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LETTER FROM THE LITMAG EDITORS
Dear Classmate,
Hello and thank you for your support of our school’s literary magazine, THE VAULT. The
tradition of using puns continues on in this issue. We selected the theme after much deliberation:
A Penny for Your Thoughts. We had so many ideas from there—from a vending machine dispensing brains to a brain under glass—as seen on the cover. But really, a penny for your thoughts
translates to this: what are you thinking? Most often it is used to spur some discussion when
someone hasn’t spoken for some time, but is clearly thinking about something. Sounds familiar,
right?
After some convincing, members of THE VAULT reached out to students who don’t always speak up, who would rather be quiet than be on center stage, but have something to say.
Enjoy stepping into the creative thoughts of your classmates.
We hope you enjoy this issue.
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PENNY CHALLENGE
Find a penny, pick it up. All day long you’ll have good luck. Can you find all 13
pennies in THE VAULT? (This one counts!)

The Barker Road Middle School Literary Magazine—Volume 17—Pittsford, New York
Dawn Phillips, Advisor

STORY CHAIN…
Ever had a lucky charm? Maybe a rabbit’s
foot, a special pair of socks, or even your grandma
was was your charm.
Our group was inspired this year by the
idea of having a lucky penny story… a story where
a character would find a lucky penny, have some

wonderful luck, and then lose the penny. The lost
penny then becomes good luck for the next person who finds it.
Enjoy our story chain about one lucky penny that seems to be making its rounds.

from his chair.
“Good morning class! How are you today?
Were you able to open your lockers?” He walked
around us, with his beaming white smile. He
must’ve had a great dentist. “I’m Mr. Johnson, and I
am your English teacher this year. But today, we
will be getting to know each other. How many of
you know at least one person in this room?”
Hands shot up. I looked around. Every single
kid knew someone in this room. Except me. The
kids behind me were probably staring. I knew I
should’ve sat in the back...
Obviously not seeing me, Mr. Johnson began to
talk again. “Great! Even though you may know
someone, I hope you can make at least one new
friend today. To start, do you guys see that door by
the table?” He pointed towards the back corner.
“We’re going in there! Everyone up! No running.”
All the kids began to head towards the door. I
barely could make it through, with the kids running
and shoving. I backed away and waited for the dust
to settle.
The classroom itself was quite lively. There
were posters lining the walls, and the chairs were
all different colors. I went over to the sink to look
at the different soaps. Scented soap, foaming soap,
purple soap, and... a penny?
The penny sat on the edge of the counter. I
picked it up. It felt smooth and warm. It was an
older penny. A wheat penny. The year, 1956. But it
still shined. I turned to notice the grinning teacher
behind me.
“Ever heard of a lucky penny? Maybe that’s
one!” He said. I think he could tell I was a bit shy.
“Why don’t you keep it?”
I smiled and tucked the penny under my purple
watch. I knew lucky pennies were just a myth, but I
needed all the luck I could get.
Outside was a beautiful courtyard! The wind kissed
the trees and rustled their branches. The birds
whistled, the leaves fluttered. Everything was
breathtaking. Much better than my old, tiny school.
Outdoor time was unheard of.
“It’s great, isn’t it?” Mr. Johnson remarked. “You

THE LUCKY PENNY… PART 1
Stella
Sophia Golemb
“Stella, you’re going to do great today! Don’t
worry, alright?” my father insisted.
I looked out the window from my seat. Every
car looked like a monster, zooming past our tiny
blue station wagon.
Dad sighed. ”I know moving has been hard for
you, but I have a good feeling about this time, ok?”
Ever since my mother got her new job, we’ve
had to move almost every year. By now, you’d
think I’d be used to moving so much. You’d think
I’d be fine with having to restart my social life so
much. You’d think I wouldn’t have butterflies in my
stomach right now. But I do.
“Dad, please drive me home!” I cried without
thinking. “I don’t want to start again!”
“You’ll be fine! It’s just middle school!” He
scolded.
Just middle school? I sat silently.
He shifted his eyes to the mirror. “Honey, everyone is new today. Not just you.” He said softly.
“I... Well...” I couldn’t think of what to respond.
He was right, but I still felt like covering myself in
blankets and never coming out of bed. Yeah, that
sounds good.
Dad interrupted my fantasy. “Ok honey, we’re
here.” He turned and looked at me. “Love you, Stella. Have a great first day.”
“Bye. Love you.” I tried to smile.
And with that, it was time for me to leave the
car, and start middle school.
* * *
I stumbled into the door of my homeroom. It
seemed to be a very calm room. That was a good
start. I began to have hope. Maybe, just maybe,
one of my classmates would say hello!
Well, that’s what I thought. Before anyone said
anything to me, the bell rang. My teacher got up
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guys can chill out for a bit. But make sure to introduce yourself. I’ll be watching.”
I sat down on a bench next to a fountain. The
bench had beautiful carvings of woodland birds on
its arms. Everything was perfect. Like something
you’d see in a storybook. I could even see my reflection in the fountain water. While I tried to fix my unkept brown hair, in the corner of my eyes, I saw two
girls laughing and ripping large chunks of flowers
out of the garden. They were throwing them at people.
Without thinking, (something I’m known not to
do), I walked over. “Hey! What are you doing?”
“Who are you, weirdo?” one girl scowled.
She didn’t scare me. I knew how to stand up for
myself. What did scare me was that a large portion
of the kids were staring at us. I was silent.
“I... I’m....” I couldn’t get any words out. They
were lodged in my throat
“Well I guess if you can’t speak to us, we’ll keep
doing what we’re doing.” the other girl hissed.
I backed away. I wished I could sink into the
trees. Everyone still stared. So much for a lucky penny...
Finally, Mr. Johnson realized what was happening. He marched over.
“You two! Go inside right now! Do you not see
the sign?” His usual smile had turned into a
freighting scowl. The sign read, “DO NOT touch
plants.”
The two girls slowly headed towards the door,
everyone now stared at them.
“Sorry guys. Some kids are just troublemakers.”
Mr. Johnson shrugged and shook his head.
With that, everyone returned to their conversations. I sat back on the bench. I had officially ruined
my chances of anyone talking to me. Me and my big
mouth...
But I was wrong. My luck was turning around.
A girl with long blond hair came over. ”Hi” she
paused and cleared her throat. “Um... That was super brave of you to try and stop those girls.” She
stopped once again. “What’s your name?”
“I’m Stella,” I replied. ” What’s your name?”
“My name is Maya. It’s nice to meet you!” She
smiled. I could tell she was kind and outgoing, and
she probably had a lot of friends.
“Um... Thanks!” I smiled. Had I just made a new
friend? No, there was more to it... Right?
“Ok everyone, let’s play a game! Find a partner!”
Mr. Johnson said.
“Wanna be my partner?” Maya asked.

