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Sitting alone in a field of strawberries,

Colorful rain, a reminder of happy days now lost.

I watch a young mouse frantically run around,
lost.

I begin to run, the chromatic rocks under my feet
turn to snow.

Eternal sunshine is taken over by rain.

The world falls away, and I am on a cloud that
smells of strawberries.

As one day we all find ourselves drifting,
far, far away, far from home, into the shadows.
Never again to see a beautiful rainbow, or the
morning glow of fresh snow.
But what even is said snow?
Cold, wet, burdening. In wartime, it covers fields
painted red like strawberries.
Why do we care for winter, the months dark as a
shadow?
The mouse and I are kindred spirits. I, too, am
lost.
Lost is a funny word, with many meanings; physically, or emotionally drifted
away to a new world, without pain or sadness,
without storm or rain.
I am startled with the revelation that it has begun
to rain.
My mouse friend is gone; he escaped while I was
thinking about snow.
Looking down at the dirt, away I drift
far from the field of strawberries
to a strange new world; a cave, colorful and vast.
I am lost.
Sparkling diamonds fill the walls, light draws me
in, here there are no shadows.
I am hesitant to relish in my treasures, fearful of
lurking shadows.
Tired, I lay down to fall asleep, but all I can hear
is rain.

Like pebbles on a stream, with the wind I drift.
Drift, drift, drift, away we drift.
I know no longer where I am, but I long for my
shadows.
I wish to go home again, to see glistening sunshine on bright red strawberries.
Even the dreary feeling of rain hitting the roof, oh
the rain!
Rain that turns to snow.
Snow that welcomes me home, tearing away the
feeling of Lost.
I don’t want to be lost.
I am afraid to keep drifting.
I cry on my cloud which is as white as sparkling
snow;
my tears fall in a deluge, brewing storm clouds
above me, spawn shadows.
I close my eyes and pray for sunshine after rain.
It seems like hours pass, until I finally can once
again smell strawberries.
I am surrounded by a circle of snow, but it soon
melts and now is lost.
I don’t care, I have my strawberries, and my
mouse who hasn’t drifted too far from me
I look to the sky, a shadowy storm cloud opens
the fields up to summer rain.
Mary Katherine Patteson
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Reflection
I sit in front of the mirror.
I try to see what others see.
In the eyes of my teacher, I am an excellent student-athlete. I get good grades, participate in class, and always have my homework
done; while never missing a sports practice.
In the eyes of my friends, I am the daring funny one. Always striving for adventure, always
cracking a joke. In the eyes of my parents, I am
respectful, contributing to the family dinner
conversations and always home by curfew.
But who am I really?
Am I happy?
It is kind of odd, that everyone who
sees you, sees you completely uniquely, with a
completely diﬀerent set of eyes. Everyone has
their own fragmented piece of your looks, your
actions, your personality, what makes you, you
in their mind.
I look into the mirror. Within the eyes
staring back at me, I see many things.
I see bright, intelligent eyes staring back
at me. The same eyes that have poured over
any book in my reach, taking in each bit of
knowledge. The same eyes that have scoured
fantasy books, each with its own lesson that can
be applied to anyone’s life. The eyes that have
searched far and wide across the internet for
answers about the vast world that is in constant
motion around me. The way a star is born and
dies, the countless beautiful creatures living
in the ocean, how human society is shaped by
those within them. Each sentence and phrase
redefines how I view the world around me, each
sentence and phrase as important as the last
regardless of subject matter.
I see the hair that has been dyed all my
favorite colors, the result of always questioning
society’s rules and expectations. The society

