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LANDSCAPES

 The theme of the 2017 SPECTRUM issue is 
landscapes: forests, deserts, mountains, and oceans. 
Each environment is a unique feature of the Earth, but 
also connotes characteristics that represent the stages 
of growth in an individual’s life. The forest is an area 
bursting with wildlife, embodying a whimsical place 
of liveliness. It is the setting of fairytales and child-
hood memories, of youth and energy. In the desert, 
although one can face hardship and challenges, the ex-
periences generate passionate emotions and memories.
The mountains represent continued growth as an indi-
vidual climbs higher through experience and learning. 
However, one can never forget the foundation that is 
needed for life: family, identity, and character. Lastly, 
the vast and mysterious ocean symbolizes the accu-
mulation of all the experiences in an individual’s life. 
Sometimes, each wave cries in mourning. Some days 
the quiet waters call for reflection. 
 These four terrains constitute a harmonious 
Earth, and in this issue, we explore the spectrum that 
exists across different landscapes. We hope you enjoy 
reading!
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Sophia Zhang and Anusha Mamidipaka
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Outside the WindOW

Open your window
To feel sunlight exhaling softness into broken bones,
Wakening feathered wings stretching parallel to the horizon. 
Torrents of light twirl the curtains.
 
Step outdoors
To hear the leaves shiver in the whisper of morning sun
The gentle hum of insects vibrating in the air
Teeming with energy.
 
Wander 
Among the softly lit trees swaying in the whispering breeze.
Freshly clipped grass kisses your bare ankles,
Toenails peek through with the glimmer of chipped polish. 
 
Journey deeper
To where branches beckon with a mysterious finger,
And explore trodden paths. Stepping into the unknown, 
The sun invites us to dance. 

 



FOREST

“Your head is a living forest full of songbirds.” 
― e. e. cummings
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Pulse

 The lights waltz across the edges of our complexion, and 
you revel in the fleeting veil of the silhouettes that conceal the 
guilt. Guilt that you insist on carrying  even in the moments 
when it’s just the two of us, surrounded by walls you paint 
with vivid depictions that you envision in the midst of driftless 
conversations. Guilt you carry even when I clutch you in the 
hidden depths of the sequoias we used to run through as chil-
dren, wondering if heaven’s embrace would ever release them 
to give us just one glimpse of where they ended. Guilt I’ll never 
understand. Tonight, you still shy away from my grasp.
 Life pulses from every edge of this establishment, 
breathing relief into every individual who has ever felt small 
in the eyes of those who judge them for loving who they love 
and being who they may be. You look around nervously but 
soon grow accustomed to the fact that here, you are safe. And 
I watch as the warmth of the smiles around you coax a hint of 
one across your skin. A smile marked by freedom and realiza-
tion. You melt into the gentle camaraderie, quickly divulging 
the presence of our entwined fingers.
 I bring you out into the colorful lights, and we let our-
selves escape. I play with your curls between my fingers, trac-
ing the soft strands as we move our hips to the rhythm. My 
hands glide up the side of your waist, and you turn your cheek 
slightly. And we move as one. I hold you as the music rides our 
vessels. I hold you as the screams roll through the crowd. I hold 
you as everyone around us runs. I hold you as vibrant red seeps 
onto my clothes. I hold you as your breath falters and your 
arms go limp. I hold you as my line of vision blurs and the neon 
lights snake into darkness. The music continues, beating faster, 
intermittent shrieks fusing with the rhythm.
 I collapse with you, shielding your fragile self with my 
body.
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Samina Saifee



                          Jessica Patnaik 
      

Crystal

A smooth, hollow shell,
Dullness masking the light.
 
Cracked open,
Crystal shards scatter.
 
Millions of gleaming stars,
Packed into tiny mirrors.
 
Small wonders, Melodious colors,
Gleam in the eyes of the observer. 
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“Geometric Blue Necklace” by Noreen Khan
Metals



Madison Copley

statement PieCe

 In the 80’s, my mom wore turquoise eye shadow to make a 
statement.  My dad had a mullet. I wasn’t even a thought at the time, 
let alone old enough to start defining myself. However, in 2012, I 
wanted to make a statement, too.
         Middle school is often a memory you cram into a corner in 
the darkest recesses of your mind. Usually it’s because of how foolish 
your young brain was. After all, the human brain doesn’t fully grow 
until age 25, and is barely over 85% developed by age twelve. At age 
twelve, you want to be an adult, but not so adult that you have to ac-
tually be responsible. At age twelve, you think you’re hilarious when 
really you’re just regurgitating television jokes that weren’t too funny 
to begin with. At age twelve, you and your underdeveloped brain just 
want some attention.
         I stared at the copycat in the mirror for a long time. She 
sported the same dinky rhinestone earrings that I had been wearing 
all year. I looked at my reflection and, despite my atrocious pre-braces 
grin and my two pound glasses, I didn’t feel unique enough. On this 
particularly unremarkable day of school, I decided that people would 
notice me.  So, I mixed up my routine. I popped out the little studs 
in my ears and held them in my fingertips. Then, I slid them back in. 
Backwards.
         I felt like an entirely different person – mostly because before 
I wasn’t a person with constant ear pain. I knew it would be worth 
it, though, when my peers would come up to me. “Woah, Madison! 
What’s up with your earrings?” I practically rehearsed my response to 
the inevitable question. I had thought up numerous answers to keep 
it interesting for when I was swarmed with classmates asking about 
my cool and unique style. I was such a special snowflake.
         All through my childhood I recall thinking this; thinking 
that I was such an individual. I liked the concept of standing out 
even at age three. Recently, I happened upon a collection of ancient 
projects from my pre-school days. A cute little star-studded sheet of 
paper resurfaced. It had a list of what all the other three-year olds in 
my class wanted to be when they grew up. A solid majority of the 
girls has listed “princess” as their desired occupation. Obviously, as 
children we did not understand that being a princess would be quite 
difficult in a democracy. However, once I got down to my own name 
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                          Madison Copley 
      

I saw that I wanted to be a “BIG princess”. I had wanted to top the 
other girls in my class. I had wanted to be noticed among the dozen 
other princesses. Or I simply wanted to be the tallest princess – I 
have no way of knowing for sure.  I planned to one-up them all 
with my adjective, regardless of what it was supposed to mean 
because bigger is better. In this monarchy of toddlers, I just hoped 
to be distinct.
         School hours passed, period after period dragged on, yet I 
received no commentary on my quirky new reverse-earring look. I 
would conspicuously brush my hair behind my ear so that every-
one could see. Most other times my hair would just droop back over 
my earrings, but surely someone would have seen them anyway! I 
began forgetting my clever responses to “Oh wow, those earrings 
are awesome!” and grew increasingly bitter. I watched the uncaring 
public with hot, angry eyes. How dare no one notice this monu-
mental change in my attire? I was positively baffled that not a single 
person took the time to praise my fresh take on a classic accessory. 
At the end of the day the only questions I received were “Madison, 
did you do the homework?” “ Hey, what class is next?” and “Why 
do you keep putting your hair behind your ears?” I had too much 
pride to reveal my master plan. They should have figured it out for 
themselves.
         I cringe at how dead-set I was on getting a reaction from 
my classmates.  I know it was silly, but I remember I just wanted 
– needed – someone to pay attention to me. I craved recognition 
like a pregnant woman craves peanut-butter anchovies, in the sense 
that both are incredibly embarrassing interests. There was no ex-
ceptional reason for why I needed this attention. My earrings were 
trivial. Yet, no matter how insignificant something truly is, it still 
hurts when it means a lot to you. Of course, I am well aware that it 
was a lot to ask of people to notice my backwards three-dollar studs, 
but the fact that no one cared impacted me so much.
         Since my immature twelve-year-old mind had a screwed-
up sense of priorities, I only concentrated on being upset. I wasn’t 
focused on learning from the experience. I don’t recall immediately 
becoming a better person or understanding human nature or any-
thing.
 All I really remember is that I wore my earrings normally 
the next day.
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Brett Arenberg

i Wish i COuld Write in layers
 
I wish I could write in layers 
So people could better understand 
For the words that I write in poems 
I must think of beforehand 
 
Our thoughts exist in far more depth 
Than words allow us to express 
The words we write are singular in nature
While our thoughts are greater yet 
 
Thoughts come from feelings 
From ideas and life 
Neither, however, are one dimensional 
Such is writing’s strife 
 
When we write we express 
Our deepest fears and love 
But simply words on paper 
Can show none of the above 
 
With layers we could show 
True meaning behind each sentence 
And each express our ideas 
In their true essence 
 
I wish I could write in layers 
So people could better understand 
That these words that I write 
Came from a soul 
And not a hand 
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Anusha Mamidipaka

seasOn leaves

The buds of blossoming rubies
Decorate the tips of golden branches
Clasped in a shell of fading emerald

 
Bundles of twinkling emeralds grasp

The youth of gleaming limbs
In the blazing noon sky

 
Scarlet jewels shatter

From the necks of amber branches
Glistening in the crimson dew

 
The necks of barren trees shimmer

While diamonds drip
In the shadows of silent, pale stars

“Leaf Knight Armor” by Isabella Rosenberg
Metals
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Leila Hilf

BetWeen shades OF Blue

 Friendship is baby blue, that’s the color of friendship 
when you first meet, light, airy and new. It was the color of the 
sky when you biked over to her house for the first time, it was  
the color of your sleeping bag you had draped over your back, 
it was the color of the bowls you ate ice cream out of together. 
When you went to bed on the night of your first sleepover and 
closed your eyes, you didn’t see darkness; you saw the new prom-
ises and hope of baby blue.
  The color of friendship when your bond starts to build is 
cerulean, Cerulean was the color of her swimsuit as she ran down 
the slip and slide her dad set up for you two. Cerulean was the 
color of the blue raspberry slushies you got together after you 
biked to the corner store, it was the color of the sky as it just be-
gan to rise after you pulled an all-nighter together. Cerulean was 
the color of the hair tie, coiled around her wrist. There was no 
other way to address the situation, other than it was perfectly and 
beautifully cerulean.
  When your friendship began to grow even stronger, the 
cerulean faded into berry. It’s was the color of the pie you helped 
her mother bake while she was at swim practice, Berry was the 
color of your bedspread as you confided to her your deepest 
secrets. It was the color of the lake that you tubed on while her 
brother manned the speedboat, It was the color of the eye shad-
ow you painted on her eyelids as she was getting ready for her 
first date; life was sweeter than berries. People always said that 
purple was the color of loyalty, but to you, it will always be berry.
  Navy is the color of friendship when you begin to drift 
apart, the berries went awry  and now everything seemed navy, 
maybe not to her, but it did to you at least.  Navy was the color 
of her freshly painted nails, as she suddenly shooed you away in 
the halls, it was the color of her best friends polo as she sat next to 
her, gossiping about the latest topics- and you had on a red shirt 
that day. It was the color of your lunchbox as you now sat alone 
in the cafeteria, looking at the empty space across from you and 
wondering why there wasn’t a voice to fill the silence. Navy was 
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Leila Hilf

the color of her freshly painted nails, as she suddenly shooed you 
away in the halls, it was the color of her best friends polo as she 
sat next to her, gossiping about the latest topics- and you had on 
a red shirt that day. It was the color of your lunchbox as you now 
sat alone in the cafeteria, looking at the empty space across from 
you and wondering why there wasn’t a voice to fill the silence. 
Navy was the color of the deep circles that embroidered around 
your eyes, because you tossed and turned all night wondering 
“What could I have possibly done wrong?”  The color of friend-
ship to you at this point was navy, because everything in hind-
sight was almost black.
  Yet, slate is the color of acceptance, the navy was made 
light as time went on and  and at times the world seems gray 
without her, but it wasn’t as bad when it was navy. Slate was the 
color of your new friends backpack as you walked home from 
school together, slate was the color of your house as you invited 
her home to work on a Science project, slate was the color of the 
sky that day as it began to softly drizzle while you two watched 
a movie. While your world was filled dark, it was the color slate 
that rose like a new dawn.
  Although the world still seems navy without her, you 
missed how you would bike together to get slushies and some-
times you would fill with rage and cry your navy tears, but the 
thing about slate is although it’s dark, it’s lighter than navy and 
maybe soon enough, things will start looking baby blue again.
 
 

“5th Dimension” 
by Roderick Claybrooks

 Graphic Design



12
___

S
P
E
C
T
R
U
M

2
0
1
7

Val Selector

BilliOns OF WOrds
 
Billions of words fly around in my head-
In one lobe and out the other.
They escape before I can trap them in ink.
 
They break free through my skin,
And etch themselves into my surroundings;
Every memory now bears the beginning of a poem.
 
So much sleep I have lost over fluttery syllables-
Trying, failing,
To catch them with my faulty letter-fly net.
 
The holes are too big!
And so they soar out,
leaving me with the faintest longing;
 
For every single one I capture,
A dozen more escape,
Destined to run free.
 
Maybe I’ll see them again someday,
Buzzing in the distance
Always evading my grasp.
 
At least they’ll bother with me at all,
Even if they’re flighty.
Stays and runaways are better than no words at all.
 