“Sure!” Finally, for the first time since third
grade, (probably), I wasn’t the last kid to get a partner! Maybe the penny was lucky!
Mr. Johnson went inside and grabbed a ton of
clipboards with yellow checklists on them. “Get
ready for a scavenger hunt!”
Maya grabbed us a clipboard. She glanced at
the first riddle. “’Take a seat and rest your feet, while
admiring the fountain nearby.’ What could that be?”
“The bird bench!” I remarked, skipping over to it.
Surely enough, under the bench was a sheet of bird
stickers to stick on our scavenger hunt paper.
We had a great time. We found all ten things,
and we found them first! Mr. Johnson gave us lollipops. Yum! But the question remained: Was Maya
my friend? Unfortunately, it was time for second period.
* * *
Our day was split into seven periods. Four core
classes, lunch, gym and study hall. That’s what my
second period teacher taught. Well, she actually
taught math, but today she taught us about our
schedules. .
“Hey Stella!” Maya skipped over. ” Can I see your
schedule?”
We compared schedules, and we had all the
same core classes, and the same lunch! What luck!
In third period, study hall, we just did work. As
expected.
Fourth period, I had science. I sat next to Maya
and one of her other friends.
“Stella, this is Lisa! Lisa, this is Stella!” Maya told
us.
Red hair and bright pink glasses popped up
from behind a book. “Hi. I’m Maya’s friend from
elementary school. Which school did you go to?”
The one question I didn’t want to hear. “I... Um...
I went to multiple... I just moved here.” I couldn’t get
the words out. ” Sorry, I just don’t like to recall moving so much...”
“I understand. Nothing to be sorry about, it’s
hard. I had to move in second grade.” Lisa replied.
I wanted to tell her she doesn’t understand, that
I have to move almost every year, restart my reputation, my grades, so much, too often... but she was
just trying to make me feel better. So instead, I just
said, ”Thanks.“
But that was the only unlucky part of my day!
Could my penny really be a lucky penny? No...
Fifth period was finally lunch! The doors to the
lunch room were wide open. There were tables and
booths to sit at, and the cafeteria itself was humongous! I rushed over to the lunch line, and I was
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the first one there! After I got a bowl of broccoli
cheddar soup, (my favorite!), Maya waved me over
to her booth. I sat across from Lisa and Maya.
“So, how are you guys?” Maya smiled and
clasped her hands together on the table.
“Um, you know we were just in science together, right?” Lisa acknowledged.
“Oh yeah. Right.” Maya laughed. We all
laughed. ”Ok, ok. But did anything happen when
we didn’t have class together?” Silence.
“Oh! Uh, I saw girl that was in my preschool
class!” Lisa exclaimed.
“She still remembered you?” I leaned forward in
suspense.
“She remembered my name,” Lisa took a bite of
her pizza. “So I guess she remembered me!”
“Cool!” Maya turned to me. ”What about you
Stella?”
“Well, I found a penny.” I shrugged...
“What’s so cool about that?” Lisa inquired.
“Sorry, I should have explained more. My first
period teacher told me he thinks it’s a lucky penny.
I know he was probably trying to make me feel better, because I was alone, but I think he was right!” I
explained.
“What happened that was lucky today?” Maya
asked.
“Well, first, you became my friend,” I pointed at
Maya, and she smiled. ”Then, we won the scavenger hunt! Next, we had a lot of classes together,
and then you became my friend!” I pointed at Lisa,
and she blushed. “The cafeteria served my favorite
soup today, and now I have the courage to say
more than three words at one time!” I threw my
hand up in triumph. We all laughed.
“Wow, it might be a real lucky penny!” Maya
rejoiced
“I think I read a myth about lucky pennies
once.” Lisa said unsurely, ”But I don’t remember for
sure...”
“I feel like I’m living in a fairy tale!” I exclaimed.
“Nice! I like fairy tales and stories.” Maya added,
taking a bite of her apple.
We talked about fairy tales, Cinderella, magic,
dragons, princes, and siblings until it was time for
sixth period.
Sixth period I had social studies. Now that I was
more confident, I sat in the second row of desks.
“Good morning class!” The teacher went on
with the normal start of school blah-blah. But I listened intently. I was a good student, I guess.
After class, It was time to walk a labyrinth and a

half to get to gym.
It looked like the Wild West. No traces of population. I keep getting lost. The bell rang. Fear
tugged at my throat. I was late. On the first day. On
the first day of middle school.
Two minutes passed. Three more. I frantically
wondered why they’d set up the school like this.
Why all the halls? All the time deadlines? Not just
school, even. Why is everything so complicated,
just like these halls? Why all the rules? Why all the
horrible decisions that only benefit 2 or 3 people?
Why should someone have to move every year
because of a job?
Why couldn’t my family just stay in one place,
for a longer amount of time?
I stopped walking. I’d starting thinking about
my problems again. I wondered why I’d even tried
to make friends. I knew I had to leave again anyways. I had gotten so stressed, from a little wrong
turn or two in the halls.
So much for a “lucky penny”…
Hopeless and pathetic, I sat down against the
hallway wall, hoping someone would find me. I’d
never felt so alone. Until something happened.
My wrist began to feel warm. Really warm. I
winced, and ripped off my watch. Had it finally
worn-out? Something felt out the back. It was really
broken…
No.
It was my penny. And it was actually glowing.
I jolted my head back—hitting it against the
wall I forgot was there. Maybe I was going crazy. I
rubbed my eyes. Still glowing. I blinked, and it
stopped. It must have been a trick of the light. Or
not. Because when I moved my head, I saw dozens
of pennies, lining a pathway. I had no better option
now. I got up and followed them. One by one, Hansel and Gretel. And before I knew it, the halls
seemed familiar again. Little by little, I was heading
back to the main area. And there it was. The final
penny.
Right outside the gym.
It was like the pennies knew.
* * *
Swiftly, I opened the door to my dad’s blue station wagon and climbed inside.
“Hi sweetie! How was your first day?” Dad
asked.
I started telling him everything. “It was mostly
amazing! You see, I found a lucky penny today and
I made new friends! For once! Oh, and I got a lollipop and-”
“Well, I see your mood has changed since this
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morning!” He chuckled.
“Do you want to see my lucky wheat penny?” I
asked him.
Dad laughed to himself “Sure! We need to get
gas, so show me there.” He replied
I took off my watch to grab my penny.
…
It was gone.
I panicked. No, no, no, this wasn’t possible! Did
I lose it during gym? At the water fountain? In the
hall? Outside? I looked all over the car. Tears
welled up under my eyes and my throat began to
feel tight. I ripped open my backpack. My lunchbox. My folders. Still nothing.
“It’s gone!” I cried.
“What?”
“My penny!!! We have to go back!”
“Honey, we can’t go back in this traffic!” Dad
said. He was right. We were surrounded by cars on
all sides. But I was too upset to accept this.
“Please!!!”
Dad looked at me in the mirror. ”Stella, I know
this penny means a lot to you, but your new friends
won’t go away if you don’t have the penny! The
penny maybe could have given you luck today, but
it won’t take away your friends if you don’t have it!”
I took a deep breath. He was right. Maya and
Lisa won’t stop being my friends. The penny
brought me good luck, so it won’t bring me bad
luck. ”You’re right.” I agreed.
“Besides, that penny can’t tell you that you’re
never moving again.” Dad said softly.
“Huh?” I questioned. He was probably joking...
“Your mother found an even better job! And it’s
in this area! We’re never moving again!” Dad
beamed, smiling at me in the mirror
“Oh my gosh.” I took a moment to let those
words sink in. ”YESSSSSSSS!!!” I cried in joy. I threw
my hands up in disbelief.. “I’ll get to be friends with
Lisa and Maya forever! I’ll go to my wonderful
school and eat a wonderful lunch every day!”
Maybe that last bit of luck was from the penny.
Maybe it wasn’t. But I guess I’d never really know.
Thank you, penny.
* * *
The best part of that Day-I’ll-AlwaysRemember, was when I made my two lifelong best
friends, Lisa and Maya. Maybe the penny gave me
that luck, or maybe it was just coincidence. I’ll never know. To this day, I still don't know what happened to my penny, or where it went, or who got
it, but I still love to wonder....
Where it is now?

