a spectacular event
It started on a Thursday and never really stopped
That was the summer
23
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THE RINGLING BROTHERS:
BARNUM, BAILEY, & BURN
by Maya Heafield

T

July 6th, 1914

he atmosphere was
pregnant with excitement
and a touch of magic
as the crowd flooded into the
grounds. Anxious thoughts of
war, finances and daily chores
were that of the past, instantly
replaced by the swooning
smell of air blown sugar and
perpetually popping kernels.
Children were practically
jumping out of their skin at the
thought of what was to come.
This was such a treat!

can begin. In the meantime,
please enjoy popcorn, roasted
peanuts and all of our delicious
concessions! Thank you and
enjoy!
The crowd bustled with
disappointment, though they
turned to refreshments to pass
the time and all was forgotten.
Cigarettes were lit and a smoky
haze hung above the vendor’s
tents as the big top ascended
into the sky.
“Oh, Charles isn't this
wonderful! Look at all the
animals that will be in the show!
I have never seen an elephant
before this day, how magnificent
is that!” Marie Ann chimed to
her son Charles. Charles was
a young boy of five, wild with
the whimsical nature of this
environment though slightly, to
say the least, overwhelmed by
the thousands of attendees.

“Ladies and gentleman,”
boomed the microphones,
causing everyone to jump to
attention, “Welcome to the
Ringling Brothers and Barnum
and Bailey Circus! We would like
to take a moment to apologize
to the great city of Hartford,
there has been a slight delay for
our show this afternoon. We are
doing everything in our power
to speed up the preparations
so you can enjoy our fantastic
Ringling Brothers Circus.
You will be notified when we

“Mumma did you hear that tiger
roar? I wonder what he is gonna
do for us! Can we go look at

24

The Hartford circus fire, which occurred on July 6, 1944, in Hartford, Connecticut,
was one of the worst fire disasters in the history of the United States.

Aquias re aliquiat acerem il eatia volut pelitis de
precus moloreped eos dolo voloriori del id et aut
quamusamet ati doluptatur, voluptio. Evelest, ad minis
dolorat ibusam nest

him?” he exclaimed. Charles was
thrilled that his mother brought
only him, not his younger sister
and not even his father! It was a
special day, how lucky he was.
Marie Ann and Charles
were very similar in their
manner and in their features:
high cheek bones, a prominent
french nose and thick brown
hair. Marie Ann was a beautiful
young women, her skin
radiating with beauty. Many
of the other women were
accompanied by their husbands
and made it a family affair;

however, Marie Ann’s husband
absolutely hated the thought of
a circus. Carneys and hundreds
of people, let alone thousands,
were not his event of choice. He
was a beach dweller to say the
least, but Marie Ann couldn't
pass up such a wonderful
opportunity to take her son
to Hartford from Jamestown,
Rhode Island to experience such
a great time.
“Attention, attention! The show
must go on people! You may take
your seats within the big top.
Prepare to be amazed!” the
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announcer projected.

The ringleader oriented
himself in the center of the ring
A herd of heads rushed
and the audience murmured
into the enormous tent and filled
into a hushed silence.
in the bleachers. Dust fogged the
grounds and the inside of the
“Hello! From the Ringling
tent; beginning to settle after all Brothers and Barnum and Bailey
eight thousand people finally
Circus, we would like to thank
took their seats. Popcorn was in you for being here with us! You
the hands of many, anticipating might think you know what
the sensational show that was
to expect, or not, but I assure
about to awe the masses. The
you all that we have a fantastic
Ringleader began to circle his
show planned. Let’s begin!” he
stage.
bellowed.
“Momma, I can hear
the elephants! Their feet are
stomping, I bet they are excited
to see all of us!” Charles giddily
whispered as the tent hushed for
the show to begin.

Ferocious felines,
astonishing acrobats, and all
other performers spilled out
behind the curtains and began
to circle the tent. It was like a
spell, the awestruck crowd had
their gaze perpetually fixed on
the ring.