 



PersPeCtive

Children serve no purpose.
I refuse to believe that
“Our children are our future.”
It is true,
Adults
Are more valuable than
Children
And I can only believe that
In a century
Our world will be doomed because our generation will vanish
It is foolish to presume that
Young people will renovate the world
One day
Think about the teenagers these days
Who have their eyes mesmerized by hypnotizing screens
Children are not just people 
In fact,
Children will ruin our earth
Don’t let anyone convince you that
Our children will bring light to the future.
 
(Now read bottom to top)
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Anna Sun

“My Brother” 
by Sabriya Imami  

Painting
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danCing in the rain

I am sitting in the rain.
Droplets tap dance across my head
Syncing with the knocking of the window.
Mother dear join the dance!
 
“You are going to catch a cold!”
I tilt my head backwards
Catching tiny waterflakes on my tongue
As child-like laughter escapes my throat.
Mother dear my heart is too warm
To get cold!
 
I leave my notebook open,
Letting the pages experience rain too.
I cannot resist the tap dancing anymore.
My pencil drops from my grasps
As I spin in the rain.
 
My skin trembles in excitement
Eager to catch every drop
Falling from the heavens.
 
Soon a film of water
Covers me from head to toe.
The waterflakes are like guards
Mother dear its ok,
They are protecting me.
 
Suddenly the sun breaks through
The canopy of clouds
And the droplets lighten.
The rays of light collide with the rain
igniting sparkles to leap around me.
 

Anushri Radhakrishnan

“Flipped”
 by Julia Shen

Painting



15
___

S
P
E
C
T
R
U
M

2
0
1
7

But the dance must come to an end.
Slowly the tap dancers leave
And the knocking on the window
Comes to a stop.
I take one last spin for the finale.
Oh mother dear don’t look so worried!
I’m okay.
 
Oh mother dear,
Next time I’ll take you dancing in the rain.

Anushri Radhakrishnan

“Roku Circle” by Nishal Patel
Ceramics
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While We Wait FOr the mOOn tO Fall

 If life is a metaphor, then nothing is without meaning. As a 
result, fate is not a question, but an ultimate certainty that protects 
our destiny. Though most of the time, we have to fit the pieces to-
gether ourselves. While solving my puzzle, I’ve discovered life holds 
its secrets tight to its chest, only gossiping through the magic of meta-
phors.
 Josh and I are two pieces that find a way to fit: impossibly 
different and remarkably the same. Josh, the piece that continuously 
changes, inspiring each individual to embrace their flaws and refusing 
to fix his own. I am incredibly loyal, always irritating and persistent, 
but willing to take a bullet for a friend. Perhaps our pieces fit because 
we agree about everything important and disagree about everything 
else.
 On a spry evening in June, with the twilight enveloping 
us, life gave up a secret. Josh and I were lying on a prickly concrete 
blacktop; my head cradled in his arm to avoid the loose stones. Sur-
rounded by fireflies and chirping crickets, I asked Josh, “Where 
would you go at this very moment, if you could?” I expected him to 
say something like New York or college- he wants to be a Broadway 
star after all. But he surprised me.
 “Away” he replied instantly, looking up at the charcoal sky.
 “That’s not very specific”
 “Life doesn’t need a destination. I want to enjoy the journey. I 
know where I want to go, who I need to be.” Josh is sure about him-
self, something I wished desperately to be, as he had made a life plan 
at the age of 12, and it fit him still at 17.
 “I hate this house,” he said “my parents harping, my brother’s 
clinginess. I need to start my life”.
 Close as we were, Josh and I came from opposite worlds. Josh 
from an empire of assimilation and fleeting activities, a world littered 
with removed parents and defined by self-sufficiency. He was living 
life as a prodigal son who had strayed from the classic plan, presenting 
an air that allowed for few fears, though they were bottled up under-
neath. In contrast, I was from a start up of overprotective parents and 
typical expectations, a world built upon conformity and silence. I was 
living life as an obedient daughter, a catalyst who lost her thirst for life 
by following the rules. My greatest fear was becoming like my par-
ents, rooted and steady without a spark of spontaneity. I worried the 
path was inevitable.

Sofia Spencer



 “That’s a beautiful thought, and a true one” I admitted, “I 
drive home every day, and I feel the urge to pass my house, to keep 
going and see where the road takes. But I always stop, I don’t have 
the courage to continue.”
 Josh surprised me again; “ I feel the same way, there are a 
million places to go, and I’ve barely discovered any of them.”
 While we may have believed in our dreams, neither of us was 
without uncertainty. The path of life could take us somewhere drasti-
cally different, somewhere we had never wanted to go. In that mo-
ment, I saw my future laid out like the blacktop: scratchy and painful, 
cutting into my dreams until I bled out, the mosquitoes feasting on 
my sunken eyes, blood pooling on the concrete until I was forgotten 
entirely. I was scared to face the harshness of reality, for I knew Josh’s 
arm could not protect me from the world forever. His resolve and 
spontaneity was not my own, and my doubts were creeping in.
 Unlike me, Josh believes in the literal. He believes, while a 
random assortment of events forms a complex web of broken strings, 
that everything has the capacity to be understood. On the contrary, I 
believe in the ethereal, that all events are inherently simple and meta-
phoric, as I try to form a stained glass window out of clear panes.
 He continued, “I want to leave everything behind”
  I countered him; “ I want to find where I belong, a com-
munity where I won’t be forgotten.” Josh does not acknowledge this 
comment, he is aware of my paralyzing fear of abandonment from 
many meltdowns behind closed doors.
 Despite our bizarre co-dependency, less than a year ago, Josh 
and I were almost strangers. We became close at an exponential pace, 
our friendship developing over the course of three months, rather 
than the entirety of its three years. We developed a mutual under-
standing by talking till two or three in the morning at the tail end of 
junior year, usually while I helped Josh speed-write his English pa-
pers. In return he coped with my insecurities, helping me to emerge 
from my simple box with greater morals, as I pondered my life’s 
purpose by crying into his shoulder. Somehow, we understood each 
other because we respected our uniquely similar motivations that led 
to entirely different goals. He was finding the strength to hold on for 
another year before beginning the path to Broadway, I was trying to 
discover my courage in order to fulfill my wispy dream of writing.
Josh abruptly changes the subject, “You know, I love driving down 
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your street. It’s full of green, big beautiful trees swooping down, I 
normally linger in the shadow of buildings.”
 Perhaps he was attempting to placate my fear though a fairly 
obvious metaphor. However, he did not realize the more significant 
allegory: sometimes, like the path of a road, the world creates its own 
connections. The moon lingers in the sky even when we can’t see it. 
Stars emerge from the boring blue and the bitter blackness with an 
unnerving consistency. Yet, it is the sun that supports all life. Josh is 
a sun, a boundless energy that brings light and wisdom, revealing se-
crets tucked into long forgotten crevices, and gradually wearing away 
the dark. I am a star, simply waiting to shine. But as he commented 
on looking for his natural path in an impossible world, the moon be-
gan to rise, yellow and eerie, yet comforting all the same. All we had 
to do was wait, wait for the inevitable solar eclipse, where the sun and 
stars shine together in inexplicable harmony. Wait for the inextricable 
future that stretched out before us to commence.
 “Look, the moon is finally coming out” I exclaimed, becom-
ing philosophical as I pointed to the sky. Josh quickly pulled away 
his arm as my tears fell onto his skin. I smiled through them, even 
though Josh was ready, in his words, to “homicide” me for this 
demonstration-because yes, to Josh, homicide is a verb, even though 
he realizes it’s actually a noun. Despite his playful aggression, Josh 
understood I wasn’t crying for the moon, I was crying because it 
came back to me. The moon is the only thing everyone has in com-
mon after all. No matter the location or time zone, every individual 
gazes upon the craters of the moon and believes in its beauty. Most 
importantly, the moon always comes back to us.
         Lying on the blacktop, watching the glimmer of the moon-
rise, I began to understand that loyalty is uncertain. After all, what is 
the use of waiting for someone to stay? Waiting at the edge of a seat 
for them to bolt? Since the moon always rises, what’s the point of 
waiting around for it?
 Lying on that blacktop, I learned to trust the metaphors I so 
often preached. If Josh and I somehow break apart, as I search for 
words and he searches for stardom, we will find our way back to-
gether. Friendship can withstand the greatest of distances. Dreams 
can withstand the greatest of turmoil. No matter what happens in the 
future, Josh and I are forever linked from our mutual experiences, 
unable to forget the dreams we held so close. Therefore, I refuse to re-
linquish the sun. My dreams and my friends will forever shine within 
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my soul, changing and evolving with me. For, we are still on the 
blacktop, waiting for the night to end, trying to enjoy the moon while 
it shines in this last year of containment. However, in the morning, it 
will leave nothing but its impression behind.
 I am still learning to trust the fragility of my dreams and the 
magic of my experiences. That night on the blacktop, I discovered 
that nothing ever truly ends. The sun will eventually rise and the 
moon will eventually fall for Josh and I. We will begin our lives and 
never look back. But, we will not forget the gleam of the moon in 
our eternal night. My dreams are attainable if I believe in metaphors, 
because they connect us together to ensure that no one is left behind. 
Perhaps that is how I fit into our intricate puzzle, I connect the meta-
phors to form a greater whole. 
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Sofia Spencer

“Private Hideaway” by Rishuv Mehta
Graphic Design



COllateral damage

Raise your thumb
And pretend
Your fingerprint blots the sky.
It is yours to stain,
So you can paint your mark.
 
You wouldn’t dare
Color the horizon your own
Had you needed
To steal finger-paints
From a smiling little girl in pink overalls.
Or if a young couple
Could no longer see a bunny in the clouds
Because of you.
 
You can’t ignore the penumbra you leave
From the stroke of your impulse.
You can cast your shadow
Over the bustling city
In your brain
But the lights will never be overcast.
They will glow in the back of your eyes
So that you’ll always remember
When you tried
To block out the sun.
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Madison Copley

“Insomnia” 
by Helena Li

Charcoal Drawing



reverie
 
 “Wait up!” he shouted. I couldn’t wait. Too much was yet 
to be discovered within the Hocking Hills forests. The cold, crisp air 
brushed my skin as I darted past my friends dawdling along the grit-
ty, woodchip-covered path. I ran lightly so I wouldn’t disturb Mother 
Nature’s peaceful slumber, yet decayed leaves still crunched beneath 
my feet. Slight pings of pain traveled through my feet because of my 
worn out, faded flip flops, but it didn’t stop me from wanting to see 
the green serenity. Maybe there would be hidden waterfalls or breath-
taking cliffs and caves. My eyes gazed at wooden giants tangled with 
vines who welcomed chirping birds and other gentle creatures. The 
bright sun peaked through the dense forest. A blanket of moss swal-
lowed the ground, concealing some of Earth’s wondrous secrets.  I 
breathed in the lingering smell of sweet pines and the damp Earth. 
My heart filled with awe and admiration. As I continued running, I 
heard distant echoes of my name.
         “I’m right here!” I hollered back. A few birds fluttered away 
from the trees. Far ahead there was an opening out of the trails - I 
smiled from ear to ear. Gathering my last bit of energy, I sprinted 
towards the mystery. My heart raced, and the forest transformed into 
a verdant blur. Once I reached the opening, my stomach dropped: the 
cracked concrete parking lot, the sea of rusty cars, garbage rustling 
in the wind. Dark grey clouds had converged and consumed the sky. 
Moments later, I heard my friends stomping their way from behind. 
They had caught up and stopped to stare at the bleak area that glared 
back at us.
         “Home, sweet home,” I murmured.
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Jessica Patnaik

“Epiphany” 
by Meghan Guo

Metals



 

in her dreams

She doesn’t really remember now but
She was warmest in the winter
When a portal in the sky released the snowflakes that
Cascaded down in shifts and pressed her sandpaper skin until it
Burned from their touch and creased from the moisture.
 
She filled her lungs with frigid air
That melted all her pain and
Kissed the painted evergreen trees
And inhaled the natured fragrance
Until her eyes blurred and she melted in
The snow and became one with the glacial lands.
 
She doesn’t really remember now but
She was happiest when the icicles
Coated her coat and the frost on her scarf
Tickled her nose until it was raw and red.
 
She was calmest when she danced
On the ice and did splits until her fingers
Stroked the amaranth Sun that basked in the
Glory of the puddles from where the light
Burned away the ice.
 
She doesn’t really remember now but
Sometimes when the desert heat cuffs
Her forehead and scrapes her throat and eyes
Until all she can do is sleep,
She flies in the moon’s embrace and
Tumbles in its ivory shadows until
She sings the winter melodies and
Cheers along with the roaring wind.   
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memOries
 
A girl climbed up the sand covered hill,
feet slipping, sliding, struggling to reach the top.
Wind rushed at her to push her down,
to stop her.
Thirsting for more,
The girl stuck a determined look on her face,
And continued to trudge up the hill.
 
Reaching the top,
her skin tingled at the euphoric feeling.
For once, she was towering above the world below.
Spreading her hands out like a bird ready to take flight,
Feeling herself floating out of reality into paradise.
Power coursed through her veins.
The wind stronger than ever no longer pushed her down,
But embraced her in a warm and compassionate hug.
 