THE LUCKY PENNY… PART 2
Shiela and Trisha
Kendall Smith
“C’mon, Trish!” Sheila nudged my elbow. “Let’s
go to the school store!”
Sheila enjoyed shopping, but never remembered her money. She had texted me this morning, suggesting that I bring change to buy snacks.
“We will have a long night at the mall,” Sheila had
reminded me, “So you need to fuel up during the
day.”
“What are we waiting for? I’m hungry.”
“You have a lunch,” Amy, a friend seated with
us, pointed out.
“Snacks are better, Amy!” Sheila scoffed, flipping her hair dramatically. We all laughed.
“Hold on, Sheil, I have to count my coins!” I always figure out how much money we have before
heading over to the store. It is a part of the routine. “Do you want anything, Amy?”
Amy shook her head.
“You’re taking fore-e-e-ever! Let’s go, turtle!
Motivate!” Sheila urged.
“Slow and steady wins the race.” I smirked,
watching Sheila roll her eyes.
It only took a second or two to add up the seven coins. Frustrated, I slammed my fist on the table. The lunch monitor glared at us.
“Not enough? Sorry I didn’t bring any money.”
Sheila sensed my obvious anger.
“I have a dime, two nickels, and four pennies.”
“So, all ya need is one more penny?”
“Exactly.” I sighed, thinking about how frantic I
was this morning. Hastily, I had grabbed my pink
change purse, stuffed it in the pocket of my jeans,
and ran downstairs to pack up my backpack. There
was no time to look inside. Having to hurry is not
a part of the routine.
“Trish?”
“Yeah?”
“Look on the ground! Directly below your feet!”
I peeked under the table and saw a penny!
Quickly, I grabbed the shiny, brown coin and set it
on the table, as if it would disappear into thin air
had I not picked it up in time.
Inspecting the coin in my hand, I saw that it was
from 1956 – the final year of the wheat penny. Excitedly, I turned it over. Sure enough, two pieces of
wheat with the phrase “one cent” in the center
were depicted on the back of the penny.
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“Trish...” Sheila’s worried tone was baffling;
we’d felt victorious only a moment ago. What
could have gone wrong?
“There’s another one.”
“Another penny?”
“Yeah,”
“Weird,” Sheila was correct – there was a penny
on the floor – in the exact same spot as I had
picked up the first one!
“Do you dare pick it up?” Sheila asked.
I hesitated a bit, then snatched the second
penny from the ground, just as I had done with
the first. Sure enough, another penny appeared in
its place.
“Weird...it’s like...like...”
“Like magic?” Sheila finished my sentence.
“Yeah,”
“Can I hold one?” Unsure of how touching the
freaky penny could help us, but lacking a real reason to refuse, I obliged, opening my palm.
I felt Sheila’s hand touch mine, and a sudden

flash of light stunned us both. Our eyes closed.
All I could hear was a distant voice, and it was
screaming… Could it have been Amy?
When I opened my eyes, we were no longer in
the cafeteria. Sheila was next to me, but no other
student was present here.
“Where are we?” I wondered aloud, feeling a
growing concern in my chest.
“Some mass antique clothing store.” My verbal
reaction to Sheila’s joke had more fear than joy in
it. Describing it with the word “laugh” would be a
crime.
But really, where were we? I had no idea. Judging by the look on her face, Trisha was equally befuddled.
Suddenly, all the pieces started coming together. The odd clothing. The houses. And the posters, urging people to enlist in the army.
“Sheila, no time for jokes. We’re stuck in the
1860’s.”

Artwork: Ben Saunders
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THE ACT OF WRITING
Amber beads adorn her neck, their pride bathing in the sun’s light
Baby blue eyes gleam at their mother, her face euphoric with their sight

Sasha Belyablya

Crimson blood stains snow white sheets, knife dripping with the wine of its foe
Differentiating between emotions is our daily task, each feeling in our mind aglow
Excavating our brains each day, feelings of bitterness, bewilderment, and bliss
Facing our thoughts, restless as a choppy sea, daring to hurl vessels down to a bottomless abyss
Gloomy, we often abandon our creation
Half-heartedly failing to meet our expectation
Ink of muddled thoughts and countless revisions
Judging that words cannot precisely depict our visions
Kept away within our eyes, a match unlit
Language untouched, the splendor of writing, a tool in a kit, an untouched wit
Muddled thoughts miraculously unsort themselves with sensibility
Night at peace, our minds for now at rest with tranquility
Observing our work until the next day comes, and until then
Pedantically we criticize ourselves, and the cycle repeats again

BLIND
Brionna Dumais
We are all blind,
Never knowing what comes next,
Our Future
And sometimes our past,
Forgotten or never known,
We are mindless,
The same,
Everyday,
Until we grow old,
Not finding the beauty in life,
The meaning,
The purpose,
Always wanting,
Never Giving,
All because of one glowing screen.

THE GHOST WITH FEELINGS
Grace Ellingham
The dark hallway of the inn,
The feeling of anger runs through my skin,
The wicked thoughts of my pains,
Feels like I’m locked up in chains,
The obscure feeling came over me,
Like the vast heavy meridian sea,
As the chills run up my spine,
I remember the days where I felt fine.
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DIVIDING BY ZERO
Angel Tang

do you go if your getaway was suddenly full of
the indefinite and the uncertain that was slowly
drowning the world? Where do you go?
I remember as a child I wondered what the
meaning of life was. Of course, since I was so
young, I came up with silly theories, like the
meaning of life was to eat all the chocolate that
you can or to make fun of you brother whenever
possible. Now, looking back at that memory, I
realize I wasn’t that far off. Maybe some philosophers say that the meaning of life is to love. Or
that the meaning of life is to find enlightenment.
But the meaning of life can also be to eat chocolate and to annoy your brother. The meaning of
life can be to achieve all your goals, or to invent a
never-ending hamburger. So, to everyone out
there that is looking for the answer to the question: what is the meaning of life? Well, let me
give you a response. The meaning of life is different for everyone. The meaning of life could be
anything. The meaning of life is...
Undefined.
As my math knowledge grows, I keep seeing
how similar math and life are. Life is dividing by
0, undefined. Life is a fractal, complicated. Life is
infinity, never ending. I now understand why people love life. It’s not that they love living, it’s that
they love the beauty found in the unpredictable
and the unknown.
It’s ironic how the most straightforward subject in school taught me to appreciate the most
complicated concept known to man (and woman)
kind, life itself.