“Yes honey, I bet they
are. They love doing all sorts
of tricks and—excuse me sir,
may I ask you to refrain from
smoking directly in my son’s
face? That smell is unbearable
and normally I would move but
we are blocked in here,” Marie
Ann huffed. How rude! Can’t we
simply enjoy the circus without
such foul odors.

“Woahh” Charles
whispered, then suddenly he
looked around, “Momma, why
does it smell funny?”
“I don’t know honey,” Marie Ann
distractedly uttered, “I thought
I asked the man to put that
cigarette out.”
She turned back to
the ring, her eyes locked on
the beginning performance,
mesmerized by the slinky
motion of the acrobats. In the
midst of this hypnosis, she
noticed the smell her son had
previously acknowledged.

“Jeez sorry, I didn't
mean to upset you,” the young
man retorted as he flicked his
cigarette carelessly behind him.
“Momma look! Its
starting!” Charles enthused.
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“FIRE! Help! FIRE!” a woman
a couple yards to her right
shrieked.
A panic blossomed in
that section of the stands as the
flames became visible and more
screams burst out. The opposite
side of the ring was ignorant of
this matter, until the fire scaled
up the walls of the big top and
released its mighty to roar.
“Momma! Charles bawled.
Marie Ann grasped her
frightened son’s arm and fought
to push through the hysteria,
“Let us through! We need to get
out of here!”
Adrenaline was coursing
through every single vein,
except for the ones closest
to that damned cigarette.
Every person was frantically
attempting to move forward,
yet nobody seemed to be going
anywhere. The smoke was thick
with fear and pain as flames
began to envelop the circus

goers. The terrified trumpets
of elephants and the roars
of the tigers paired with the
shrieks of pain and the cries for
help echoed for miles. Flames
licked the tent as the inside of
the big top now resembled an
incinerator. Rivers of people
burst out and away like white
water from a dam as fire engines
from afar competed with the
engine of the beast.
“Move, move, I need to
get—” Marie Ann struggled.
She realized that Charles
was not in her grasp anymore;
horror was all she felt now.
Turning back and facing the
monster in the eyes, Charles was
no where in sight. Her breathing
became forced and slowed as
smoke replaced the oxygen in
her lungs. The effort it took
to keep her eyes open was too
much. Beads of sweat began to
bubble on her skin; those beads
turned to boils as the blaze
embraced her.
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I COULD ONLY
THINK OF HIM
by Jordan Bergeron

The morning broke through the glass
And the mountains rose with the sun, revealing themselves to me
for the first time
It was a warm blue, still and magnificent
Peaceful and quiet
Icy, beautiful, untouched
I was the perfect contrast
Swollen lips
Dark eyes
Messy hair
Pathetic at the very least
My feet could once again feel the floor under them
but I couldn’t move
The warmth that grabbed hold of my chest was gone
but I could still taste it on my lips
The custody of my mind returned to its rightful owner
but I could only think of him

Yin-Yang
by Nick Jope (acrylics)
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THE HOUSE THAT
STANDS NO MORE
by Samuel Buzzotta

There is a house that stands no more.
It once stood tall, with its head held high
Like a soldier from war,
Only this war was lost.
Now it lies in ruin.
Mother nature had taken its course.
And what remains is a broken foundation.
Look around you, there is a story to be told
The winds of destruction crashed through,
And where were you?
You had our trust and money
In exchange for our protection.
But you were everywhere but here,
And now my house stands no more.
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Untitled
Oscar Zhang (watercolor)
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GREAT BLASKET 1892