I have grown up in tells me what to wear and
what to look like and what is beautiful, but defying those expectations is what makes a person
unique.
I see my desire to continue to defy society’s expectations of what success looks like and
to live a life that will be full to me. Life that is
full of happy memories, that is full adventure
and new experiences, rather than a big house and
expensive cars.
I see the rainbow bracelet tied around
my wrist. Those seven simple colors that have
defined an aspect of my life kept hidden for a
majority of my years. Those colors that symbolize
how love cannot be defined or outlawed by any
government. The colors that show my mental
struggle with an identity that I used to hate, but
is now a source of pride. I have learned that no
matter what, being true to yourself is the most
important thing you can do.
I see rough and scarred hands and wrists.
The rough hands and scars from working hard
from a young age, being tired but never giving
up. Calluses on my hand from raking leaves, taking out the trash, and scooping ice cream at the
jobs I have worked. My dreams becoming more
reality with each earned penny being put into
savings.
I sit in front of the mirror now, more
satisfied. I strive for greatness not because of the
praise of others, but because of the excitement of
learned new things. I am confident, not because
I fit society’s beauty standards, but because I
have realized that I am perfectly unique. Other
people’s expectations and thoughts do not define
me.
In the eyes staring back at me through the
mirror, I see myself. And I am happy with what I
see.

Riley Mulligan

The Girl in my Writing Class
The girl in my writing class

To her but only her while the rest of us disagree,
The thoughts that whisper to her saying that she is

We pause and wait for her to begin,

only a wannabe,

Oblivious to the struggle within;
But we can see clearly that she is beautiful and bright;
She speaks with a quiet torment,

Her laughter fills the room with unseen light,

Phrases laced with intent,
The thing we know
Her minds venom hurled onto paper,

Is that she shines with a inner beauty aglow,

The words creep through the air like a dark vapor
I want her to realize
We drink from the poison of her mind,

That there is no need to agonize

Thoughts behind the words unconfined
Over the comments of people who drag down
To the simple phrases she manipulates;

Hoping to make her drown

Delicate words wrenching our hearts like weights
Do not give them, or life, the satisfaction;
Somehow the delicate words are also sharp as a blade,

Do not let their words gain traction.

Conjuring a dark serenade.
I know my words might seem empty or plain,
Her tone,

A candy heart, sweet, but it doesn’t remain,

Showing us how in a class of people she still feels
alone;
But what I am trying to convey is true;
The ink

I hope you see you the way I do.

Creeping oﬀ the pages and making us think
Riley Mulligan
About how when she looks in the mirror,
She sees flaws that cannot be clearer
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*cherry picking
this moment
moment—so
so lovely
the sky smeared by the juice of a cherry
we watched the stars swim into dawn
the clouds moved across the sky like bluebirds
floating wings so careful
movement deep inside: i felt my stomach bloom
i remember us before i bloomed
i thought nobody could be more lovely
i did not consider being careful
i watched your rosy nose—like a cherry
until its wings left, the bluebird,
and i was stuck at dawn
i had never thought about dawn
until i felt as though i was only blooming
in the wrong direction. a bluebird
with broken wings. nothing felt lovely.
fruit was not sweet. endless bowls of sour cherherries.
why have you stopped being careful?
it seemed nobody was careful.
i had never seen such a dark dawn.
puddles on the ground. juice of a cherry.
i watched them move on. watched them bloom.
oom.
do you think I’m lovely?
nobody thought so. not even your bluebirds.
s.
i screamed. tell me why bluebirds!

Running
Towards the
Sunrise

i have tried to be careful!
tried
ried not to fuss! to be lovely!
tell
ell me why you flew from this dawn!
i am tired of seeing them bloom!
while I sit and wait for my turn! oh! The Rotten
Cherry!
He did not want to be my cherry
He envied the bluebirds
We could no longer bloom
We could no longer be careful
This was no longer our dawn
There was no space for us to be lovely
So I have become my own Cherry and learned we
do not bloom the same
So you became the fleeting Bluebird, still lovely,
I’ll admit
But I’ve moved to a new dawn, with color sweet
and deep, in a world that knows how to be careful

Drusilla Szatko
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with the red morning light.
Why does everyone think
that life concludes when you die?
White clouds hover around the golden
haze, that stretches out its arms like a cat,
sprawling out its paws, finally the warm breeze
has picked up; as of how I feel utterly, entirely
alive.