Math is my favorite subject in school. Yes, I
know, you must think I am insane for liking such
a confusing subject, but is math really that puzzling? Compared to the mysteries of space or the
meaning of life, math is actually very simple. Unlike the endless theories you can create about
aliens and dinosaurs, math doesn’t give your imagination room to wander. Instead, it gives you a
set of rules to follow. You have to multiply and
divide before adding or subtracting. You have to
use specific formulas to find volume, area and
speed. You have to find an answer to every problem. There isn’t a single equation or expression
out there that can’t be solved or simplified.
But there is one exception. It’s every mathematician’s nightmare. Dividing a number by 0.
Then seeing this word on your calculator screen:
Undefined.
You might be wondering: why would someone freak out over a nine-letter word? You
wouldn't understand. Math was supposed to be
clear-cut. Math was supposed to have all the answers. Math wasn’t supposed to, allowed to leave
us in the dark. That’s what all its rules were for.
To keep things like this from happening. To keep
the imperfections of the real world out of the
math world.
When I was first introduced to dividing by 0,
my love for math vanished. Math was my escape
from a world full of greys and maybes to a world
where everything was black or white, yes or no.
But, where do you go if your diversion brings you
right back to the nightmare that made you cold
sweat in your sheets and cry out in fear? Where

Artwork: Angel Tang
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THE NIGHT THEY LEFT
Camelia Vonica
The house is silent nowadays,
and things had changed in many ways.
The door didn’t ring, the TV didn't sing,
the little boy stopped playing king.
The one night that everything went quiet,
there is no way to deny it.
They got up and left in a cloud of dust,
and with that they took my trust.
I waited for weeks, through dark and light,
but no one ever answered my plight.
The bowl stayed empty, the leash stayed hung,
Even the mailman hadn’t come.
So, one day I left too,
leaving behind the bowl labeled “food.”
Now I lie in the streets with a gang,
who talk about when they sky went bang,
when the two legs all went away,
making our lonely-hearts start to pray.
Now I live in the smoke-filled world,
it’ been a while since I’ve heard “Come here girl!”

Artwork: Sasha Belyablya
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THE GIRL WHO COULD LIE
Ben Saunders
At first you may believe such a feat was impossible. Lying and getting away... a rather Inhuman
ability, yet a mere high-schooler could figure it out.
Okay—maybe not just any everyday highschooler. Not every day does one come across
someone so concentrated on the topic of the human brain, yet so hidden from the rest of the
world, usually immersed in her music. She was easily deceptive and always seemed to have the best
of luck.
Bored with her power, she decided to teach
another. Her chosen candidate was none other
than the most trusted of her few friends—
Maddylnn. Like her friend, Maddylnn was rather
peculiar, as well. Maddy kept to herself most of the
time, but always listened. She was like an impossibly deep well of secrets, but heavily protected... not
a single little rumor or personal affair had, or could,
escape her. It was noted though, by the girl who
could lie, all the knowledge seemed to drag Maddylnn down. The ball and chain of depression...
As the learning was done, the weight was lifted
from the girl’s shoulders. Her task accomplished,
no longer having to bear with her unknown smarts.
Though, she was unaware of her friend’s intention...
Soon enough, the weight returned, greater
than before. Crushing down upon her as the well
overflowed, each individual phrase—all altered
slightly—drowning her as Maddylnn’s wrath pulled
her under. She screamed for her remaining friends,
but no one came...
By the end of the week, after she had sobbed
her way home day by day, came the last night of
sadness. The girl tossed together her camping supplies and tossed herself on the next bus out of
town.
As the bus reached its last stop, she reevaluated her situation. Too distraught and crying to herself in the back of the bus, she decided to follow
through and escape for the night. She continued to
get off and hike up to the nearest good camping
site.
After settling for the night in a clearing, comfortably by the fire, music playing in the back-

ground, her phone rang. Help alas... or so she
thought. The news hit like an atom bomb. She was
done for. Devastated. She put out the fire with her
icy rage and laid back to listen to music and calm
down. A familiar riff started...
All our times have come
Here but now they're gone...
As if by her shift in expression, the night grew colder. She
could care less...

Seasons don't fear the reaper
Nor do the wind, the sun or the rain,
The freezing rain started to pour, but that didn’t matter...

We can be like they are
Come on baby, don't fear the reaper

Still the night froze on; its cold covering her like
a frozen blanket. Her fingers numbed and went
white. Would she head back to the tent? Return
home? It mattered not...
Nothing to return to anyway...
Romeo and Juliet
Are together in eternity, Romeo and Juliet
40, 000 men and women every day, Like Romeo and Juliet
40, 000 men and women everyday…

Her vision blackened with the night. Her hands
immobile, feeling no pain. Only the cold...
Come on baby, don't fear the reaper
Baby take my hand, don't fear the reaper
We'll be able to fly, don't fear the reaper
Baby I'm your man

In the last few minutes, only darkness ensued.
She was collapsed on the ground now, allowing the
music to pull her along.
Came the last night of sadness, and it was clear she couldn’t go on, and she had no fear. The wind blew and then he
appeared... She held out her hand to him, and they started to
fly... she had become like they are...

The song ended. One lone star shot across the
sky. A signal. She’ll head back home in the morning.
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Song lyrics by
Blue Öyster Cult – (Don't Fear) The Reaper

THE CYDIC NATURE OF RAIN
Lila VanHouten
The rain has come to cleanse the earth
That has wished, for so long, for a chance at rebirth.
A veil of blossoms on the willow tree
And the song of the grass that is finally free
Entwine and form a season of life
That comes from the strength and the struggle
and strife.
Rejoice for the bright green leaves of spring
And listen to the song it has to sing
For soon will be summer, then after fall
And winter is next, though it’s not last of all
For after the snow, and after the cold
Another season is here, colorful and bold
Another season is here, colorful and bold
A season to start the old cycle anew
But before the willow blooms again, a storm starts
to brew;
The rain has come once more.

Excerpt from BROKEN
Angel Tang
Long ago,
An eternity before,
A lifetime
An eon
back,
I cared.
Into my heart
I let your poison seep
Into my bones
I let your toxins leak
Into my lungs
I let your venom ooze
Fade.
I did.
Wilt.
I did.
Fall.
I did.

SANTA’S EVIL T WIN
Addison Lindley
When yuletide carols terminate,
he returns to dominate.
Down the chimneys dark with mud
The cloaked assassin comes painted
in blood.
Eager children expected an aged
man and white beard,
are faced with one to be most feared.
His iron fist swings left and right,
blasting innocence with all his might.
In a blackened land capped with
rubble,
the stragglers that remain are left to
crumble.
A nation once alive with holiday
cheer
is only left with lonesome fear.