Seizing the moment the girl raced down the hill,
Avoiding the overgrown grass peeking out of the sand,
Gliding down as if the ground were nowhere near her.
Feeling the electricity running through her skin,
She was charged with new energy.
Laughs escaped through her mouth,
Hoping that this moment would last for the rest of her life.
 
No longer towering above the world,
The girl reached the bottom of the hill.
Walking away from the memory to create yet another.
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Reshma Dukkipati



 

the esCaPe

Flowers bloom from her scalp,
Weaving themselves into the strands of her hair.

She floats,
Held aloft by the blossoms,
Twisting and winding every which way
In her secluded bubble.
She plaits the vines as they sprout,
Oblivious to the incisions
That they slice into her skull,
and the thorns tearing through her skin.

Each flower blooms with a thought.
The roses are painted red with her blood,
Slicing her deeper and deeper.

But the lilies
With their gossamer petals
Curling gently around her face
paint a stark contrast
Of pearly white in her crimson hair,
Bandaging and caressing each of the cuts
Until they are healed.

The flowers wind around her,
Cocooning her,
Enveloping her,
Until she sees nothing
But the flowers of her own mind.

They drag her farther and farther in.
The roses ominous,
And their thorns piercing her
But the lilies soothe her wounds,
And with their caress,
her thoughts seize.
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Meghana Gudapati

“Secrets” 
by Sophia Zhang
Pencil Drawing



BlOOm

they told me to be cautious with
those encounters with the full bloom--
with the crimson magnolias at their crest,
with the sweet zephyrs sweeping along
the scent of honey, and
with mellow hums of the bees.
 
yet I, an unknowing fool--
taken in with a siren song--
let her intoxicate my heart with her
vivacious colors,
her alluring smiles, and
cerise cheeks.
 
and so fate (cruel, cruel fate) would have it that
my bare, swollen palms,
bitten by the wind one too many times,
would remain clutching onto her
wilted petals and ashes,
ashes of an unfruitful bloom.
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Julia Shen

“Strawberries and Cream” 
by Lauren Boos
Photography
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starry night, dreaming night 

Starry night- dreaming night
I couldn’t put a roof over you
Not even if I tried
Your infinite expanse,
I try and breathe it in
Holding you in the pores of my skin
The calluses of my fingers
The accidental and forgotten scars
That litter my skin like stars.
 
Starry night- dreaming night
Your rustling wind breathes me in,
In one long breath
And then exhales me
Pulling at my wild tendrils
Always too long for comfort
That would usually weigh me down.
They feel light now
Little wisps behind me.
 
Starry night- dreaming night
Take me to the center of the universe
Take me to the birthplace of all time
Let me leave you all troubles
Every fright from which I’m trying to hide
Kick my anger to the dust
And let me make room for a better dawn.
 
Starry night- dreaming night
I’m on sanity withdrawal
I haven’t got a clue
Where I’m going, or if I’ll even get
“There”
Maybe that’s why I’m hiding,
Talking to the sky. 
 

Val Selector



eyes

Eyes, 
The key to the universe, 
The creators of art
Imagination brought to life, 
Always there 
always aware, 
Even when we wish they weren’t. 
 
People have built and constructed the world 
To please our eyes’ demands. 
They can tell the difference in light and 
     darkness, 
Which in return return gives us wondrous colors and 
     art. 
Without eyes, imagination is nothing 
but thoughts and can never be executed 
Because without a key
A door cannot open. 
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Colton Zander

“Vanity” by Sasha Hartje 
Photography



FOrest OF memOries

Reaching the ground,
Giving light to the forest floor.

 
My brother and I

Trek through the overgrown patches
Of mayflowers,

Like adventurers
On a new planet

Hacking our way through
The overgrown jungle

Of alien origin.
 

Birds call in the distance,
Woodpeckers rattle,

Leaves crunch under our feet,
The sweet aroma of the forest

Wafts into my nose,
As we walk toward the gate to home.

 
The memories of my childhood,
The time spent with my brother,

The experiences we had,
All in that forest,

That forest of memories.
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Brett Arenberg

“Clock Face” 
by Madison Copley 

Drawing



In These Woods
 
 The moon, the howl, the thrill of the hunt. 
  A distorted shriek rings through the air, signaling the 
beginning. You run forward, leading your pack into the starry 
night, chasing the prize you smell, as master commands. You 
dash through the forest, plunging into the inky dark of the deep 
woods again. The scent grows stronger, closer, thicker. More 
than one to hunt, master would be pleased. You give a long 
powerful alpha howl to alert the pack, they respond in kind, 
releasing their own to match yours, filling the night with the 
echos of pride and dominance, of the ultimate predator. The 
sweet scent of blood leads into a clearing, where the white is 
evenly spread, dotted with sanguine red, revealing the taken 
prey. 
 Your mark has already died, both majestic, delicious 
horned ones had fallen, to a great blackness. The blackness 
roared at you and yours, warning against intrusion, but master 
wishes for his prize, so the pack strikes. You weave in and out 
of the strikes of the dark one, watching as one of your own are 
struck down, never to hunt again, you double your efforts to 
avenge your brother in battle. Master stands back as your pack’s 
number dwindles. The blackness stumbles, bites and claws 
bleeding out its life blood. You pounce, fighting tooth and nail, 
bite and claw, rip and shred. With one last tremendous strike, 
the blackness collapses, the clearing, silent once again. The 
scent of blood fills your nose as you survey the scene before you. 
Guts hang from stomachs, heads caved in, organs unburied 
from flesh. A still beating heart lies on the white, connected to 
it’s owner by the faintest of sinews. As you examine the sym-
phony of gore, a cold feeling sets into your bones. Your pack is 
dead, all of them. You now stand alone, a fact master has just 
discovered. His whiskers twitch in a rhythmic motion, you can 
feel his ire at the core of your being, a savage storm against the 
eroding cliff. His face is purpling with a cheated rage, his anger 
your sorrow. He raises his arm, pointing at you.
  And with a bang, you rejoin the pack.
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JOurney in the emBraCe OF the sun

Mother,
I see you in the vibrancy of the golden sheath of sunrise and
In the amaranth rays that dance to the rhythmic motion of singing 
rivers.
I hear you in the sweet melodies of the robins outside our home
That now wake me just as you once did when my hands were still 
smaller than yours.
You are the pastel-pink horizons we gaze at together,
Giving me the strength to love the myriad colors of the present
And the courage to chase the future, no matter how distant it may 
seem.
I feel you in the rolling winds of crisp morning air and in the move-
ment of ocean waves
Whose whispers remind me of your gentle voice - a voice
That gave me the oxygen of life and taught me the beauty of words,
So that I can stand today and paint your reflection in the tapestry of 
a morning sunrise
 
Mother,
I see you in the bright colors of noon
And in the way you love all of my shadows away.
You surround me with the grass-greens of your stern support
And the flower petal-pinks of your everyday care,
The river-blues of your everlasting presence
And the robin-reds of your unwavering love.
 
Mother,
I see you most of all in the graceful embrace of shadows,
in the corners where the sun doesn’t reach,
because you’ve taught me to always create my own light.
I see your love in the glow of sunsets and the escape of dreams,
in the bittersweet taste of fading time,
of leaving and of being left behind.
To me you are the promise of warmth after days of dreary cold,

Kiana Sadri, Tara Tang, Jiwon Yun
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Kiana Sadri, Tara Tang, Jiwon Yun

the markings on the kitchen wall, labeled with dates to map 
my growth,
eternalizing my childhood, the unwavering stability of home.
To me you are the hope of a new day,
reminding me to have faith that goodbye is not The End,
that it is merely the end of one journey,
and the beginning of another. 

“All My Friends” by Isabel Stanton 
Mixed Media



DESERT

“The desert sharpened the sweet ache of his longing, amplified 
it, gave shape to it in sere geology and clean slant of light.”

― Jon Krakauer
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sPirit

PassiOn

resilienCe

intense

hardshiP

strength
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Sophia Zhang

small sPaCe

I don’t know
how long I’ve been standing this still as the colors shuffle around
and the incandescent lights are amplified into searing flames
swimming in my vision.
Heat crackles, agitating the remaining oxygen
that’s infused with a woman’s smothering, syrupy perfume
and I feel sweat glazing my palms,
as if my body were crammed into a suitcase
chockablock with bundles of moist cotton shirts
squeezing each side until I can’t think of anything
except how much longer until all the air hisses out of my lungs
like balloons.
The red digits overhead are a timer
ticking down to death; the numbers plummet
like heavy stones, plunging with a guttural groan,
5, 4,
I hear the metallic creaking of old wheels clinking, rattling,
the light flares
3, 2,
the floor shifts,
a sharp chime,
and now finally the steel doors slide open.
Letting the air flood in. 
 

“Encapsulated” 
by Julia Shen 

Painting



an array OF thOughts FrOm the Past and Present 

 The people in my neighborhood live in the midst of broken 
hopes, broken hearts, and broken lives. Our homes are decorated with 
fractured windows and non-existent gardens. The weeds envelop my 
house, attempting to form a circle of captivity.
 A scar traces my arm, a token from the ominous fight. Elijah. His 
name echoes through my room, slowly fading into the distance. I still 
taste his words, the bitterness oozing from his mouth like dark, poisonous 
venom. I still feel the pain, the burning sensation. I still feel the excite-
ment, the fleeting joy of seeing a color.
         Only one trait binds my neighborhood. The love to fight. Papa 
says the urge comes from the ennui of “always bein’ on the bottom,” a 
discontentment of being the underdog of the social castes.
         Papa. A terrible husband, drunkard, and gambler. Papa recounts 
the story of becoming a plumber with great theatrics. He chose to escape 
the “goddamn system” of an education structure he viewed as poison-
ous to “goddamn minds that don’t think crooked in the first place.” Papa 
believes he won the fight against his school by refusing to learn. I think he 
lost.
         The desire to escape binds Mama and Papa together. Mama es-
caped the abuse of her father by marrying the first man who didn’t mind 
the dark birthmark covering her left cheek. Papa escaped the responsibil-
ity of having an illiterate wife and a colorblind daughter through alco-
hol and fighting. He mocks me with his intoxication, the belt dangling 
between his fingers. The scar still travels around my arm. His words still 
burn my soul.
  “No daughter of mine gon’ be a colorblind fool.”
  My colorblindness gives the already cruel children of my neigh-
borhood a perfect opportunity to call me, “the freak.” The children use 
my nickname as a weapon to call me slow. They do not understand a 
world filled with dull greens and yellows does not impact my mind.
         I only visited the thrift shop across the street once. A female 
employee gave me a “red” scarf, praising the fabrics’ beautiful color. I re-
member walking around my neighborhood, wearing my scarf with pride. 
The children laughed at “the freak.” My mama cried. She kept saying, 
“It’s tan. It’s tan and you can’t tell. It’s tan and you can’t tell.” My cheeks 
burned with embarrassment. And the children never stopped laughing. 
But I kept the scarf.
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 By sixth grade, I pleaded Mama to take me away from school. 
She refused. Mama’s decision was adamant and as her face creased 
with determination, I knew she would never change her mind. 
“You’re gonna’ like school. You ain’t turning out like your papa or 
me. You need to grow up and buy a big ol’ house with a big ol’ job 
and a big ol’ car. And then you gonna’ come and save your mama. 
Now you sit right there on the floor and do those shapes for math.”
         Much to my chagrin, my math teachers love to incorporate 
color during class. Sweat lines my forehead and my palms as I raise 
my hand to ask what the colors represent. The teachers answer my 
questions with pitiful smiles. I fear the day a teacher may refuse to 
explain an answer. My peers’ stares burn a hole into my dignity.
         On the way back home, I pass “the burning” house every day. 
The children at school say the abandoned chaos used to harbor the 
most beautiful woman in the world who was surrounded by so much 
darkness she burst into a thousand flames to fill the world with light. 
Papa says it was owned by an old man who set himself on fire when 
he couldn’t pay his taxes. I always stop by this home after school and 
breathe in the charred remains of the shambles until I can picture a 
beautiful angel standing in the yard. She holds a rose in her hands 
and promises me I will feel its vibrancy one day. 
         Mama tells me to keep my promises. Okay mama. I promise 
myself the world will know my name one day, the name I have given 
myself.
 
Suri Fleming
The Burning Rose. 
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Kiana Sadri

“Former Home” 
by Angela Lee 

Charcoal Drawing



aaliyah

Breathe.
 
I fight for her.
I watch her become one with the darkness,
And I know my unspoken duty.
I slip under the covers
To hold her as tears seem to carve away
At her withered, broken
Being.
And she asks me why everyone
Always seems to leave.
I hold her tighter.
 
Somewhere along the way,
She became a muted color,
Cautiously stepping among bright rays
And strong tones.
Trying. Aspiring.
To blend.
 