by Ana Carroll

I stood at the edge of the small fishing boat and looked back at the mainland disappearing on the horizon. Dunquin, my home, was now just a speck
across the ocean. My hands tightened on the cool railing and I looked down
at the wedding band that now adorned my finger. It was a welcome unfamiliarity, a good change, I told myself; although I didn’t feel any different. I had
a new name - I was no longer Talullah Sullivan, I was now Talullah Murphy. I
repeated my new name over and over in my head until I no longer heard my
name, it was just a sound on my lips - Talullah Murphy. I was going to have a
new home on the island, secluded away from everything I’ve ever known. And
I had a new family. I turned to look at my husband, Declan Murphy, a simple
and handsome man.
I met him not long ago while I was working as a housemaid in Dunquin.
I fell in love with Declan at first sight, surprising both him and myself since
we were complete opposites. Declan worked as a fisherman and lived in a
cottage on the remote and mysterious Great Blasket Island, which is where we
were now headed.
When I was a little girl, my father told me many stories about the magic
of the island. He told me tales of witches and ghosts that would have made
any other child frightened, but these legends fascinated me. I knew my father’s stories were supposed to scare me and keep me from interfering with
forces greater than I could imagine, but before my mother passed she told me
to embrace the stranger parts of life, so I did. I knew that there were so many
strange things in this world beyond our knowledge, and maybe there are
witches and ghosts too, but I didn’t understand why they would come back to
this world when they have already gone from it.
I walked to the other side of the boat to where Declan was watching the
island unfold in front of him. I slid my hand into his and watched with him.
The sight of it had me forgetting how to breathe. The fog rolled off the bright
green hills of the island and onto the deep blue water in a way that looked as
if it was in a painting. I could see the village, too - a collection of stone cottages on the hill above the beach. There were children running around in
front of what I assumed to be the schoolhouse, they were playing some sort of
game, chasing each other around and around. My heart lurched at the sight of
this happiness, this innocence. There were women in gardens collecting
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food and animals wandering around freely. I saw clearly for the first time this
community that was the very soul of irish culture and I knew in my heart that
looking at this island, I saw home.
“Are you ready?” Declan asked me, squeezing my hand in his.
“Yes,” I replied, smiling up at him, “I am.”
We anchored the boat and had to take a small canoe to the island pier.
We were greeted by roaming donkeys, sheep, cattle, and other animals. They
were grazing on the open fields and walking about among the people of the
island, who didn’t seem the least bit bothered by it. The islanders were a welcoming and hospitable people, they made me feel at home at once. I soon
noticed that everyone in the village seemed to be distantly related one way or
another, but that came as no surprise to me. The island community was small,
there were only about 100 people in the village. I was introduced to everyone all at once, which was a bit overwhelming. I soon met all four of Declan’s
brothers - Malachi, Cormac, Finnegan, and Calloway. They were exactly as he
has described them to me: rambunctious, wild, lively, and, most of all, loud.
“So you’re Talullah?” Declan’s oldest brother, Malachi, asked, eyes looking me
up and down.
“Yes.”
“Well, we sure are glad you’re a real person. For awhile there we thought
that Declan was making the whole thing up just to get us off his back.” One of
the brothers cried out as they clapped one another on the back and fell over
on each other in a fit of laughter. It was surprising to me how similar they
all looked. They all had the same thick, disheveled red-brown hair and the
same short scruffy beard. The only difference was Declan’s eyes, which were a
bright blue compared to his brothers’ dark brown eyes. I always thought that
looking at his eyes was like looking at the ocean on a sunny day, beautiful and
calming.
We finally made it to Declan’s cottage, which he had built for us by himself. I was quite impressed with his work as I looked up at our home. It was a
small stone cottage, like all the rest in the village, with a thatched roof and to
the side of the house was a small garden. It was simple, but it was perfect.
“Do you like it?” He asked me from behind.
“I love it,” I said, reaching my hand back and motioning for him to come
with me, “Come on, let’s go home.”
I learned my way around the island quickly, going exploring on the days