My heart.
Hidden behind the rocks, you used to crash into
with your waves
Buried beneath the soils, you used to pound with
your storms
Stowed within the tree, you used to whip over
with your winds
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ARBEIT MACHT FREI
Evan Michaels
From the gates of iron and fence of steel,
To the smokestacks dominating the atmosphere.
With barriers laced with barbed wire,
And furnaces breathing blood red fire.
From dawn ‘till dusk they roam around,
In shackles and rope, the skeletons are bound.
They are lifeless, worn out and bruised,
Though they continue to be ruthlessly abused.
The cloaks they wear reach past their knees,
All the while, spreading disease.
Their barracks filled to the brim,
As people realize their fate is grim.
The towers breathe out their companions,
While they work, frightened and abandoned.
Each passing day they pray and pray,
Hoping for a response from Yahweh.
Until their liberation day,
They know they mustn’t be led astray.
By false promises and dreams,
Implemented by Hitler’s deadly regime.

Artwork: Sasha Belyablya
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june
Jisu Oh
The craters
on your skin
seem to delve
deeper into
your flesh –
you collapse
with every
breath that
is stolen
from your
lungs –
sometimes,
rather shamefully,
I want your
gaps to
sink into
your heavily
beating heart,
for you to
collapse and fall
until the sound
of your
ragged cries
disappear from
this universe.
Other times,
I rejoice
in the
quiet noise of
your breath,
wisps of air
soaking into
the light –
moonlight
doesn’t paint
you with
insanity.
moonlight
traces your
figure with
honesty.

I fit
my shaking
fingers into
the widening
craters of
your skin
and press,
harder
and
harder
until my
hand slips
through the
cracks that
define your
trembling
eyes
and your
heart that
never fails
to creak.
I find
heaving lungs,
waiting to
burst;
I resist the
urge to squeeze.
Shutting my
eyes,
I travel
up,
up,
up –
I tug on heartstrings
that never
fail to
make the
heart creak,
and you
breathe,

and remain
in the
quiet intensity
of the
moonlight
a little
longer.
moonlight
doesn’t make
you look
crazy.
moonlight
makes you look
sincere.
The world
pauses,
stops spinning
and tilts back,
just so
that the
eyes of
millions
can search
for you in the
simple
darkness.
The mind
is quiet,
for a minute
or perhaps
for a couple
more –
maybe an hour
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Artwork: Angel Tang
that would
tick on for
centuries –
then you breathe,
chest rising
and falling
in abrupt
steps.
moonlight
doesn’t lay
beneath you
to drive
your shadow
mad.
moonlight
is your breath
under my
shaking palm.
moonlight
is my
confession in
the simple
darkness –
and that
makes me
crazy.

EMBRACING SUCCESS
Graham Kaufman
Stepping onto the pristinely groomed field, like plunging into the dark depths,
Your heart, mind, and body are committed until the last strike.
Sometimes you swim, playing to your full potential.
Sometimes you sink, immersing yourself in the failure of mistakes and imperfection.
Sometimes, you just float.
But the new day means a new a new start, a new chance to show what you are capable of.
The times you fell short yesterday now fall away as the crowd rises up for you
Celebrating your successes along with your soaring.
Suddenly, you own the world.
The details of the past have no importance,
As you commit to your memory the great intangiblesThe smells, the sights, the feelings.
The exhilaration of the moment takes over as you rejoice,
Embracing every part of your success.

THE MISSING PIECE
Grace Ellingham
I didn’t fit in the school called mine
Because I chose to color outside the line.
The ringing bell pierced through my ear—
Making me wince with an expression of fear.
Shaking and cringing from this calculated regime,—
I wanted to wake up from this abysmal dream.

Artwork: Grace Xia
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LOST

I drift slowly

Careena Sondhi

In
And
Out

Tracing the constellations slowly against the
frosting window pane
I know there’s not much time left, but I can’t
take my eyes off it
The stars glisten in the reflection of my eyes,
illuminating the inferno beside me
How funny it is, my shuttle (my home) is
burning away, like the last chances of my escape
That I feel the coldness of space seep into my
bones
A sigh of acceptance forms a little cloud
between the window and I
It dances against the glass, dispersing into
crystallized patterns in the cold
I smile softly as the flames tickle the side of
my face,
Creating a moisture in my eyes
I put my hand against the glass, a last trace of
life stained in time, as my tears stain my face
I close my eyes and explore the darkness,
breathing in a breath of damp air
I drift slowly
In
And
Out
In
And....
…...

Artwork: Jisu Oh
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THE PERSISTENCE OF MEMORY
Sasha Belyablya
Miniscule grains
Of sand
Slip through
Crevices
Between fingers
The faint
Sweet summer
Air still lingers
Deep in a dream
Time melts away
A soup of hours
A puddle of minutes
Seconds liquify
Ebbing and flowing
Dripping down
Overflowing
Until a sudden jolt
A thumping heart
Awakes the mind
How much time
Has passed?
Minutes?
Hours?
Days?
Time slipped away
Losing all sense

Inspired by Salvador Dali’s painting

Significance gone

The Persistence of Memory, 1931

Melting clocks rest

Museum of Modern Art

Against the horizon
Of dawn
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Artwork: Jisu Oh

WATERS OF THE CHEEK
Careena Sondhi
A lonely man
plays chess alone.
Perhaps the fact
that he sleeps
in a different
chamber
from his wife
(who has forgotten
her husband’s name
in the mouths of others)
swells the want
for a friend
and soaks into
the sweet ache
in the
creaking heart
for when
the rain
knocks from
time to time.

It does not
ask anything,
only tapping
lightly and
becoming
part of the
quiet oceans
that fill
the room.
A lonely man
pauses in
playing king,
looks away
from the board,
and greets
the rain.
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The rivers
that carve
into his
cracked skin
are washed
away
and soon,
the man
is swimming
in his oceans,
with a friend
pouring over
him.

THE DAY IT ALL ENDED
Melissa Kipferl, edited by Ben Saunders
“Rose, wake up,” I hear someone say though a
haze. I slowly open my eyes to see my mother’s
soft brown and lavender hair, sunlight dancing
over her face.
“Just five more minutes please,” I plead to her,
while I stuff my dreary face back into the pillow.
“Sorry Rose, but its tim-” she starts as my hyper
sister Isabella, or Izzy, barges into my room
screaming.
“Ro, Ro, get up. It’s a snow day!”
“A snow day? You must be joking, right?” I
question, “But we haven’t had a snow day in New
York City in, like, forever!”
“Well if you don’t believe me—look outside for
yourself!” My mother directs me. I get up to look
out, and find a very heavy snow showering down,
and covering a solid 5-6 inches of the ground, like
a blanket covers a person. I also spot my dad in
just a simple sweatshirt and jeans trying—and failing—to shovel the driveway outside.
“Oh my gosh! It’s seriously a snow day!” I
shriek, being over ecstatic.
“Well then, let’s go downstairs” my mother tells
me. So, at that I quickly get dressed into a black
sweatshirt and black sweats because I know that
today will be able to go to my mom’s bookshop
with her and help.
I start to slide down the stairs as the room
lights up due to the gleaming snow outside. I
struggle to get up once I stumble to the couch and
lay there for a while. When I'm lying there, I overhear my mom and dad talking
“Xander, didn’t we owe $ 4,000?” she asks my
dad.
“Melissa, please. Stop worrying about the money! We will pay it off this month.” My father replies.
“Okay, yeah I guess so,” my mom submits
When I finally walk into the overstuffed kitchen,
I see my dad with rosy pink cheeks and ruffled
brown hair from just being outside, making some
of his wonderful pancakes while my sister, in one
of her infamous sundresses—even in the dead
middle of winter—is chowing down on some. In
the corner, my mom is sitting at the table doing
some paperwork- or something.
“Hey.” I say casually.
“Oh, hi Rose. Are you almost ready?”