Somewhere along the way,
My sister lost her bright eyes.
But I’ve never stopped trying to find them.
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Samina Saifee

“Colored Streaks” 
by Madison Copley 

Drawing



Part One: Oil and BlOOd

 The fire rose in hideous ruins of smoke and ashes. In that 
temple of destruction, the priestly blazes burnt the charred incense of 
human flesh to their hellish god. Amidst a hell of night and darkness, 
it seemed as though the very fire was the victim of its own pyre. 
 The heat trapped inside the collapsing structure cried out 
like a broken child. Light itself fell on its sword, causing its innards to 
exacerbate such hell. The blazes scurried through the floor, chasing 
each other around like rats, their tails as bright as comets. The disease 
spread so quickly through the mansion that fire seemed to shatter the 
air into a hundred fragments. Sound cracked like the glass in a pho-
tograph, like a lightning bolt breaks a pane of sky, like a word-dagger 
destroys a lover’s heart. 
 Not horrible but horror; the screams that had been burnt out 
of a voice, the wind that only spread the flames as though a phoenix 
were beating its wings above us all; the feathers of fire singed men’s 
voices shut and left volcanic rocks on our tongues; fragments of words 
of a jigsaw puzzle to dreadful to ever assemble…
 The ash made it impossible to speak; our words were grimed 
over by darkness; and yet this was but was a formality, for no one 
dared sound the alarm; for all was quite useless, all had been quite 
useless from the very beginning. If we all let the fire be - we all 
thought - then maybe through it we would not be. At least there 
would be an end to it, maybe an end to it all; whichever it was, what-
ever it meant, even if it meant not anything at all, even if nothing 
stood behind these hollow words...maybe an abyss in an ending. 
  But it was much too soon to think about that.
 When I first saw Hell, I didn’t know what it was. I didn’t 
know what to think or even if thought was possible then. I didn’t 
think of it as hell back then. Maybe now is the first time I do...now 
that I long for the light of yore, now that the past lies smothered in 
the hearth and has left me heartless. 
 I remember the night too well. I recall that I felt nothing, 
that I only saw; and I remember that in that moment of all words 
were synonyms. It was the confusion of a man dying and not know-
ing whether he is to be saved or damned. The fires of hell burn just 
as brightly as the glory of God; there are always two sides to every 
spectrum, and every spectre. Hell and halos are not so far away pho-
netically speaking, as we always do. Maybe our eyes, after a lifetime 

Mariam Srour 

37
___

S
P
E
C
T
R
U
M

2
0
1
7



38
___

S
P
E
C
T
R
U
M

2
0
1
7

Mariam Srour 

of being blind, will adjust to see the black light of truth, and we shall 
understand that all of our lifetimes we sought for a grail of dross and 
electricity, and not real light. 
 But let us return to that night, before we leave all of them 
behind. 
 Like most fateful things, it was a mere coincidence that I was 
there to see it at all. Not being able to sleep and, taking the latch-
key with myself as to avoid awakening the servants, during the very 
witching time of the night, I had gone outside for a walk. I left my 
mansion and walked toward my destiny, not caring about the direc-
tion in which that lay. After a while I found myself on a quaint little 
street named Paradise Walk that eventually took me to the Chelsea 
Embankment. I made my way onto Victoria Bridge and stood on it 
looking at the night and the past of the future that lay hidden in the 
darkness. The Thames stretched before me like the beginning of a 
novel and it seemed to spill of the earth in the final page. Though 
perhaps I am making up the clarity of such a symbol. The path from 
beginning to end is never straight, it is muddled and circuitous, and 
in the case of rivers, it is full of deltas-and alphas, and betas, and the 
whole alphabet, and rightly too. The truth is that nothing was clear 
that night, except for nothingness. 
 
 

“Chromatic Bottle” by Angie Suo 
Ceramics
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Tara Tang

BlaCken 

There’s something in the way she moves,
Like gravel on a road that’s sick of being run over,
Like a whole world’s strength is trapped in one old jacket,
Like she knows better.
(She’s always known better.)
And the skeletons in her closet have never
Felt old enough to be made of bones –
They live in the notches of her joints,
And the pockets of her voice,
And the shatters of her chest,
And she thinks maybe
She can’t breathe without them.

“Shock” by Erin Shi
Mixed Media
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Jiwon Yun

inside Out

 You tried to talk to me once, a long time ago, remember?
 in the bathroom?
You said: Hey you know what time it is?
 Your voice stuffy, as if you’d been crying, with these
 shadows, like bruises, coloring the space under your eyes.
 They would’ve been beautiful, except they were
 rimmed in red and bloodshot.
And I said: 11:30. Third period. Almost lunch.
 You didn’t even thank me, just left.
 Swish through the door, leaving the smell of sadness
 heavy in the air.
 I still wonder if I should’ve said something else.
I peeked in the trashcan. The tissues were speckled with blood.
The red was brilliant, like paint, except thinner, less acrylic
and more watercolor.
And like paint it had spread, eating up the white tissue, staining it
with a mistake you couldn’t scrub away.
 
You were the only one who didn’t look away, remember?
 when we had to slice the frog open in seventh grade?
It was my first time seeing something dead up close,
stretched out on the cold metal tray, its little hands
stapled down, like Jesus.
 Thank you for your sacrifice.
I picked up the scalpel, positioned it close to the heart, and
imagined it was beating. I heard it in my ears, like music.
Ba dump ba dump ba dump.
I pressed down, eyes closed. When I looked up,
you were standing there, eyes wide and unblinking,
the only thing moving your chest – up and down, up and down,
as you breathed in the clean, antiseptic smell of hospital corridors
and bad news and I’m sorry, we tried our best, but…
 Your frog was already open, split down the middle as if
 you’d pulled a zipper and it fell apart, like a present.
It was my first time seeing the inside of something.
Everything was cramped together, edges and curves jammed
like puzzle pieces that didn’t make sense
once you put them together. You wouldn’t stop staring.
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You tried to kill yourself once, remember?
 Last year, February I think it was.
You locked yourself in a stall and took too many pills.
 Or maybe you didn’t take enough. 
Everyone saw the ambulance, saw you being wheeled into it.
You looked so still, your face pale and fragile. 
You reminded me of the frog, 
white skin dry and papery, mouth open. Laid out on a metal tray
beneath a bright light. Waiting for the scalpel.
They pumped your insides free of poison and everything else
 bad you’d stuffed into it. They said, very close, too close.
 We’ll have to wait and see.
You didn’t come to school for a month. 
They saved you. But people shouldn’t save something
that wants to be destroyed, should they? 
 It’ll only keep trying.

The next (last) time you came to school,
you stood in the middle of the cafeteria,
and you looked up, hands in your pockets,
tilted up onto the balls of your feet, like a bird
waiting to take flight. I wondered what you
were looking at. You were wearing a big jacket,
dark,
so dark,
not like those white tissues from when we talked,
 for the first (last) time.
Dark so that when the drumbeats started,
deafening, the only thing louder were the screams,
and everything was
like the inside of the frog, cramped and frozen and not making 
sense.
I couldn’t see the stains.
I could only see your eyes, wide and unblinking,
two seconds before you put the gun (the scalpel) against your head
and you pulled the trigger.
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Lorraine Yuen

dear 15 year Old selF

Why do you squish the hives on your face? 
Wishing you will no longer be a victim of growing up. 
How that criminal is nobody but yourself, scarring your eyes, 
and vandalizing your confidence
Invading the seeds of your soul, isolated under your shadow
Why do you scratch at the pits of your skin? 
Holes so deep, the light recedes, 
The hives reflect in the eyes of your friends
You are alone, so deep and obsessed in your insecurities 
Leaning against the bathroom stall, 
You hide to avoid the stares but deep inside, 
You know…. You hide from yourself. 

“All Hands On Neck” by Laurel Lyngklip 
Metals
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terraCOtta lightning

 I didn’t know what the words meant until I wrote them 
for myself. I thought I did, but somehow the music muffled the 
sound. The words I knew to be true were no longer my staccato 
strengths, but steady beats in an otherwise uproarious produc-
tion. I forgot them almost as soon as I’d learned them. Life had 
been on the offense to my defense, I might say, as a rather dense 
excuse. It had always been on the offense to my defense, but I 
wore a badge of naivety; and I let the music turn to white noise 
as I distanced myself from it.
 One knows little of crackling thunder and lightning until 
it courses through your body like forgotten veins. It is not a nor-
mal pigment, but an orangey red, a crisp and furious terracotta. 
The color is captivating, the color feels like damnation.
 You freeze in the present, contemplating the future as 
the past gives you indigestion. It is lonely where you are. You 
are always alone, always finding solace in yourself. The souls 
who pass around you are part of another dimension, another 
story. They know what words they have written. They have 
moved on to dictate yours.
 As the lightning takes over you find yourself trapped 
in an elevator. It moves neither up nor down, but it stays. You 
pound on the walls and try to shake yourself back to the seam-
less story in which others float, but you are already back in the 
elevator, turning to no more than a pair of eyes. Voices become 
out of place with mouths, souls do not fit inside bodies. What 
are you? You are not part of their world.
 You close your eyes. All you can see is red. Is it the film 
of the world that makes that pigment crimson? Is it any reflec-
tion in your retinas, or is that just the lightning striking its 
course?
 No matter. You are impossibly claustrophobic, impos-
sibly uncomfortable. You do not fit. You are too large, often too 
small. You would shrug off your cloak if you could. You cannot. 
You are the cloak. You are the elevator.

Amanda Bradley



44
___

S
P
E
C
T
R
U
M

2
0
1
7

Amanda Bradley

 The music still plays dreamily in the background. You do 
not remember when it had begun playing. Other voices, truer 
voices help you to return back. You may be sensitive to the light 
of the film of the world, but it is still yours.
 This Terracotta Lightning is over. You have not recog-
nized the song, but you understand you have to sing it, too. You 
have never denounced the song, and the staccato strengths be-
come heaving breaths as you return. This will become something 
more, later; the Terracotta Lightning. It will be an inspiration for 
other chapters, semblances of the promise of continuation. It will 
be our anthem as we languish on the tear-stained crutch of our 
mother’s shoulder.
 If I am a cynic, it will be happily ever after; as for those 
who play with language to reveal our own, inspiration is a delicacy 
to be devoured.
 

“Jukebox” by Ava Porter
Photography
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Kiana Sadri

siren’s Call

She was an oasis lounging on the desert sand,
Beautiful and teeming with life, but forever unattainable.
They said she held the grace of the world in the palm of her 
hands
And they whistled their approval when they caught her reflection
And fell on their knees when they faced her sloping back.
They said she was immortal and
Had found the fountain of youth
Never ceasing to churn its lucid liquid and
She had blooming rose-bud lips   
Painted by the steady hands of the Creator Himself and
She had a secure heart
Beating to the tempo of a mother’s singsong lullaby and
They said she was happy
Because she never begged for their lingering attention.
 
They said she would never let go,
But her soul was pallid porcelain
And the broken shards cover the ground
Shattering the light and propelling its spectral colors
Toward the echoes of her former admirers. 

 

“Two Face” 
by Ava Porter 
Pencil Drawing



We all Bleed red Wine

 Life has a funny way of crashing a hammer into your ama-
teur- chiseled life, sending pieces of happiness flying out of your 
grasp. Maybe I had stayed in bed that day, the hammer wouldn’t 
have broken me. But I woke up in a sunny daze and stepped out the 
tall snow white door, unaware of the crumpling of life behind me.
 Time taunted me, I stared at the ticking school clock waiting 
for the weekend to start. The bell rang and voices exploded around 
me, but my mind felt silence. I ran home, tossed my bookbag care-
lessly onto the ground, and flopped on the couch to watch the series 
finale of this romantic drama in Korea. I got hooked on the show after 
my friend showed it to me. Unfortunately I don’t understand Korean 
so I read the subtitles.  My parents came home at little while after 
me. I didn’t pay much attention to them, but I could hear my mother 
reproaching my father on meaningless acts of stupidity he’s done. I 
could hear the tired words coming from the kitchen, diffusing into 
the air. I increased the volume on the TV to block the incoming air. 
But when dinnertime finally came around, they had finished fighting 
and when I sat at the table, their shoulders seemed to relax as if my 
presence was a needed barrier protecting them from destroying each 
other. The talking during dinner was weirdly forced, and I seemed 
the only one interested in talking. So we ended up just sitting in 
silence. Awkward uncomfortable silence. I decided to leave the table 
and the awkwardness, and went to my room.
 Lying down on my bed, I watched the ceiling fan spin in a 
continuous motion as I reflect on my family. I felt the tension re-
cently between my parents, but nothing ever rose to the point where 
I needed a breath away from them. I was not blind; I knew there was 
problems in the household, but I had no clue what they were. My 
thoughts drifted away as I began to contruct an alternate reality. I 
started to imagine our family going and traveling the world. And as 
silly as it was I imagined us having dinner at some fancy restaurant 
laughing and joking around. Smiling. We’d be like the perfect Ameri-
can sit-com family where a problem always had a happy ending. This 
reverie was cheerful and happy, and at some point, I must have fallen 
asleep with this dream.
 I woke up in the middle of the night hearing something 
break. My heart palpitated inside my chest. I heard a blood-curling 
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scream coming from my mother and immediately I leaped out of 
bed and ran to the stairs. From where I stood at the top of the stairs, 
I could see the living room as if were a museum display. My father 
had a broken bottle of whiskey in his right hand, and his left-hand 
bled red wine. I saw my mother leaning exhausted against the wall, 
holding a family picture. Her face was red with vexation as she hurled 
the frame at my drunk father. The frame shattered as it hit him, his 
forehead hit the wall and scarlet- red blood started dripping down his 
face. I could hear the pain in her voice, as she recited his mistakes like 
a broken poem. My father collapsed onto the floor, still gripping the 
broken bottle in his hand.
 I screamed, “DAD!!”
 They both finally saw me, my face aghast in fear and my 
body paralyzed. My presence let that barrier go up and they slowly 
subsided their angry. They tried to stand up to walk towards me, but 
they were both too hurt to move. I saw the utter humiliation wash 
over their faces, but the truth still hung in the air. The problem they 
tried to contain in tiny petty arguments had slowly fueled a forest fire 
tearing down the protective walls around me. I blinked hoping it was 
only a nightmare, but I couldn’t un see it no matter how hard I tried. 
My heart sank as I saw outcome of the ruinous fight. The room had 
blood and shattered glass everywhere. The red wine was everywhere.
There was a long moment of silence in which no one dared speak. 
Too afraid to go near them, I stayed in my position staring with many 
emotions tangled into each other. Fear. Anger. Sadness. Hurt. My 
heart started aching as the emotions kept weighing me down, while 
my blood carried the weight to the rest of my body.
 “Honey, I am sorry.” My mother looked towards me saying 
the only words she could manage. The silence shattered like ice.
“Sweetheart, go to bed,” My dad said drunkenly, slurring his words 
together. I had never seen him without control. His movement and 
smirks and words were completely different. He was an alien to me.
I nodded and ripped my eyes away from the scene unable to take any 
more of the pain. I walked slowly back to my room, my eyes watch-
ing each step I took. In a nightmare, the best advice is to walk away. I 
climbed into the bed and laid there staring at the ceiling. I listened for 
more noises to come, more screams or things crashing, but there was 
only silence. Paralyzed, I stayed awake staring at the ceiling unable to 
catch that dream again.
 I wish I could say that after that night everything went back 