Abby Leas
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Everything’s

Apart
Falling

I had to run so far that I couldn’t see
the three-story tall rock anymore. My face was
covered in scratches from the tree branches
reaching out to grab me and trying to turn me
around. My heels were raw with blisters from
my shoes that were not designed for any type
of sport, let alone running miles upon miles
through the wilderness. I started to grow nervous. How could I let it get this far?
I finally found a moment to rest on a tree
stump. I surveyed the damage on myself and
noticed that there was a large gash across my
arm. Great. I ripped oﬀ a piece of my already
damaged shirt and held the gash together. I
didn’t even realize my face was stiﬀ from dry
tears.
That was my thirteenth day walking
through the woods. I knew how it would end
already. It would end the same say it did for my
sister. And my mom. And my dad. I needed to
find my way out. There was no other option.
Something was headed my direction. It was ominous, with sinister intentions. Something that
shouldn’t be seen in real life. Something that I
shouldn’t have to believe in.
These woods held something I was
warned about before I tried to chase after my
sister. Our family had owned the land for centuries. We never sold it despite all the mysterious disappearances. The only thing I heard
about the woods was the whispers around my
school. “There’s demons, there’s witches.” It
was always just talk, though. “Ignore them,”
Mom said, “But you know the rules regarding
those woods.” The look she gave me after that
conversation made my stomach sink. Both of
my parents always seemed afraid of something.
And now I know what.

I started losing hope by day 15. What had
started to catch my attention was that I had totally lost thirst and hunger. I didn’t long for water
or anything really. That’s when you know you’re
dying. My time was running out, and I couldn’t
die here. This would not be where I took my last
breath. I thought back to the day before my sister
ran into the woods, claiming that our parents’
death hadn’t been an accident, that they weren’t
kidnapped by someone. She was distraught and
blocked everything out except her own thoughts.
I tried calming her down, but I felt like a ghost.
She stood in front of me, but by the look in her
eyes, I knew she was far away. She screamed to
the sky as if the higher power was listening, and
cried, “Why did they go in the woods?”
If only I had listened to her. If only I acknowledged her nightmares that started taking a
toll on her. If only she had listened to our parents’ most important rule: never enter the woods.
If only I knew the woods only took. They didn’t
give.
It was day 20, and I knew the end was
nearing. I sat by the river, not drinking the water because I knew it wouldn’t be worth it. I
closed my eyes and said goodbye to the life I had
known. I said goodbye to myself and the person I
was before entering the woods.
And I am a part of something larger now. I
am with my family. I try to warn the people who
come through the woods. I am what scratched
their faces. I am what is trying to turn them back.

Anya Marengo
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Bones and The Sea
You stare with empty eyes
empty holes, carved out above your mouth where
Teeth clack beneath peeled black lips and
Gaunt gaping cheeks grin back at me.
Temple, concave and blazing white,
Your bottomless eyes are eternal.

I’ve seen them before, those eyes,
But each time I try to grasp the memory, it cracks, splinters, shatters
Into white jagged shards
They tear holes through my own eyelids and
Carve out my own eyes
Until they look just like yours.
Ripping through the flesh of my cheeks and peeling back my lips
Until my stark white smile can never fade.

Until I look just like you.

Eva Roy

Not Feeling Blue
Not feeling blue so I’m feeling purple
Amethyst emotions for a violet colored life
A somber lilac shade quietly takes my burdens
A deep rich grape slowly makes my strife
Too low for any light teal
But deep blue’s too low for me
I’ll stick to the royal shade instead
Another color just couldn’t explain
What goes on in my head
To try would be in vain
Aquamarine just isn’t how I feel
Feeling purple because I’m never feeling teal
Kaden Bel

Suﬀocate Me
Camryn Hildreth
Oil on Canvas

Biro
Andrija Zekovic
Acrylics