“Yep, can’t wait.” I say
“Okay, because we will be leaving in about 5
minutes.” she informs me.
“Okay, thanks.” I reply while grabbing some
pancakes.
“Oh, and flower- I just wanted to remind you
that I’m not going to be here tonight, 'aight?” My
dad tells me.
Mom replies “Yes Xander, we know. And we
wish you luck, but you’re going to be watching Izzy
until then.”
“Yes, me and my little girl are going to have a
daddy-daughter day.” Dad informs us.
“Yeah, and I’m going to get to play the drums,
and we are going to have SO MUCH FUN,” Izzy
screams, overjoyed.
“Ok then, you two have fun. Rose, you ready?”
She states.
“Ready when you are mom,” I respond.
At that I put on my coat, say goodbye to Izzy
and dad, and walk into the beautiful coldness. As
I’m waiting in the car, I start to admire the snow.
The way that it covers everything, and nothing can
stop it. How on the outside it looks beautiful, but
in reality it can kill someone in just minutes...
“Wow, it’s really snowing out there; I bet there
are probably some accidents around,” Mom says.
“Yep,” I reply, not paying attention, and on my
phone.
“Honey please get off that, it is not good for
your brain,” she tells me.
“Ok, fine.” I submit.
“Rose, I love you, alright?” Mom tells me, “I just
wanted to tell you.”
“Yes, mom, I know. I love you too,” I remind
her.
Just then, we passed through a green light intersection, when I felt a powerful force push me to
the right like a child pushes a sled down a hill.
Then I started to realize that what was pushing me
was a car—a huge tractor trailer hitting us. Then,
like they all say, I saw my life flash before my eyes. I
saw the first time I saw Izzy; I saw the first time I
rode my bike; I saw my dad helping me make
breakfast for mom; and I saw all the good times I
spent with my family and friends.
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When I looked over, I saw mom clutching to
her seat like her life depended on it, and it probably did. When I saw her all I could think about was
that I wanted her to be okay, that I just wanted her
suffering—our suffering—to end, and for everything to go back to normal. Little did I know; nothing would be the same ever again.
In almost an instant, it was over, and I find myself in an ambulance. I try to look over, but I can’t. I
try to ask where my mom is, but I can’t. I start to
panic but my thoughts can’t get anywhere quick
because at that moment everything fades into
oblivion.
***
When I wake up, I see my dad pacing the
room nervously, and Izzy silently weeping in the
corner. I try to sit up, but then everything started
spinning. At that moment my dad finally notices
me struggling, “Oh flower, I didn’t see you wake
up. Here—let me help you,” my dad said nervously.
He rushed over to me and helped me get up. After
that he continues to pace the room, so I ask him.
“Dad what's going on, is something wrong?”
“Eh, no… actually—yes. Something happened…
to your mom.” He stuttered, “You see, when you
got into that accident, it hit your mom, hard. They
hurried the both of you to the hospital, but she got
hit really hard and she… well, she lived, but right
now she’s in a coma, and- and I don’t think she’s
coming out anytime soon,” he tried explaining.
“Wait that can’t be right. No—my mom would
never... she’s not in a coma. I refuse to believe
that,” I reject the idea.
“Rose listen to me! I know it’s hard to believe
but it really happened,” he tells me as he comes
over to hug me. “Would you like to go see her?” he
questions.
“Ok, sure, maybe going to see her will.” I reply.
“Well then, let’s get going. Do you want me to
help you get up?” he asks me.
***
When we get down to her room, I see a room
to white to be real, and I see her, my mom, skin
almost as pale as the room, and bones so thin I
could start to see them. There are also doctors with
coats the same color as the room.
“Ah, Mr. Kipferl. There you are. I see that your
daughter woke up, too. That’s nice,” one of the
many doctors say in almost monotone.
“So, we’ve been going over your wife's medical
record and looking at her medical scan, and we
have concluded that she isn’t able to make it,” an-

other doctor tells us.
Then the head doctor I assume continues to
say, “But on the bright side, we can keep her alive,
but she will be in a drug induced coma and has a
very slim chance of waking up. Now we can keep
her in this state, or we could take her off it and end
it peacefully.”
“Wait my mom is about to about to die! I
thought that she was good! I thought you said that
she would be okay!” I say, really confused.
“Well yes, but she will most likely, but I would
recommend that it would be easier to not leave her
in this state, but it's up to you.” another doctor
says.
“But—but—we can’t do this—no—we-” I start
to say.
“Rose, please. Just listen to them for a minute,
okay?” my dad interjects, all emotion seems to be
wiped from his face. After he says that I start to
space out because I can’t believe that my dad
might think about doing something like that. Over
the haze I can hear my dad ask one of the doctors,
“Do you think that of I do, do this, it will be the
best option for her?”
“Yes, I would say so, because also if you keep
her in this state her body will start to stop working
in general.” replies the head doctor. After he said
that my father just responds by putting his head in
his hands, and sighs.
“Dad please don’t do this, please, I’m begging
you-” I start to plead to him, but I get interrupted
once again, by a doctor. “Mr. Kipferl I need an answer, so please make up your mind soon.”
There are now tears on my Dad’s face; I’ve never seen him cry before.
“Do it. If this is the best option for her—Do it.”
My dad says quickly.
“Alright then, let’s do this,” Says the head doctor, “If you don’t mind—I would like you to step
out of the room please.”
***
About a week later I find myself next to my father and sister at my mom’s funeral. I’m in a heavy
black sweater and black leggings. It’s raining just a
little as I watch my mother’s coffin be put on the
ground and I think: everything has to be okay, and
I have to be strong. That’s what mom would have
wanted. I make a promise to myself that I will be
strong.
And I am.
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THE RISE OF SPRING
Briana McGinn
Dew gathers on each new green leaf
Morning sun finally breaking from the dawn
Tulips wake up from their long sleep
As the sun sheds her light down upon the lawn
Flowers budding on every tree
The long reign of winter finally gone.

Artwork: Jisu Oh
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THE FEELINGS OF FALL
Careena Sondhi
I grab my crisp apple-colored converse and slip into the cool night.
I ride swiftly through the dark, rolling softly over the dewy grass.
As I ride, the dew drops softly decorate the frosted white tips of my shoes.
I turn off the road into a forest trail, the sweet smell of rain leading me away.
The damp misty air covers everything like a gentle blanket, my stress slowly streaming into the
puddles beneath me, soothing the anxiety of life.
A midnight wind sweeps in, gently brushing my hair from my head, the strands tickling my face.
Cool raindrops fall from the sky, hitting their mark of the freckles decorating my face.
As I enter the forest, I close my eyes and let my bike ride on the cool wind of autumn; guiding me.
I reach out my hand to brush against the moss-covered bark of maple trees,
The mouth-watering scent of maple hypnotizing me.
The rain chatters against the leaves, no doubt speaking of the oncoming season.
Fat raindrops leave one leaf, gracefully falling through onto another.
The breathtaking image of sunset has been painted onto a leaf,
one that floats onto to my head as I pass him by,
fluttering in the wind a simple hello.
The autumn wind has led me to my destination I realize,
As my breaks quietly squeak to a stop.
The paleness of my glacier blue eyes greets the white pallor of the moon.
Wonder twinkles in my eyes as the stars blink curiously at me.
I exhale a puff of fog,
One that reaches up and becomes one with the sky,
A cloud floating above the rest.
I take in the sweet, damp air once more,
And sigh out in relief.
“I’ll be back tomorrow.”
I whisper, as the leaves wave goodbye in the wind,
Guiding me back home.