when Declan was out fishing. Days on the island were spent gathering food,
tending to the garden, watching children play on the shores of the beach, and
waiting for Declan to return from sea. The nights were spent together telling
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stories around a fire, which reminded me of nights with my father as a child.
I noticed a special closeness among the islanders, they were proud of their
Gaelic traditions and this vivid storytelling was a way to keep their tradition
alive. I told the islanders all the stories that my father told me when I was little and they began to accept me as one of their own.
One night when all the fisherman were home from sea on holiday, the
islanders were gathered to celebrate the New Year. I sat with Declan on a
large stone near the fire, hand in hand and huddled close for warmth. An old
woman, who was known to be the best storyteller of the island, decided to tell
a tale about the old island witch that I had heard only once before from my
father.
“The story goes…” she started, “that there was a witch named Alma
Fitzgerald among the first settlers of the island. Alma was a peaceful young
woman, she always minded her own business and performed her rituals
without upsetting the people in the village. Sometimes she would even help
the villagers with her herbal remedies and potions. She was popular among
young women who wished to be rid of a child they didn’t want. Alma fell in
love with a young fisherman who lived on the island. They were happy and
planned to be wed in secret, but a great storm hit the island while Alma’s
love was out at sea. Alma waited every day down at the beach, but he never
returned. Alma cursed the gods and, in her anger, put a curse on the island.
Every couple hundred years, there will be a storm and a fisherman will be lost
because Alma wanted others to feel her pain. Some people say that Alma was
with child when she lost her lover and now her bloodline lives on on the other
side of the island. But anyone who is brave, or stupid, enough to venture over
there is never seen again.”
The old woman looked around at the faces of the islanders, which had
paled in horror even though they had heard this tale many times before.
Young women held on tighter to their husbands’ hands as if Alma would come
down from the sky and take them away. A shiver went down my spine because
being here on the island and hearing that story, it was different now. I wondered about it, what was actually on the other side of the island, or who.
“Hey, I dare you to go find the witch.” Malachi whispered to me.
“When are you going to get it through your thick head to take the legends seriously, Malachi?” Declan whispered back to him.
“Yeah, but do you remember that time we dared little Cal to steal old
man McDonnell’s pipe? The rumors said it would let him live forever like the
old man, but one breath in and I swear the time he spent coughing took 10
years off his life.” Malachi said ruffling Calloway’s russet hair and doubling
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over with laughter.
“Hey! I’m not little, you - ” Calloway argued as he punched his brother’s
arm and a slur of gaelic swears escaped from the youngest brother’s mouth.
The mood of the room had completely changed, the islanders were now laughing together and toasting to the new year. The fiddle began playing a cheerful
tune and everyone howled as they stood to join in the jig. Declan stood up and
took my hand to dance. We spun around and danced together until the sun
came up. But the next morning, the question of what resided on the other side
of the island still burned at the back of my mind.
I had to say goodbye to Declan a few days later as he was about to set out
on another fishing trip.
“Be safe, please.” I said to him.
“Oh, I’m always safe you have nothing to worry about.” He reassured me
as he pulled me into his arms.
“How long?”
“Five days.” Declan sighed and looked down at me. “It will be over before
you know it.”
“I know, I’ll miss you.” Declan’s shipmates whistled and hollered that it
was time to leave.
“Well, get going now.” I said as I placed a kiss on his cheek and waved
him away. I watched him walk down the path to where his friends were waiting for him. I started to walk away, but turned around when I heard him call to
me,
“I’ll come home to you, Talullah Murphy! Don’t you worry!”
“I’ll see you in five days!” I hollered back.
For five days, I didn’t worry. For the next five, I was going out of my
mind. Two weeks after I said goodbye to Declan I stood next to our cottage
looking out at the ocean, which was clear and blue as day. I had a pack of food
by my side and only one thing on my mind as I turned and started my trek toward the far side of the island - I was going to find a witch.
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FIELD OF FLOWERS
by Jane Bradley