Anushri Radhakrishnan



to normal. That we forgot what happened. That we became a 
happy cheerful family like in my dreams. But that didn’t happen. I 
woke up the next day to a string of apologies, but none with hope. 
I saw my mother rummaging in her closet all day, while my father 
tore himself apart in the cellar until he gave into the addiction. My 
mother left us next day after saying she needed space. But she left 
me with an alcoholic that didn’t carry the label of father anymore. 
She left me torn in half, as if my value had no importance to her. She 
betrayed me, leaving me deprived of a childhood. Of happiness. She 
left me shattered like the whiskey bottle in his hand. In the end, my 
broken family was left hurting. Left bleeding red wine.
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“Refusal”  by Sydney Jiang 
Mixed Media
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Tara Tang

ButterFly

there is a photograph of two girls 
that can’t help but make you think 
of how one girl had to dig up the other 
and blamed herself for the months-old stench.
there is a photograph of two girls 
that used to scream of soft wings and hopeful hearts 
but now only reeks of 
unfulfilled dreams.

“Licorice Dress” by Rachel Barra
Fashion Design



the sCientiFiC methOd

You shine a tempting light.
I’m not even yours but I am subject to you. I may not even believe 
in God,
But you’re still there to control,
To act with the same judgement.
And of course it seems simple enough to comprehend.
A shot and some words, a few forms and a signature
With glaring red ink that binds me like demon eyes.
But you were doing the moral thing.
Commodifying me to rectify a disease.
 
You blur the line
Between exploitation and empowerment.
Profiteering fools harass me when all I need is a treatment
To rid my mind of incisions in the place of a whole person,
To free my body from a weakness that’s gravity’s second hand,
To attend ivory-stone walls to pursue childhood dreams.
And after crafting obstacles in my path you expect me
To absolve and hand you a hand-crafted mallet
For those of your own.
And you commodify my trauma, my pain, my children, my body
That holds years of hidden scars that
Decorate my skin with beauty only I seem to be able to see.
That holds the stretch marks from a first born son.
That holds wrinkles from a time when time
Didn’t seem so fleeting.
 
You use the bottom percent.
And you go back to ornate doors and silver mantles,
And leave your morals in the thoughts
Pressed up against the adorned glass and you dream about
A scientific revolution. But humanity is absent from your 
aspirations.
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You feign righteousness, but I dare you to look me in the eyes
And tell me that you’ve ever visited one of our graves.
You don’t tell me of the orchestrated movements,
Of your mallet slamming
On my grandmother’s heart.
Look me in the eyes and tell me you care
About the girl who fought all her life for peace and honor,
Whose remains are shot miles into the air
To devastate the guilty and the deserving.
Juggled in the cold hands of glass-eyed automatons.
 
You take advantage
Of the hope that I—that we—lose.
We start questioning God’s existence, our motive to live, and you,
You are an embrace we’re willing to walk into,
A light we cannot help but follow.
 
So conceal your twisted morals
Under pleats for safekeeping.
I dare you to look me in the eyes,
And tell me my name.

“Inquiry” 
by Julia Shen 

Pencil Drawing
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Anusha Mamidipaka

the Wasteland

 After traveling for four weeks in this wasteland, I’ve learned 
that mapping my location based on the position of the sun is not exact-
ly the best way to avoid getting lost, so now I usually wait until night 
for the stars to come out to accurately decipher where I am.  The prob-
lem with the Sahara nights is that they feel like the inside of a freezer. 
But for now, the glaring heat from the afternoon sun surrounds me in 
a blanket of perspiration. My only company for the last few days has 
been this oversized, spitting camel and the mountains of sand stretch-
ing out in every direction for as far as I can see. I apparently have three 
and a half million square miles of desert to explore.
 Most of the other explorers have already given up trying to find 
the lost kingdom of the Compution Tribe, but I will never abandon my 
life’s dream. They don’t realize how fast time passes when you notice 
the beauty of the surroundings. The hues of the sand glimmer more 
than the endlessly murky windows of the city ever had. The cloud-
less sky always shines a cobalt blue deeper than the ever-cloudy sky of 
London. Even more, the endless silence envelops my sanity in a wave 
of heat only a couple times every few hours.
 According to legend, the ancient Compution Tribe lived in a 
city of gold, but an avalanche of sand buried the civilization along with 
all the treasure. Generations of explorers have tried to uncover the leg-
endary city but have failed. Unfortunately they didn’t have the most 
epic of all inventions to aide their discovery: the metal detector! With 
this invention, I cannot fail. Additionally, the information gathered by 
generations of failed explorations has limited the location of the city 
to the extreme South West section of the desert. I am set to reach the 
location soon. My metal detector has also sensed the presence of gold. 
Beep beep beep…
         …Beep beep beep. The bus I’m supposed to take to work ap-
pears on time as usual and honks at me to get on. I groaned, realizing I 
was still stuck in a reality far from adventures of my daydreams. “Kyle, 
what’s wrong with your hand?” my assistant, who rides to work with 
me, gasped, “Have you been taking your medicine?”
         I frowned, trying to remember, and lied, “Yeah of course 
I took the schizophrenia medicine.” A gash the size of a sun beetle 
oozed crimson blood onto my shirtsleeve. “Why does this happen ev-
ery bloody time I pick up that camel keychain?” I exasperated. Every 
time my cut bleeds and pain fills my body, I can only remember my life 
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before I joined the office job at the company.
 Before I was hired to work, I lived in solitary. My mother 
lived with me in the home next to the old dog park, but when my 
dad left, she simply rocked back and forth in her old chair. Turn-
ing her bright blond hair a dull slate grey, a cloud surrounded 
and caged us in our home, without any opportunity to escape our 
psychological beasts. She suffered from depression and forgot 
how to eat, how to sleep, and how to survive. I couldn’t escape. 
For some time, the cage accumulated darkness, anger, dissent. 
Hopelessness. My mother rocked and rocked and rocked but 
never swayed enough to wake her up from her constant night-
mare. Steadily, the walls broke down around me, but I was never 
able to escape the illusions that I used to cope with my reality.
 
 

“Hypnosis” by Olivia Heppard 
Ceramics
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Fatimah Zeni

a WOrld Full OF lies

This Revolution has us messed up
No really, all of this is really fucked up
All we want is freedom
To stay in our home
But it’s getting too hard for me and my son
We’re afraid, afraid of everyone
Scared someone will randomly pull out a gun
And let blood flow
Shoot us to the head, will come as a very big blow
We have to escape sooner or later
Before we run into a Refugee People Hater
What we get?
Bombs thrown from the sky
What we get?
No birds that can fly
What we get?
Blood stench in the air
What we get?
Blood in our hair
What we get?
I’m feeling the pain
What we get?
No food in the market
What we get?
Our kids they be starving
Finally they come and save us
Oh no sorry
We saved us
Walked 300 miles to the Border, wasn’t even a bus
Hopped on a Plane off to America where dreams come true,
We looked for companionship, someone to talk to
The only words we got were.. immigrants SCREW YOU 
All we want is a home a nice place to stay
But they treat us like garbage, they throw us away

“Decapitated” by Ava Porter
Painting
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My little baby boy, clutching to his toy, holding in the tears, 
But in his eyes you can see his raging fear
I try to stay strong, I look him in the eye
I tell him that everything is going to be fine
That Papa will join and be right there by your side
But on the inside I knew that it wasn’t alright
That these americans wouldn’t go down without a fight
That they wouldn’t stop until we left
Or at least until they put us in debt
But I still told my son that he shouldn’t fret
Because no one will ever be a threat 
Me and my son sit there in the street
White man looks at us like we are raw meat
White man pulls a gun, aims it at my son
I try to stop it
But then he pulls the trigger, and pops it
“Take that you Towelhead I’m gonna leave you all for dead”
It all goes too fast
The stench of blood is back, worse than before
Because my son’s dead, Out on the damn floor
My emotions takes over, I wail and cry
I walk up to him, you committed a GODDAMN SIN
We came here to find a place to live, but then you ruined it
I tried to come here cuz they said this place was full of dreams 
but you treat us like shit
What we get?
White man pulls out his phone
What we get?
I’m stuck here alone
What we get?
Dead son in the street
What we get?
Cops put their hands around me
What we get?
Cops say they found a home
What we get?
I’m left in a cell, all alone.



44.8368° n, 0.5792°W

 As I am jammed between my two siblings driving in a 
silver iced 2005 Audi A6 station wagon, passing field after field, 
I see a sign, the first one in miles: Bordeaux. I imagine a city,, a 
wine, a color. When I consider the color of my character and per-
sonality, I think of the dark hues, the brown-black mixed with 
streaks of red of a French wine known as Bordeaux. The red-
brown of my hair, the red blood rushing through my bursting 
veins, the purple-black of my nail polish reflects the passion of 
my moods, the rage of my anger, mercurial sweep of my voice. 
 I am a wine dark but sweet with the taste of local fruit the 
dark that brings out my almost translucent porcelain skin. The 
first thing that people see is the white of my skin and the red of 
my hair. I am the red like the fire that burns inside me, a fire ev-
erlasting filled with passion and ambition for the things I lust for. 
Though this flame is red for what I love, it is black for my anger 
and animosity which shows the depth of who I am. All of my col-
ors are expressed when I talk. The colors of my voice are a mirage 
of deep hues and white lights. When I can be a charcoal black, I 
can also be a fluttering pink filled with bursting glee and joy, in-
ner purple which can be displayed when I sing. A Purple so rich 
in color which suits my rich voice, as it’s belted with the lively 
music I choose to sing with. As my hands swing through the air, 
bringing excitement to the performance, they are adorned with 
multicolored jewels which help express my voice. 
 I am Bordeaux, the depth and darkness it encompass-
es. I have the notes of oak and floral, that make up the body of 
Bordeaux. I sing the rich, effervescent purple. I display the reed 
brown it embodies by the red lowlights of my hair. I am the 
black that brings the darkness but also the light seen through the 
cracks. I am the flame, the body, and the light. I am Bordeaux.
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Anna Murad
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Amanda Bradley

BlOOdBath BirdBath 

Here she stands in her khaki pants and camo shirt, 
With her blond ponytail, and the hat that covers her ears.
Here she stands with other birds and mallards,
A gun in her hands.
Her name is Anna Grace Edmundson, but she never answers
To that name. At least, not while she’s here.
She shakes in her bath as the vultures approach.
They have guns too, and Anna knows that the bath
Is too small for them both.
“Guard the trench!” Private Ilse yells at Anna. “Move out, Private!” 
His comrade doesn’t understand why he’s not yelling
At a mallard. But there are others below his feet.
Anna remembers that her father said that birds
Weren’t great warriors. “They should be home,,
Anna, guarding the nest.” Tell it to the vultures
Outside her bath. Tell it to the crow holding 
Her foot, bathed in blood. Anna will not look at 
The claws lost below her, at the wings clipped and 
Torn from bodies. Isle is screaming, “MOVE OUT!”
She moves. And soon she is soaring above the 
Birdbath, above the bloodbath, and warbling 
Through her bill. We are all birds against
War in the end, and we all croon the same
Mournful birdsong. 