Artwork: Angel Tang

21

DON’ T FALL IN
Kendall Smith
The Earth’s surface is comprised
Of many holes
Varying in size, color, and shape
Doubt, a nondescript blob
Releasing wisps of smoke
Resentment, a boiling pot of lava
Crumbling around the edges
Sadness, an oval pool of tears
Cold to the touch
Jealousy, green murky waters
Dark and disgusting
Anger, a raging fire
Never going anywhere, just fitfully burning
So, so many holes
That may hold temporary hope inside
But everyone will be better off
If you don’t
Fall
In

Artwork: Angel Tang
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FALLING LEAF
Chloe Viyannanalge
Falling
Falling, falling to the ground
Spiraling down and down endlessly
I look up and see my brothers and sisters still clinging on to the support
I wonder, what will happen down there
My parent’s voices call to me, as if I had to stop falling somehow
But I couldn’t
I have seen what happens there, when the giants take out their death sticks
And push us to the side of the road
I start to panic but I know there is nothing I can do
I knew it was time for me to go, but not this soon
I will miss you world!
I am The Falling Leaf

Artwork: Angel Tang
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HIDE AND SEEK
Thehara Ubayawardena
My eyes darted around our tiny sunlit living room, panic racking my brain.
The nonstop droning of my younger sister, Klara rang loud in my ears.

“10, 9, 8, 7...”
There was absolutely nowhere for me to hide. Nowhere at all to hide.
Except for behind our velvety curtains, but she would see my feet.
Except for under the bed covers, but it was always hot underneath.
Except for in the attic, but there were dozens of spiders in there.
Except for in the basement but the lightbulb needed changing.

“6, 5, 4, 3...”
Except for under the bed, but it was too tight a squeeze.
Except for under the tables, but that was too obvious.
Except for in the closet, but it was really dark inside.
Except for in my room, but the door always creaks.

“2, 1...”
Except for in-

“Gotcha!”

Artwork: Grace Xia
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LOOKING INSIDE A HAUNTED HOUSE…
Riley Viyannalage and Chloe Viyannalage

Hissing cats lurking in the haunted graveyards,
Cracked coffins open, and brain eating zombies file out to get you,
Warty witches on broom sticks try to hunt you, and boil you in their cauldrons,
Blood curdling screams hover around every creepy corner,
Dim lit jack-o lanterns watch your every move while skeletons rattle around the house,
Blood coated werewolves howl at the eerie moon,
Draped in black Draculas’ leap from their cemetery nap and try to drink your juicy blood,
Pale ghosts roam the mansion while mummies flicker the lights,
The rusty old grandfather clock strikes 12:00 midnight, and freaky glowing eyes awaken,
Creaking broken floor boards try to swallow you up,
A bloody eyeball lay alone in the deserted hallway,
Creaky cracked windows stay ajar, letting cold shivering air in,
A blood covered monster emerges from the darkness and tries to chow on our bones,
Invisible bony hands of the evil spirits strangle you as you walk by,
Dusty mirrors with no reflection haunts over you,
Ugly doors filled with creeping spiders slam shut as you walk by,
Faint music is heard from the land of the dead,
Choking sounds are heard in the werewolves’ lair,
Bloody tracks line the wall, but leads you nowhere,
YOU WILL NEVER WAKE UP FROM THIS NIGHTMARE,
BECAUSE THIS ISN’T ONE

Artwork: Grace Xia
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MARVEL GIRL
Careena Sondhi

off. It’s nice to know that there should always be

I am a hardcore Marvel fan girl. I’ve been
into Marvel since I was a little kid, and I will al-

people to help each other out. Rogers is a role

ways be into it, especially now that I have seen

model for kids; showing that anyone can be a

Avengers: Infinity War. I always relate things in

hero no matter what.

life back to superheroes. I do this because I be-

Thor and Loki represent a well-known les-

lieve that you can learn important life lessons

son: Let go of the past and move on. That life is

from these characters.

about growth and change. This lesson can be
spotted throughout the movies all the way up

Captain America, (a world-famous superhero) teaches us all a lesson: The size of the per-

to Infinity War. Thor and Loki are sons of the

son in the hero doesn’t matter, rather it is the

crown of Asgard. Their father has always favored

size of the hero in the person. Before Captain

Thor over Loki and he feels that he’s been grow-

America became Captain America, he was just

ing up in “The golden son’s” shadow. Loki finds

Steve Rogers, your average small kid who got

out that he was actually adopted and destined

beat up and bullied by the bigger kids. He

to die. This sets a rivalry between the two broth-

couldn’t protect himself, yet he signed up to

ers: Loki trying to prove his worth to the throne,

join the fighting in World War II to protect other

Thor trying to reason with his brother. These

people. One day, a military officer threw a fake

two have had a long tragic story with betrayals

grenade into the field. Most people would rush

and bitter feelings.

off to find cover, only protecting themselves.
But Steve dove on the grenade, covering it with
his body. This would minimize the blast so that
only he would die, saving the rest of the troops.
All these big muscular men thought of themselves, but the little 5-foot kid saved everyone
around him. Steve Rogers was already a hero

In the 3rd movie, the two brothers must
fight together to defeat the enemy which they
never could have done if they hadn’t gotten
over their past. Once they had ignored their
past, the two started to bond again and become
true brothers.
In school, we see something similar happen

before he was Captain America.
In our life, this shows that one little kid
could be a hero, simply by helping someone
who scraped their knee or telling bullies to back

between friends. Besties soon become rivals because of years of fighting. Friends let past disagreements split up what could have been a
great friendship. If they had changed their way
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of view and overlooked their past, maybe
things could have been different. I’m sure
that in your lifetime you have probably
wished you had looked at something a little
differently.
There’s a whole universe full of superheroes out there (Marvel Earth 616), too many
to mention. But you can learn so many
things from any of them. Selflessness and
perseverance from Tony Stark. The true
meaning of family and trust from Natasha
Romanoff. Being okay with your nerdy (or
not nerdy) self from Peter Parker and Ned
Leeds. To have confidence in yourself from
Valkryie. To know that it takes time to heal
from Bucky Barnes. Remembering to have a
little fun from Scott Lang. To take charge and
lead like Nick Fury.
These examples are just a few out of a
whole multiverse, and they are some of the
lessons that I learned from some of my favorite superheroes. So the next time you’re
having a Marvel marathon, be sure to look
out for the lessons that your favorite superhero tells you. And if you have never seen
something regarding superheroes, then you
should, because I believe that you will learn
important life lessons from them. (And you
get an excuse to watch TV :))