They said all good things take time,
But one day I sat in a field of flowers and
realized that isn’t true,
Good things happen everyday,
A cup of coffee on a Sunday morning,
Holding a newborn baby,
Making someone laugh,
Everything is good when you look at it from a
field of flowers,
Giving someone a gift,
Holding hands,
Car rides in the rain,
Sitting down after standing all day,
The first bite into your favorite meal,
But when they told me good things take time,
They never told me about all the wonderful
things in between,
And I never realized until I sat in a field of
flowers.
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Sunflower
by Ivy Storey (paper quilling)
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SEASONS
by Margaux Guion

I matched the seasons
In ctober my emotions were beginning to numb
As it got colder and colder
They were being knocked out of me like leaves on a
tree
The boys started to pile them up
And jump into them to play with
But soon the winter came
And the leaves were covered in piles of snow
There were no more leaves to play with
I was left with a frozen
Heart and a head full of
Shivering thoughts
“How did you get so cold?”

Rainbow
by Mrs. Sica (photograph)

35

MAGAZINE

TRY AND KEEP THE
CONVERSATION ALIVE

by Jane Bradley

I was sitting in a bookstore the other morning, early morning, with the
city outside bubbling with loose, caffeinated energy. I felt like I was the only
one being still, and quiet. I was not on the phone, sending emails, or replying
to professors. I was watching the city go by.
I was in my hometown, Portland, Oregon. I used to go to this bookstore as
a little girl when I had money from helping my mother around the house. It
used to be called York’s but the new owners changed the name to Book and
Bar.
I watched people flutter in and out, ready and in need of a warm cup of
coffee and a story to read. I sat there and watched them for a long time.
I step out and lay down on a bit of grass in the park next door. The wind
blowing my hair and dress every which way. I look up at the clouds, the distance between me and them is hundreds of thousands of miles long but it
feels as if I could reach out and grab a handful, like a kid in a candy shop.
I start thinking about this bookstore and the washed out bricks that
still hold the place together. Everyday I lived, this bookstore was here, on
this street, next to the park I lay in now. I used to sit here with a book when
I was younger and dream about what life would be like. A husband, two kids,
a beautiful house in the countryside with two yellows labs laying in the green
grass in the front yard. My sweet, innocent brain didn’t have any idea what a
broken heart was.
Today, I lay here as a broke college student, having no idea where life
is taking me and why if there is a God out there he would choose this path for
me. Everything seemed to be going wrong and I longed for the days of sitting
in this park with a hot chocolate from the bookstore, getting lost in a novel
with a happily ever after.
The clouds move slowly across the sky, and so I sit here and think. I
think about simple things like how you are always breathing but you never
think about it until you try to control it. I think about more complex things
like space and the possibility of other planets with living creatures. I think
about your crooked little smile and your blue eyes that hold millions of galaxies. The way your hands used to hold mine and the way your lips moved when
you told me you loved me.
“Caroline, do you understand what it means to die?”
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“Yes, Levi, of course I do.”
“I’m dying Caroline. I mean, we all are, but I am faster than the rest of
you, of everyone.”
“Does it hurt?”
“No.”
“How long do we have?”
“We have the summer, Caroline. We have a summer of sunsets, fairs,
drive in movies and trips to the beach.”
My tears came like my eyes were having a meteor shower. His galaxy
eyes stayed big, open and focused on my shower eyes.
“All summer?”
“All summer.”
I lay in the grass now, remembering this conversation and how Levi
promised me the summer of sunsets, and fairs and laughter and picnics. He
promised me these things, but the second night of summer, with plans of a
trip to Trail Lake complete with a blanket and a picnic and sweet kisses under
the sun, I got a call in the middle of the night. It was Levi’s mother. With her
voice flooded by tears and mouthfuls of unsaid words, she muttered to me the
Levi’s life ended. It was two o’clock in the morning. We were going to see the
sunrise. We were getting up at four.
For some reason she said, “I’m sorry.” I found it funny that she was apologizing.
“Where is he?” I asked.
“At the hospital, we brought him here but it was too late.”
I didn’t cry. I couldn’t cry.
With the clouds surrounding me, and the old bookstore to my side, I sit
here and wonder about Levi and his life, and how the summer would have
been different if he had just made it through like he promised me.
“Hello?” A voice interrupts my thoughts. “Hello?”
I look up to see an unfamiliar, yet too familiar, face.
“Hi,” I say back.
“Can I sit here?” Knowing that she expected the answer to be yes, I motioned for her to sit.
“What’s your name?” I ask her.
“Lily.” She reaches out for a handshake. “You’re Caroline. It’s nice to
meet you.”
“You...you know my name?” The words get lost in my throat before I can
allow for them.
“Oh yes.”
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“But, how?”
Lily’s long, blonde hair flows out behind her, only half of it up in a braid.
She has deep brown eyes. Freckles scatter across her nose and cheeks. She
has shallow dimples adorning her cheeks. Her lips are red and rosey, without
any traces of makeup.
“Levi told me about you.”
“Levi?” I say, astonished at what I am hearing.
“Were you just thinking about him?” She says with a smirk of sincerity.
I nod.
“I see.” She takes a sip of coffee. “He thinks about you often.”
“How...Who are you?” Where do I even begin with my questions?
“Levi knows you think about him. He feels it.”
“That didn’t answer my question.”
“I’ll see you later Caroline.”
I watched her walk out of the restaurant with her worn Birkenstocks
and flowy skirt. Her blonde hair following her in a slow wave.
I get up to leave, scared and uncertain at the conversation. In her seat
was a book: When Death Interrupted: How To Keep The Conversation Alive.