“Childhood 
Resurrection” 

by Sydney Jiang
Sculpture
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Alicia Wang

FrOm a single tOuCh

A woman stands in front of a lonely gravestone atop of a hill. As 
 she places white lilies upon the stone, she smiles sweetly 
 and whispers.
 “Goodnight, goodnight. Parting is such sweet sorrow
 That I shall say goodnight till it be morrow”
5 years before that, a man returns home with a solemn expres-
 sion. His wife goes to him, only to be greeted with a  
 small, opened envelope. As she reads the message inside, 
 a single tear slowly falls down her cheek. The single tear 
 turned to a stream.
4 years before that, a man leaves the hospital. He is cured. His 
 wife greets him with a bouquet of white flowers, a smile, 
 and a kiss. He wouldn’t need to return. He shouldn’t 
 need to return.
3 years before that, a young bride walks down the aisle, arm in 
 arm with her father. They told her to have a colorful  
 bouquet, but she settles for white. The groom stands at  
 the altar, with a smile brighter than a thousand stars. 
 As they say their vows, he coughs violently. Nothing to 
 worry about, he assures her. Nothing to worry about at   
 all.
2 years before that, a pair of young lovers stroll down a beach. 
 They talk about everything and anything in the world. 
 Flowers. Books. Sweets. The young man suddenly stops 
 and stares at her. As the sun sets, he reaches into his 
 pocket. As the sun sets, he gets down on one knee.
1 year before that, a girl runs as fast as she can to get to her  
 Literature class. She bumps into a boy and her books 
 fall. They both reach for the same copy of Romeo and 
 Juliet. Their hands touch.  
 



59
___

S
P
E
C
T
R
U
M

2
0
1
7

Jiwon Yun

POrtrait OF a little girl WhO Was Betrayed By the 
man WhO Was suPPOsed tO PrOteCt her

You painted a picture on my face with your fists,
big black circles around my eyes and delicate
crimson marks across my lips.
I remember the pain, like fire.
It devoured me, snaking its way up my arms to swell
across my shoulders, snagging through my hair and pressing
heavily against my chest, leaving me gasping for air
that wouldn’t come.
I felt it unbutton my spine and snap each of my bones,
cradling my body almost gently before crushing it in an iron fist.
Your hands around my neck left purple fingerprints
scattered like blue-black petals across my skin.
I remember the taste of blood and tears,
like aluminum foil and a salty ocean breeze.
I still can’t get the taste out of my mouth.
The smell of liquor brings back flashes of memories
that rip me to shreds with their razor edges, with the feeling
of not understanding, not feeling good enough, wanting to love
and be loved, and finding only you.
I want to push out of my skin and leave the scarred,
aching shell behind.
But your power isn’t just over my body,
it’s over my thoughts and my dreams and my entire world,
polluted by the stench of you, by the lust I mistook for love
thinking you could give me what I needed.
Now my body bears the scars, and my mind is slashed with 
memories
and no matter how hard I look,
the face in the mirror isn’t beautiful.
It’s broken. 
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MOUNTAIN 

“We are now in the mountains and they are in us, kindling 
enthusiasm, making every nerve quiver, filling every pore and 

cell of us.”
― John Muir 

COurage

identity

grOWth

triumPh

FOundatiOn

JuBilanCe
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Sofia Spencer

my Blurred WOrld

I see the world like a watercolor,
with blurred lines and edges.
All my thoughts seeping together,
memories bleeding into one.
until nothing is without connotations.
 
Is there beauty in the bleeding?
In washing out the mundane?
While losing the power of precision,
to the light of day?
 
I wish I saw the world like an Impressionist painting,
all dabs in glorious color.
My world clear, free from connotations,
with no one washed out of the picture.
Not even me.
 
The Impressionists define their own reality,
with a paintbrushes single stroke.
The power of mistakes hidden under acrylic,
while the brilliance of oil remains.
Acrylic hard and oil soft,
and no room for tear tracks in either.
Somehow they are free in their wanderings.
 
I want to find the depth in this watercolor.
I want to contemplate the smoke outside the mist.
I want to clutch the granule of snow at the top of the highest 
mountain,
and light the fire in the dawn of dusk.
I want to catch these moments before they fade away.
 
Maybe I’ll just paint this world, myself.



deCemBer nights

 I remember glimpses of the night through eyes glossed 
over with tears of sleep. A scarf holds in small puffs of breaths 
and my fists are burrowed deep into coat pockets to avoid the 
stinging frigid air. Six years old, cradled in the backseat of the 
car, I drift in and out of consciousness. Images outside the win-
dow seep into my mind; they dance in and out of my watery 
vision, expanding and evolving.
 The staccato of my heartbeat accelerated when our 
headlights surveyed the woods on either side of the road. 
Mystery settled in the crooks of branches, in the spaces where 
light flashed over momentarily before returning quiet again. I 
searched for undiscovered creatures hiding from mankind, ter-
rifying predators to vanquish. The flashlight combed only the 
surface of the woods, but my mind maneuvered deeper into the 
darkness, adrenaline pulsing through my veins.
 Then we drove under the glimmer of streetlamps, past 
storefronts with radiating block-lettered signs. Lights distended 
in rings in my vision - the same colors of New York City from 
the top of the Rockefeller at night, when the whole city throbs 
with the warmth of apartments flooded with laughter. The 
blare of car horns and traffic lights dwindled, as I stood in my 
mind high above the myriad of lights. The lattice of streets 
intertwined like fingers laced together. I was entangled and 
estranged from the city all at once.
 And then the lights collapsed. Our car wove through the 
familiar streets of our neighborhood, before resting in front of 
the garage. But soon, cradled under the covers, I would travel 
again. 
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Sophia Zhang
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Brett Arenberg

in darkness, We’re kePt

In darkness I’m kept, all hidden away
Where the truth and the fairness are all lead astray

My story sits still
Ignored in the stands

While others are applauded
By proud clapping hands

I beg to be heard over the cry of the crowd
But my single voice

Is not boisterous nor loud.
 

In darkness I’m kept, for no reason at all
Only prejudice of those who wish me to fall

Their blind thoughts beat down my begging voice
They tear me apart and yet they rejoice

I need to be heard
For them to understand

Yet it goes by them
Like sand in an open hand

 
In darkness I’m kept, forgotten by all
My tale the one that they all call tall

No one gives a second thought to the ones like me
Our story isn’t the one that they like to see 

There are no joyous endings
Or happily ever after

No
We’re just kept in the darkness forever.

 
So listen to our story

Give us a chance
Break past that horrible and prejudiced trance

Don’t let them hold us back, and keep us silenced
Repel the darkness and we’d have triumphed

Let us be heard and change the way
Let our story be heard today.

 
In darkness I was kept, without a choice

But now in this world, I have a voice.
 



the ClOuds in my Brain

My parietal,                                temporal,
                                  occipital
                                                                                         and frontal
 are filled
                                                      with cerebrospinal fluid,
 and an abundance
of                                     clouded        thoughts.                                 
         
They race my mind like
                             a nerve                               impulse
sent to my brain.
 
They force me to
                              constantly
                                                                              doubt myself.
  Never continual,
                  but always                        s p o r a d i c.              
 
When I close my eyes,
a b s t r a c t   ideas           rain down                                                                                      
                                                a palate of creativity.
However,
                     behind the
 
                                                endless            b o u n d a r i e s    
 are   clouds.
                     
Unpigmented.        Translucent.
                                             Buoyant.
 
Impeccably morphed
                but imperfectly
                                 d i f f u s e d
                                                                     in my brain.
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Anisa Pezeshki



she tOld us aBOut Farah

I remember my friend. That’s what my mother tells me. That’s 
what she says when I ask her what she remembers about India. 
About her school. Does she keep up with all those she has left? 
Does she remember the dark-skinned street vendors who woke her 
pushing heavy carts, and calling out prices and names of vegetables 
under the furious sun? Or the baby monkeys and their mothers and 
fathers perched up on the tree, only brown patches of fur covering 
them under the helpful shadows of branches? Or the swing out front 
where you can see yellow-green rickshaws gather up and almost 
clash as they zoom past the watery roads, sending splashes while 
bicycles weave their way through commotion? I was lazy and would 
sleep and sleep. Farah lived nearby and she would bike to my house 
and scream my name until I arose, my mother says, her eyes flash 
with wonder of recollection like a baby seeing the color a crayon 
makes for the first time. She told us about Farah. Her strongest 
friend. She told us about Farah, her strongest friend who would not 
be ashamed of the stares that followed her like ghosts in school. She 
loved school. And art. She would perfectly copy covers of magazines 
into her biology notebook. Exact curves of eyelashes, roundness 
of noses, sharpness of fur, slickness of shampooed hair, she could 
do wonders with the pencil. The pencil that was meant to solve 
math equations. She would cry and cry big tears, mother says. She 
couldn’t doodle when her dad, whose sneezes sounded like angry 
dog barks, told her she had to choose - getting married off early or 
studying and becoming a doctor. And so, mother says, Farah, the 
strongest person I knew, chose the easy way out.
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Bianca Desai

“STAHP” 
by Erin Shi
Painting
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my sOn

You grip my hand tightly as you babble on about your future 
plans of being an astronaut, fashion designer, and famous pop-
star all at once. You are only four and your eyes light up every 
time we watch Cinderella. You add onto your future plans when 
you say you want to be just like the princess in the blue gown 
when you grow up, but it’s seemingly impossible to me.
 
You are eight now, and I already trust you to be at home by your-
self when I run my weekly errands. I come home to see my little 
boy dressed in my merlot-red dress with fabric trailing behind. 
You practice your balancing skills on my heels with pursed lips 
and a furrowed brow as if this required your full concentration. 
You turn around and I catch a glimpse of your face caked in my 
foundation and blush, resembling the latest makeup trend.
 
I decorate the house lavishly in shades of fuschia just as you 
wished. It is the first of December, the day of your twelfth birth-
day. Your friends come over but they do not seem particularly 
interested in the decorations. I hear that they are entranced by 
video games, something that you have never cared about. They 
huddle around each other intently debating whether the Playsta-
tion 3 or the Xbox 360 is the superior console, while I know you 
would have rather wanted to talk about the latest Disney movie 
Tangled.
 
You are 16 now, and you often come home with a girl you met at 
school.  At first, I thought she was a bad influence, but you insist-
ed that you needed a girlfriend to fit in with the others. However, 
I worry about your intentions because you seem to avoid contact 
with her. At one point in time, her lips almost touch yours, but 
instantly, you pull away. She is the epitome of perfection with 
her flawless platinum-blonde hair and bronzed skin, yet you still 
don’t seem fully invested in her.
 
 

Anna Sun
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Anna Sun

Today, you turn 20 and come home to celebrate with your fa-
ther and I. You start the conversation off in a tense voice, seem-
ing anxious to tell us big news. As a mother, I already knew 
what you had to say, yet, your father, caught in surprise, begins 
to shout that “there will be consequences because of your choice 
to live an unnatural lifestyle.” Your father storms out of the 
house, never to be seen again--but if a man is able to disown his 
son so easily, did he really deserve a family?
 

 

“Best Friend Kolin” by Isaiah Johnson 
Pencil Drawing



19 years in syria
 
Nineteen. The buildings around my home have crumbled, and now 
they resemble anthills more than the sturdy, glistening structures I 
have grown up to love. Every few hours, the fires gather passion until 
the flickering tips gain enough strength to become infernos, consuming 
every living creature in their wake and only bowing their heads when 
everything beneath them dissolves ash. The scent of blood and antisep-
tic cover every living creature like a second layer of clothes. I still live 
in the horrors of this war, unable to escape.
Eighteen. The government is still dropping bombs on our houses, and 
every time the light explodes, the house shakes, and my ears go deaf for 
what feels like an eternity. The rebels fire back at us, and my neigh-
bor’s house collapsed on them, and we still can’t leave while the light-
ning still strikes daily. I sit huddled next to my mother like a clipped 
butterfly, unable to gather the strength to fly away.
Seventeen. We had to drop my brother off at the death trap of a hos-
pital. We haven’t heard from them in months, and I’ve given up most 
of my hope that he’ll return to us. Someone dropped chemical bombs 
on our street, and everyone here still bears of the scars from the claws 
of the ravenous animal. That beast slithered down my brother’s throat 
until he coughed out blood. No one has taken responsibility. I want to 
leave, but we have to wait until my brother feels better, although I’m 
not sure he will.
Sixteen. We are apparently in the midst of a civil war. I stopped going 
to school. The trip to secondary school seems to last at least seventy-
five dismembered bodies.
Fifteen. I decided to stop studying literature and start studying medi-
cine so I can become a doctor. There are too many bleeding people in 
the streets for me to want to become anything else.
Fourteen. My cousin was arrested for spraying graffiti protesting the 
regime. We haven’t heard from him, but I have a feeling we won’t see 
him for a while. I don’t really know why he wanted to protest though. 
Thirteen. I started secondary school this year, and we have to chose 
whether we wanted to study literature or the sciences before next year. 
I want to study literature, so I can study in Oxford and travel to Brit-
ain. My parents laughed when I told them, and I admitted the only 
reason I wanted to move to Britain was because Harry Potter lived 
there.
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Anusha Mamidipaka