Artwork: Grace Xia

27

SNAP!
Careena Sondhi

“You...will never... be...a god...”
Snap

“There once was an idea, to bring together a group of remarkable people, to see if they could come to-

gether, to become something better and to fight the battles we never could”
But what happens if those remarkable people split apart, no longer coming together, fighting the
battels we cannot?
They fought hard
On Titan, in Wakanda, on the Statesman, in the middle of Knowhere, Nidavellir, Vormir, New York
City.
Thanos came and went, leaving mass destruction in his wake
He claimed what he was doing to the universe, was for its own sake.
From team to team he found, stealing a stone, making the sacrifice.
He got all 5 stones, only to lose the Mind, by simply being too late.
But when you seek to balance the universe, you don’t let something as malleable as time stop you.
They were fighting a losing battle, each hero lost in their own struggle
Lighting before thunder, the heroes last stand
The hatchet is buried, demise is close
“You...should have gone...for the head”

Snap

A blinding light, a sudden flash
The damage is done, the destruction had been made.
The heroes stand around, as the half begins the fade...
“Steve?”
“This is no place to die”
“Quill?”
“Oh man”
“Something’s happening”
“It was the only way”
“Mr. Stark?
I... I don’t feel so good”
“You’re alright”
“I don't want to go Mr. Stark please; I don’t want to go...
...I’m sorry...”
They came together again, but this time they were too late
The guilt of their failure is such a strong weight.
“Oh god”

They lost.

“If we can’t protect the Earth, you can be damn well sure we’ll avenge it”
There the heroes are, scattered throughout the universe
Their chance at redemption comes in the form of a farm on a faraway planet.
Despite being mostly together, they are still too late.
The stones have been destroyed, along with everything they held dear
There is only one solution remaining, his blood still to smear
“What did you do?!”
“I went for the head”.
There they stay, each person attempting to move on
“Some people move on, but not us, not us”.

Something is often found, once you stop looking for it
Hope (The Wasp) is gone, but hope is not

A rat of all things, brings Scott back
Scott, the one person left with determination, a trait some might still lack.
His idea spreads
From the Compound, to the home in the forest, to space and back, to New Asgard
A plan is made, the Earth was not saved,
Time will (literally) be changing, it is the universe they are saving
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“This is the fight of our lives”
“See you in a minute”.
“Where’s Natasha
Clint, where’s Nat?”
The fight of their lives, but no one ever told them how long the fight would be
They got the stones, collected from all around time.
Only one thing left to do, a chance they cannot miss
“It’s like I was made for this”
Snap
“On your left”
The missing half has been brought back
Yet it is Natasha, who they still lack.
Time shifts and spasms
Crashing one reality into another.
Friends and their foe meet one last time
“You could not live with your own failure
Where did that bring you?
Back to me”.
The fight ensues, both sides have an army, only one has a (professor) Hulk
He who is worthy may lift the hammer
And Steve Rogers claims that manner
“I knew it!”
The battle continues, as soldiers march into view
They match the horizon, and as if on cue...
Orange sparks burn holes into space
As the two armies prepare to face.
The gauntlet travels, from person to person
Until it lands on the hand of their foe, for their fate seems to worsen.
He chuckles and looks around
A gleam in his eye
The heroes believe it is their last goodbye.
The action that follows was not avoidable, the words that follow are
“I am inevitable”

Snap

A hollow sound that means doom
They all expect something to happen soon
The last fighting hero takes a stand
“And I...am Iron Man”

Snap

The one who tried to balance the universe has succeeded
But he has also been defeated
He breaks into dust, and he watches his plan fall to pieces.
“I went under, the world was at war
I wake up they say we won
They didn’t say what we lost”.
“Tony...”
“Mr. Stark, please don’t go, please...Tony”
“You can rest now”
They go to return back, mourning their friends
They won in the Endgame; the universe had been avenged.
But while they have brought something back, they lost something too.
They paid the price, the exchange cannot be undone
To return victorious, but still missing more than one.
The stones are returned, time is mended
Ironic isn’t it how this all started and ended
With something so simple as a snap of fingers
The effect of what was done, still lingers
The End (Game).

Artwork: Ben Saunders
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REST IN NO:
MEMOIR FOR GRUMPY CAT
Henrik Wilczowski
Everybody dies sometimes,
Even pets.
Even the most popular pets can die.
Gabe the dog,
The keyboard cat,
And most recently, Grumpy Cat.
The meme about, obviously,
a cat who’s grumpy.
Who has touched our lives
With attitude.
But sadly, her time was nay,
And she had to go to heaven.

Artwork: Sophia Golemb

I bet her attitude will make it.

LIT TLE GUY
ON THE COVER
Kendall Smith
We all have been the little guy on the cover
Of this magazine
Ignored
Unimportant
And hard to see
Viewed as having little purpose
No heroic destiny
But when we treat each other with kindness
Learn how to listen, not just hear
That notion of being
The little guy on the cover
Will slowly disappear

Artwork: Ben Saunders
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WORD SEARCH
INTERNATIONAL DELICACIES
Kalis Ruiz

BACALHAU
BORSCHT
BOXTY
BRATWURST
CANH
CHAR
CHUA
COLANNON
COQ
CUON
ESCABECHE
FLAMICHE

FOCACCIA
GALAKTOBOUREKO
GAZPACHO
GINILING
GOI
KAISEKI
KHEER
KIMCHI
KÄSESPÄTZLE
ORDA
PAELLA
RIBOLLITA

RYORI
SAMGYEOPSAL
SHCHI
SIU
SMÖRGÅSTÅRTA
SURSTRÖMMING
TONKATSU
TZATZIKI
VIN
VINDALOO
ZHAJIANGMIAN
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How well do you know
international foods?
See if you can find these
savory foods in the above
word search!

WORD SEARCH
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PENNY PONDER
Kendall Smith

Coin
Concept
Copper
Lincoln
Money
Monument
Opinion
Penny
Ponder
Reflect
Think
Thoughts
Wheat
Wonder
Zinc

Artwork: Sawyer Hoyt
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Artwork: Grace Xia
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PENNY FOR YOUR THOUGHTS
COLORING PAGE
Sawyer Hoyt

Artwork: Sophia Golemb
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REFLECTION:
Kendall Smith
Mom said that I could be anything I wanted.

Aspire to be anything, anyhow.
But what I want is far away.
Beyond possibility.
Beyond the heavens, where she is now.
It's been a hard month.
A sad month.
An all-dressed in black month.
I desire pink like the sunset.
Beautiful.
Yellow like lemonade.
Refreshing.
Green like the grass.
Calm.
At peace.
I want color in my life.
To combat the inner strife.
Inside of me.
As a write.
And think.
It occurs to me.
That I am the best thing.
That I can be.
I’ll work hard to be happy.
See the colors I want to see.
Pink, Yellow, Green.
Watch out world!
It’s me!

Artwork: Kai Anzalone
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Artwork: Kai Anzalone

Artwork: Elissa Adkins

Comic by
Henrik Wilczewski
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Artwork: Angel Tang
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