Sunset
by Emily Manning (watercolor)
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I HATE SONNETS
by Caitlin Mallahan

Let me not write a sonnet in this class.
I’m telling you, you can’t make me do it.
I won’t write one even if I don’t pass.
If I have to write one it will sound like shit.
I’m bad at writing, I can’t even rhyme.
Iambic pentameter makes me cry.
This idea was such a big waste of time.
Writing this is not even worth a try.
After all, I’m no William Shakespeare-There is no one quite like him, and trust me,
This is not something that you want to hear.
It will be terrible, just wait and see.
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THE WOLF
by Maya Heafield

There was a deer, a doe
Brown pelt, white tail, soft as her fur;
Content

The doe at her clovers
And pranced around to impress the bucks,
Just as her doe friends did.
There was a field of greenery and lushness.
This was where the doe longed to stay;
The warmth of summer and the plentiful beauty
Was her euphoria.
Until the winter came.
The doe had no place to go
Since hers was blanketed with snow;
So she ventured to find another.
Until the wolf came.
The wolf invited her in, during her vulnerable
State of wanting a new place to go.
His cave was warm and dry
Free from snow and ice
The doe was drawn into the cave
Notions of green and lush were
Absent from her mind
The wolf was fascinating
Different from the bucks
Mysterious
The doe bonded with the wolf
Though she changed her strides
To be able to run with the pack
They took her far from her home
The other deer that she knew so well
Spring will never come for her
Because the wolf came
40

Autumn
by Oscar Zhang (colored pencil)
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EMERALD CITY

by Lauren Lamberger

C

oming up from the
underground station I
anticipate what I have
been longing for my whole life.
Hot rays beat down on my skin,
as hurried people around me
drip in sweat under their suit
and tie. The buildings shined
brighter than they looked on
television. The sun reflected
off of the mirrored skyscrapers
and windows on opposite
buildings. Their gargantuan
length carried my eyes to the
top, eventually blinding me
from the sun. My teachers have
told me about New York, but
they never explained it like this.
Not only are the sights of the city
overwhelming, but so too are
the sounds. People constantly
yell, car horns blare, busses
screech, Ms. Busy’s shoes click
on the sidewalk. I don’t even
know where to go from here.
I see an empty yellow cab and
make my way toward the sedan.
As I climb into the infamous car
a heavy-set man pushes me out
of his way and jumps in.