Twelve. My mother elegantly twisted a hijab around my head 
and secured it with a glittering little butterfly clip on the day I 
turned twelve. I am the eldest of my friends, so they are all still 
incredibly jealous that I can wear the scarf before they can.
Ten. We moved to a new apartment closer to Aleppo, so my 
mom doesn’t have to drive so far to get to her job as a clerk in the 
government. I want to work for the government when I grow up 
too. My mom loves her job.
Eight. My little brother came back from the hospital looking 
like a little caterpillar. His cheeks, rosy with life, were more than 
half the size of his face. I can’t believe that this tiny creature is all 
mine.
Seven. My best friend and I accidentally tumbled off of the wind-
ing tree in her backyard, so we had to go to the hospital for the 
first time. Thankfully I wasn’t very injured, so they just wrapped 
white bandages tinted with antiseptic around my bleeding fore-
head. The doctor was really nice though. She gave me a lollipop 
to mask the scent of the sickly.
Six. My father painted my bedroom a pale, sparkling pink and 
covered the ceiling with tiny, glowing stars to ward off the evil 
and darkness.
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Anusha Mamidipaka  

“Bird of Paradise” 
by Grant Petrucci  

Ceramics



the JOurney OF liFe

Drastic and fast
That is my past
Fast and slow my heart it goes
On the journey of life
Which door to choose
For I do not know
Wrong doors 
Right doors
I choose them both
 
Up and down my emotions go
For that is the road which I chose
It may be wrong
It may be right
But I must learn the facts of life
 
Life is a struggle
For I will need to fight
In order to find the light
The light that will decide my life 
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Colton Zander

“Icy Waters” 
by Rishuv Mehta 
Graphic Design



the Façade
 
 Walking through narrow, concrete streets, monstrous build-
ings tower next to one another like horizontal Jenga, a breathtak-
ing skyline, a puzzle, each building a piece with its own towering 
slot. Visually appealing to say the least. Briskly walking civilians 
and suit wearing business women can be seen seen lugging bulky, 
leather suitcases while others carry dainty purses into the trendy 
restaurants. Carrying designer purses, the pedestrians looked like 
they just walked straight from Hawaii. I feel like I opened a cata-
logue. 
 I cross through the pebble lined alleyway. Farewell to the 
hipsters sipping bubble tea while wearing their modern Apple 
watches. Hello to people begging for money to buy the scrump-
tious necessity we eat three times a day. Huddles of beggars’ wear 
scraps of dirty clothes in an attempt to avoid the chilly tempera-
tures.
 As I walk back to the glass city, I stop at the scarlet, rusty 
stop sign and see a man with an army green shirt. With raised eye-
brows and a perplexed look, he bends down to take scenic pictures 
with his professional Canon camera. 
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Anisa Pezeshki

“Afternoon Solitude” 
by Sophia Zhang 

Painting



time We start living

 I relax into the dull gray fabric of the chair, the feeling of the 
rough material rubbing up against my bare legs, unprotected from 
my shorts, leaving them vulnerable to the biting cold of the oncoming 
winter. My eyes close for a moment as the bitter breeze washes over 
my body, sending chills down my spine, drawing out the remaining 
warmth I have harbored. I open my eyes, sweeping my gaze across the 
brilliant white landscape, glossing over snow caked branches, glimmer-
ing frozen bushes, and the stinging reflections of the rising sun reflect-
ing off the bright ground. I take a moment to relish in the unadulter-
ated exquisiteness of pure nature, untouched by the hand of smoke 
pluming machines or the eyes of greedy realtors assuring themselves 
that it’s “just one forest.” 
 I take a deep breath, the frosty air filling my lungs with life. I 
hold that breath for a moment before letting it go, taking pleasure in 
watching my breath gently float away, carried by the subtle breeze, 
passing by so lightly not even the steady fall of the snowflakes are dis-
turbed. I settle back into my chair, letting the icy cold encompass me, 
filling my veins with the essence of renewal. The inexorable outcome 
of the icy wings of winter sweep the earth and force life to start anew 
crawling its way through my very being. And I welcome it. I welcome 
the bitter cold, letting it swarm around me, like moths drawn to a 
flame. I let the air surround me, welcoming every prickle of its freezing 
embrace, letting it bring me back to reality to absorb the world around 
me. To experience the beauty before me wholly, I keep focused by the 
firm but delicate grips of nature. 
 As I sit, watching the world pass by, a grim but determined 
realization slowly crosses my mind. This beauty will not wait for me. 
The ticking hands of time leisurely crawling forward will not turn back 
and stop for stragglers. Not for those who forgot to experience during 
their limited time graciously given to them. Not for those who forgot 
joy and friends were more important than this fabricated idea of suc-
cess we crave. Not for those who sacrificed true life for fame and glory. 
No, life waits for nothing. We have but one chance to live our life. 
 So it’s time we start living. 
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Brett Arenberg 



the rOse that thOught it Was a tree

Beneath the vibrant marshes,
Under hallowed leaves,
Lives one optimistic rose,
Who thinks it is a tree.
Of papery waist and crimson flesh,
Of crinkled eyes and folded face,
Of steadfast, firm, true wanderlust,
This rose strives to leave her space.
She drinks in what water drenches her,
Although Mother Nature is perturbed.
Rose basks healthily in the sun,
And her growth cannot be curbed.
In winter she still stretches,
Seeking to go and catch the sky,
For her soft petals bear the cold,
And from her roots she’s bid goodbye.
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Amanda Bradley

“Encased Shrub” by Paul Roesler
Metals



vieWs

 The prayer from the coppered mosque cover the city 
in a veil of solemn hues as the ceremonial elders kneel towards 
Mecca. The city lingered, as it had everyday for the past de-
cades, waiting for the prayer to pass and life to continue. Women 
dressed in cloaks of black, creaseless silk drifted through the 
crooked dirt streets like a fleet of ships pushed through a mean-
dering, polluted river. Dusk dipped into the blazing sky until the 
stars peaked through the navy turned blanket. Garbage erupted 
into piles of blinding fire exuding silver smoke, blending into the 
cusp of darkness.
 The uneven hum of old, beaten roller skates surround the 
flat roof of my grandparent’s house, and I cling to the shaking 
fence preventing me from falling into the streets of screaming 
autos and mopeds. The cries of my aunt warn me to move away 
from the fence separating me from my grandparent’s blazing 

world.
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Anusha Mamidipaka

“A Bird’s Eye View” by Aiman Boxwalla 
Photography



tasting memOries

 The soft morning light illuminates my mother’s hands. 
They are strong and skilled, calloused with years of experi-
ence. She leans against the kitchen sink, a small knife bal-
anced in her hands, sliding the peel off a pear in bouncing 
rings.
 Far away, in the market place of a village called Tian-
jin, the children stumbled through crowds swarming among 
stalls in the afternoon rush as they walk home from school. 
Almost every day, the young girl reached for the coins in 
her pocket jingling like chimes, and exchanged them for two 
fresh pears, the color of early spring. She tucked away one in 
her bag and peeled the other. With a crisp crunch, a surge of 
sweet liquid washed over her taste buds, refreshing like chilled 
rain.
 My mother recounts the story of her childhood as I 
stand by, observing the way her hands turn swiftly and steadi-
ly. The knife glides smoothly beneath the skin until it drops 
into the sink, falling silently like a maple leaf. The pear glis-
tens, swelled with sweet juice. She hands me the fruit and my 
young eyes beam with pleasure.
 Later, I stand in the kitchen grasping a knife, setting 
its teeth against the skin of a pear, shining viridescent with a 
blush of auburn. My small hands fumble with the knife like 
a beginner unsure how to balance a bow atop the strings of a 
violin. My hands never learned how to be delicate and steady. 
The blade cut roughly into the pear, each gash wounding the 
vulnerable flesh. The clear, glistening juice stains my fingers.
 I bite into the remaining fruit with a snap like breaking 
bones, and I savor half her memories. 
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Sophia Zhang
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COmFOrt

There is softness in you–
is what you imagine your father would say
on the days when your scars glare pinker around the edges
and your blood churns like a forest fire
raging against your skin.
 
There is softness in
the too-long sleeves of your favorite shirt,
the scraggle of your bottom teeth,
and how you hold your sister
like you know exactly where she hurts.
 
Softness in
the way you are so honest sometimes
that you smile with your lips pressed together
to keep your soul from spilling out,
 
and softness in
the way you are still a little girl
who misses her dad,
 
and softness in
the way you try
to be happy.
 
There is softness in you–
the stars sing.
You are loved,
You are loved,
You are loved.
 

Tara Tang

“Mesmerized” 
by Yining Zhang 

Drawing
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emPty Prayers

 Charlie was all corkscrew, chaotic blonde hair, probing, blue 
eyes, and sun-kissed skin that soaked in the musk of workout rooms 
and metal dumbbells. Their shrieks surrounded him like a colony of 
bats that pierced his eardrums and overwhelmed him until his mind 
pounded to the rhythm of their chants at the school football games. 
They bit their puckered lips until they shone like scarlet buds and 
held onto his arms with their elongated fingers until he flashed them 
a timid smile that melted their hearts and wiped out their brains with 
intoxicated infatuation.
 Charlie was all fierce, barbaric hugs and guffaws that linked 
his teammates together as they charged down the football fields and 
held the state championship trophies like the wooden mementos were 
always theirs to begin with. He owned the position of quarterback 
and sprawled in the macho, fatiguing games like he had finally found 
a home.
 Charlie was all big heart and pure soul and in his senior 
year he was convinced that his “friends” shared his authenticity and 
loved him right back. The memory’s still blurry but he knows that 
he should have put a password on his phone or deleted the picture of 
Sam because now Charlie lies on a hospital bed and the doctors say 
that one of his ribs is broken and his mother asks him why, as if he 
deserved the punches for finding an unadulterated love.
 At first he wants to deny that his black eyes are connected to 
his teammates’ bruised knuckles and that the shrieking banshees now 
avoid his eyes when they run by him in the hallways as if the very 
eyes they once worshiped will now anathematize them with a single 
glance.
 Now the school whispers with gleeful gossip and label his 
athleticism as a sham because Charlie should be shy, un-athletic, and 
feminine, not a buff sportsman who led their teams to glory.
  Now Charlie is all sandpaper skin and no soul and his pillows 
are stained with salty tears and empty prayers that he will wake up 
one day and be “fixed” or at least deaf so that he’ll never have to hear 
their taunts again.  

Kiana Sadri
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FOr this i am grateFul

 For these I am grateful. Innumerable things. Things 
big and small. For abstract and practical, for lessons learned 
and teaching forgot. For hot and cold, love and hate. For family 
and strangers, for home and wild places. For the sky and stars 
above and the solid ground beneath my feet. For the warmth 
and fertility of summer, and the cold dead bark of winter. For 
warm stew and cold sandwiches, and instant ramen noodles. 
For a warm room and bed, clothes and a desk, and a shelf where 
I can remember it all. For long nights by electric lamplight, and 
early mornings of cool damp grass mixed with sweat. For the 
stars and stripes, and the blue and white bars with a cross. For 
art in all its mediums, and paper to write ideas down on. For 
teachers and classrooms, halls and books that provide endless 
learning. For windows that let the light in just right and al-
low me to daydream in peace. For games and discussions, and 
friendships made. For writers and painters, poets and sculp-
tors, and everything in between. For couches and blankets, 
roses and carnations. For Christmas lights and Easter lamb. 
For wooden chairs and leather-bound books. For steel and cars, 
backpacks and sleeping bags. For hearty toasts and laughter, for 
absent friends and remembering the good times. For ceramic 
mugs and scrambled eggs. For standing tall and laying down. 
For movies and books, for greasy hair and warm showers. For 
Shakespeare and J.S. Salinger. For euphoric times and the 
perfect shade of red. For water bottles and soccer balls, artificial 
turf and contests. For the sunset and sunrise, and the story of 
Doctor Zhivago. For hard work and honest pay. For memories 
remembered and forgotten, and the experiences learned. For 
these I am grateful, for I am grateful for life itself.

Stavros Cardasis
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glazed eyes

She dips her perfectly tanned legs into the unblemished pool,
bathing in her piscine backyard where the immaculate hedges
block the eyes of strangers.
She floats, undisturbed,
trapped in the artificial world of glazed eyes.
 
He shatters the door to his parent’s liquor cabinet
where he loots the glossed bottles of sweet escape.
He drifts away into nothingness,
already consumed by the artificial world of glazed eyes.
 
The two little girls stand at the edge of the roof on their summer-
house,
waiting for their parents to catch them
but only the help see them; the help never turn around.
They can’t escape the artificial world of glazed eyes.
 
Million dollar homes. Lamborghinis. Endless bottles of alcohol.
Insulated from the warmth,
they feel nothing from the help, from the rolls of drugs
from the absent parents
when money glazes over the real world.
 
She dips the needle into the toxic concoction,
more concentrated than she had ever taken.
Sliding the syringe into her broken skull,
she sighs in relief as she overdoses to escape her sweet life.
 