my journey for a cab as I walk
through the busy streets. The
scent of fresh roasted peanuts
fill my nose and sends an instant
craving into my empty stomach.
Considering a snack, I spotted
an empty cab. I ran up to it and
jumped in even faster than Mr.
Busy had. The little old man in
the front seat cleared his throat
raising his eyebrows at me
through his mirror.
“Oh sorry, I’m not familiar
with the area at all. I’m not
sure where to go,” I hesitated
as I frantically looked through
documents for my new home.
“East 46th.” He nodded
and off we went. When we
arrived at the apartment
building I noticed the trees
that flooded the streets with
their emerald leaves. They
look as if they are fake and
could melt off the branches
among the blistering heat. I
took trips bringing my heavy
suitcases into the apartment
with my roommate. Once I was
somewhat settled I decide to
become more familiar with my
new neighborhood. I step out
onto the sidewalk and make my
way to Times Square. Walking
over a manhole, the steam

“East 48th, and step on it,”
I hear him order as he glares at
me with a rude look on his face.
Well excuse me Mr. Busy don’t
let me get in your way, I think to
myself quite irritated. I continue
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The "Emerald City" that the protagonist moves to in Lauren Lamberger's short
fiction is New York City.
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pushes my skirt up and
surrounding construction
workers hoot and whistle. My
cheeks feel hotter than the sun’s
rays as I pick up my pace. Many
people flood the sidewalks,
and others clog the street with
bumper-to-bumper traffic.
When I arrive in the center of
the city I am overwhelmed with
bright lights, Mr. Busy using
not so nice words to the person
who took his cab, the aroma
of greasy pizza, hot dogs and
of course utter shock. I didn’t
expect to be here in my life, it
was all surreal to me. I glanced

at the New Year's billboard as it
read 2016. Changing billboard
images covered every building
as far as the eye could see.
I haven’t moved my legs, I
feel unable to. My eyes met a
billboard stretching across an
entire building; it suddenly
changed images, and there I
am. New York City Ballet, I only
dreamed of this and awoke to
the reality of nothing in my
small town. My dance teacher
took a chance on me, and drove
me to an audition. I never
thought I would make it.
Arriving back to my
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apartment, I tried to create
my bearings. The floorboards
creak with every step I take
towards the outdated kitchen. I
rummaged up some old beans
and grinded up coffee beans for
an early morning tomorrow. My
roommate barely speaks to me,
her name is Vera. She has long
brown hair, that is as thin as
she is. Her eyes stare at you as if
she has it out for you, her gaze
immediately intimidates you.
Her wardrobe consists of solid
color consignment store finds
and dance attire. She danced in
Russia her whole life and landed
a job as a principal dancer here
in New York. From what I read
online she is very serious about
what she does. I also read she
was wrongfully accused of a
murder, I feel horrible. I can’t
imagine what she must have
went through. She walked into
the kitchen, I tried to smile at
her.

gray hair is perfectly swept
to one side, his eyes always
welcome you and so does his
soft crooked smile. His son
Nilas is dating Vera, which
I don’t quite understand.
Especially since I often find
them quarreling. Mr. Martins
just posted the cast for our
next ballet, Romeo and Juliet,
everyone including myself
ran up to the board anxiously
awaiting our fate. Vera’s scream
echoed throughout the studio
as Nilas tried to calm her down.
Vera approached me, I feared
for my life. Nilas anxiously
grinned at me, steering Vera
away from me while my peers
congratulated me. I walked
up to the board, it read “Claire
Campbell” next to Juliet. My
eyes widened in disbelief. Vera
talked for weeks about how
much she longed for this role,
and now me, a newbie took
away what was hers.

“You make coffee, bad
for dance,” she barked in her
broken English.

Starting our first day
of rehearsal, I was filled
with excitement. As the day
continued, I dreaded practicing
the scene where Nilas and I have
to kiss. As we started rehearsal,
Mr. Martins of course wanted to
go over the scene where Romeo
kisses Juliet. I could feel my eyes
rolling in the back of my head
until Nilas grabbed my hand to
begin. Nilas and I dance

“I make coffee so I don’t
fall asleep,” I joked as her
uncomfortable gaze pierced
my eyes. After about a week of
early morning and late night
rehearsals the director of the
ballet took notice of me. Peter
Martins is his name, his thin
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flawlessly together. We move as
one and glide across the floor
smoother than butter. Nilas
dipped me backwards, I feel
his lips press mine. I open my
eyes to a peaceful grin painted
across his face. I smiled back
as I stared into his striking blue
eyes.

my chicken I could hear Nilas
settle into Veras room. Before
I could finish making chicken
and rice, I was launched onto
the floor by someone with frail
skeleton like hands. I awoke to
Vera standing over me with a
demonic grin painted on her
face. She gleamed at a mirrored
light followed by a snicker. She’s
holding a knife. I instantly panic
and try to stand up.

Following rehearsal, Vera
and Nilas were bickering once
again, this time about the kiss.
I could hear them yelling from
the other dressing room.

“You go no where dumb
American girl.”

“You enjoy kiss, I saw with
my eyes. I kill her after I kill
you,” Vera snaps. Nilas quickly
rebutted her “observation.” I
feel uneasy about going back to
the apartment tonight, staying
here at the studio and eating
the crumbs of my pb&j sounds
like a better night to me. I can’t
let Vera intimidate me, she will
be in her room all night with
Nilas anyway. As I got home I
quickly made dinner fearing
a one sided argument with
Vera. I continuously glanced
over my shoulder as I could
feel the inevitable tension
from the other room. Nilas
came into the kitchen and
fixed drinks. I thought I saw
him put something in Vera’s
cocktail, but I know rehearsals
are putting a strain on me and
I’m seeing things. As a chopped

“Vera, Nilas and I have no real
connection. It was just part of
the ballet. Just please put the
knife down.”
“No, no, no. I saw stupid
look in your eye.”
“I look at him “like that”
as part of the performance,
it’s not real. Just please put the
knife down.”
“I and Nilas already
talked. He says you pretty and
better dancer than me. That
never happens. Now it’s time for
you to go. You no scream, I make
it quick.”
I could feel my sweat
mix together with the tears
streaming down my face.
Looking around the darkened
room, I only see light from the
city. My city, I made it and now
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it's all over. The light from
the city reflected off of Vera’s
emerald ring. The same emerald
the leaves are in the city, the
fake leaves that could melt off
the trees. Nilas and I are just as
fake as those trees. I try to move
but a tied rope scraped against
my skin and blood drips from
the tight rope. I beg for my life
as Vera raises my fate above her
head and her inhuman eyes lock
mine. Before she could plunge
the razor sharp knife, she
collapsed. Nilas runs into the
room quickly and unties me.
“Are you okay? I’m sorry
she did that, she's actually a
psychopath,” his eyes widened.
“Nilas, what is going on?”
“I’ve been trying to leave Vera
for a while now, she won’t let
me leave her. You know how
she was let go for a murder she
didn’t commit? Oh she actually
did that, she killed her. She tells
me I’m next if I break up with
her. When she told me she was
going to kill you over a ballet
role I knew it was finally time to
do something.”
“You did this? Well is she okay?”
Nilas didn’t answer me and ran
out of the apartment. I crept up
to Vera and checked for a pulse,
nothing.
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STEVIE

by Mikaela Newman

in this moment it becomes evident that
it’s in these moments that we should feel
most alive
with the noise shaking every nail in the
building
bright white light blinding row by row
the light goes down now
the room illuminated only by the twinkles
of inconsistent flames
and despite a thousand people pressed
into the cavern
not one of them feels lost
so loud we feel it in our bones
so bright our eyes burn
so cold we shiver
so brilliant our hearts swell up and burst
“Gestalt-Rugo”
by Peter Bitman (colored pencils)
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