He flies through the empty, witness-less freeway
with his hundred thousand dollar Porsche.
90… 100... 140… 180… 200.
Rapid wind blinds his judgment until he feels invincible.
No one sees him turns the wheel to elude the sweet life.
 
The teenage girls stand with their hands clasped together
at the edge of the rooftop on their summer home.
With the final gust of wind,
they jump away from their sweet life.
 

Anusha Mamidipaka
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Quinn Babcock

zerO gravity

 I sat there, motionless, as she continued to ask me questions. Dis-
gust was written all over my face, and I couldn’t care less. I did not like 
her, but my mother refused to find me another new therapist. She is the 
fourth one this year, but I guess it doesn’t matter because they are all the 
same anyway. They all take one look at me and think they know exactly 
what they are dealing with. They all have the same “get to know you” 
questions, the same creepy smiles, the same attempts to try to get me to 
“open up”, and the same medications.
 I hear a sigh of defeat and look up.
 “All right, Vera,” says Dr. Delude. “If you are not going to talk, 
then why don’t you get your mother and you can wait in the waiting 
room.” I stand up and open the door into the waiting room. I look at my 
mom, signaling her that she needs to go in. She rolls her eyes, grabs her 
bag and magazine, and heads toward Dr. Delude’s room. Before she en-
ters, she whispers to me, “Not talking won’t get you anywhere,” and then 
proceeds into the room.
 I used to sit outside of the door and listen to my mom and Dr. 
Delude’s conversations. All I would hear is stuff like how I’m still not 
talking, concerns that I’m not getting any better, over exaggerated stories 
of how I’m misbehaving at home, increasing my medication, and laugh-
ter of how childish I act. I’ve heard all lies and comments before, so I 
stopped listening. Instead, I stare at the texture of the wall paper across 
from me and try to find little pictures the wallpaper organically forms.
         After about fifteen minutes, the door opens. My mother says 
goodbye and thank you to Dr. Delude, while I have already left the wait-
ing room and started walking towards the car.
 The drive home takes about twenty minutes. Usually during this 
time I blankly stare out the window. My mom softly, but sternly says, 
“Dr. Delude decided that we should increase your medication.” She 
glances over at me briefly, expecting a reaction, but I just continue to 
stare out the window. I never care how much the therapists increase or 
decrease my medication because I always throw my nightly dose down 
the sink and tell my parents I took it. The first year and a half I took the 
medication I falsely believed that there was actually something wrong 
with me and that somehow some white, compressed powder was going 
to magically reengineer my brain so I can act, speak, and think like the 
rest of the population. I wish I came to this realization sooner because the 
medication had a drowsy side effect. I ended up falling asleep in school. 



 The kids laughed at me, the teachers got mad at me, and I fell 
behind in school work. When I mentioned this problem to my previ-
ous therapist, she mocked, “Your medication does not have a drowsy 
effect. You are probably just tired from school.” Interesting that she 
said that because, I never fell asleep in school before I took the medica-
tion. And now that I stopped taking the medication, I no longer fall 
asleep during school.
 About five minutes left until we get home, I notice a man sit-
ting on the grass next to the sidewalk. He has a greyish-brown beard 
and is wearing a faded, worn-out, black hat. His shoes were worn-out 
too because there was a hole on the bottom, left shoe. I could tell he 
has not properly bathed for probably a few weeks considering the 
amount of dirt on his clothes and face. I’m guessing he is in his sixties, 
maybe late fifties. It is hard to tell with the beard and the dirt covering 
his body. He holds a sign, written on cardboard, that I can’t quite read 
because the words have been smudged by the rain. I watch him as we 
drive by. He slowly becomes smaller and smaller until I cannot see 
him anymore. When we get home, it is a couple hours past lunch time, 
so I decide I would go to my room and wait for dinner, rather than 
have a late lunch. I lie on my bed and wonder what that man’s story is. 
Why was he on the streets? Does he not have anywhere to go? No fam-
ily or friends? My mind wanders until, before I know it, my mom calls 
me for dinner. 
 I try to eat my dinner hastily so I can avoid as much fam-
ily time as possible and so I can avoid that awkward, “How was your 
day?” question from my father. I don’t understand why he continues 
to ask when I always reply “Good” or the occasional “Fine”. I tried not 
replying after he asked once. That was a mistake. He lost his temper 
and began yelling things like “You cannot be disrespectful with me!” 
and “In this family, we communicate!” Whatever. Lesson learned, I 
guess? Luckily, I finish my dinner in time before he comes home. I 
excuse myself from the table and hide back away into my room.
 The sun slowly fades into darkness, reminding me that I need 
to discard two pills down the sink in order to keep my parents at ease. 
I do so and throw my tired body back onto my bed. Left alone in my 
room once more with only my mind to keep me company, I resume 
wondering about the man I saw early today on the streets. For some 
reason, I cannot shake him out of my thoughts. There is something 
about his untold story that draws me in. A few hours pass and I finally 
give in to my curiosity. Since my father is probably out drinking with 
his friends and my mom is reading her latest issue of Vogue magazine, 
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 I figure they will not notice if I left for a short while. Hoping the door 
won’t creak, I warily sneak outside into dark, clear night.
 A silhouette appears in the distance. The closer I approach, the 
more vivid the silhouette becomes. He is sitting in the same spot from 
when I first saw him. He still has the same old, worn-out hat, the same 
shoes with a hole on the bottom, left sole, and the same smudged sign. 
He must have sensed my presence because he gently raises his head and 
turns towards me. At least, I’m pretty sure he does. His hat conceals his 
eyes, preventing me from truly knowing where his eyes land. I come to 
a realization that there is no one else around us in this silent night. His 
eyes are on me. He studies me over. Still blind to the real character of 
this man, the anxiety inside me starts storming. Stiffly, I stand before 
him as I wipe my sweaty palms on my pants. He gives a little chuckle 
while removing his hat and invites me over to sit with him. My heart 
unclenches, and I introduce myself.
 “P-P-Phil.” he replies referring to his name. I notice he has a 
stutter, but I don’t say anything for fear that I might offend him.
 “Why di-di-did you leave your-r-r home just to c-come talk t-t-
to some ho-homeless stranger?” Phil questions.
 “I saw you on my car ride back from my therapy section, and I 
was curious about your story,” I vibrantly reply.
 “My st-st-sto-story?”
 “Yes. I would like to know your story. You seem like such a kind 
man. Why are you on the streets?” 
 Phil looks up at me and gives a lighthearted smile, but his 
eyes and smile slowly start to lower and sorrow spreads across his face. 
“Around tw-twenty years a-a-ago,” Phil begins “I-I used t-t-to work for 
a b-big company. I ne-ne-never really believed in t-the whole morality 
of the c-company, but I-I-I needed the m-money. O-One day, I decided 
I-I would s-share my thoughts a-a-a-and the truth I saw be-be-bey-
yond the company. I showed ev-ev-every-every-everybody I thought 
d-differently.” He pauses and lets go of a heavy sigh then continues, 
“A-Anyway, after t-that, I c-c-couldn’t find work an-anywhere. Once 
t-the money r-ran out, I-I lost m-my home and my fa-fa-family. They, 
a-along with the r-r-rest of so-society, think I’m c-crazy. So now, I-I’m 
here. S-Sitting o-on the side of t-t-the road, t-talking to y-you.”
 I remain in astonishment for a while until eventually I conjure 
up some words, “You know, my parents send me to therapy every week 
because they, as well, think I’m crazy just because I think differently 
than the rest of the population, which somehow translates to me having 
some horrible mental illness that needs to be fixed.” Shaking my head, 
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I calmly say, “I wish they didn’t always try to weigh me down. I wish I 
was free.”
 We exchange the same look of sympathy and understanding 
and sit on the cool grass together until Phil says, “I-It’s funny, V-Vera, 
how p-p-people like us, the o-ones who see t-the world for w-w-what 
it t-truly is, a-are the kind o-of people s-s-society l-looks at with ho-
horror. As s-some kind o-o-of monster. Un-Un-Unless, of course,” he 
says with a scoff, “we co-co-con-conform to their w-ways of t-think-
ing.”
 We sit together quietly, until I hear sirens in the distance. I 
discard the noise assuming that something is happening nearby, but 
the sirens grow louder. The flashing lights become brighter.  I see 
a faint image of a cop car driving down the street. The howls of the 
sirens linger throughout my head, pulling at old memories. The car 
draws closer and closer. My hands shaking, my body tense. The voices 
within me scream with agony. The car comes to a stop right beside the 
road, across from where we are sitting. I squint and ponder for a mo-
ment. I recognize the cop car.
  Officer Bellinger steps out of his vehicle and says in a cold, 
orderly manner, “Vera, you know you are not permitted to leave your 
household unsupervised.” He suspiciously glares over at Phil. “Is this 
man causing you any trouble?” he asks.
 I quickly reply, “No.”
 “All right,” he says, still with some suspicion in his voice. 
“Well then, get in the car. I have to take you back home immediately.”
  I do so without argument, knowing that if I did, I would just 
make this situation worse for myself. As we drive away, I wave good-
bye to Phil only to be interrupted by Officer Bellinger harshly stating, 
“Haven’t you learned never to talk to strangers?”
 “He’s not a stranger,” I softly whisper under my breath so he 
could not hear me. I remain quiet the rest of the ride home.

“Interrupted Selfie” 
by Jane Kim 
Photography
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Bianca Desai

the meaning OF FriendshiP

 At first, Lily liked the attention. They would pull out 
her chair for her. They would make an effort to have a civilized 
conversation with her. She was just a new transfer student, but 
whenever she talked they looked at her as if they were admiring 
a work of art.
 At first, Lily thought the girls were super nice. Without 
asking, she was immediately invited to their sleepovers. They 
would French braid her hair while gossiping. They would shop 
together and Lily was content with her true friends.
 At first, she never really thought about it. She got com-
fortable with boys. They weren’t judgmental and frankly they 
were human beings too. She confided in them. She never 
thought it would do any harm. 
 At first, Lily didn’t notice it. But everything changed so 
quickly. She blinked her eye and the next second they ignored 
her. The sleepovers stopped. She needed someone to talk to. 
They didn’t gossip with her, but it seemed they were gossiping 
about her.
 On second thought, Lily stopped associating with the 
boys. She ran away whenever attention came her way. She 
stopped putting on makeup. She put the position of being the 
center of attention in a room and threw the key away.
 On second thought, the girls came back. Her friends 
were back. She was relieved their support came back as quickly 
as it left. A friend in need is a friend indeed.

“Emotional” 
by Julia Shen 

Drawing
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Samina Saifee

Odyssey

Rain breathes life
 Into the quiet night.
Gentle drizzles and periodic rips of thunder
Shred the sky.
The roars that shake the roots of hope
Embedded in the wood grains of the hardwood.
 
I used to watch shadows dance
 In the moonlight that spilled across my floor.
But on this night
I know in my heart that I’m disappearing.
Wandering faded memories.
 
Each thought seems to skid
 Through any semblance of truth.
Scathing the edges of my mind.
And I seem to see myself,
From the outside in.
 
Pale, silvery light creeps
 Up to where I lay.
Encasing me in its icy grasp.
Huddled under the sheets,
I watch as the four walls that had comforted me
Have now morphed.
 
A cage carved out of emotions I held
 In. Cemented by the uneven beats of my wavering heart.
I reach a hand to my chest
To steady it. Pledging allegiance
To the hidden moon as my mind
Drifts into the aging darkness.
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OCEAN
“[The waves] move across a faint horizon, the rush of love 
and the surge of grief, the respite of peace and then fear 

again, the heart that beats and then lies still...the infinite 
procession of life.” 
― Douglas Adams

tranquility

sOulFul

mOurning

sinCerity

transitiOn

reFleCtiOn

mystery
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Destiny Agomuoh 

sPeak tO me

Speak to me, my treasured love. Tell what cripples your heart for I 
am Agwu, and my water will cleanse your soiled pride. Your sadness 
dampens the joy I feel of you, and I fear that it may be a fatal ailment.
 
Speak to me. My heart will fill yours so we are both half full. Tell me 
your sorrows so they have a place to go. Open your eyes, so it is not 
just you in the dark. Not only you have pain that strips the color from 
your skin. Not only you have wandered into the sea of promise to be 
weighed down by past transgressions.
 
Speak to me, so your heart doesn’t burst with all of its godless wishes. 
My love is the twin of yours, and they will only be complete when we 
are together. Feel my heart, see that the beat matches your own.
 
Speak to me before they take you away, and I have to be nobody by 
myself. Come outside and remind my why only we dance in the rain. 
Open your eyes to witness a smile that will make the Cheshire envi-
ous. 
 
Speak to me so I know you are still in the shell they call a body. 
Open your eyes so you can see the waves of the ocean still flow, and 
the sun hasn’t met its lover so you have no reason to stop loving me. 
 

“Reflection” by Meghan Krushena 
Ceramics
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Maheen Haq

the tOWn OF BrOken dreams

 Upon reflection, I realize the strangest things happen Sunday af-
ternoons. Four Sundays ago, I saw a seagull wearing a black hat. Three 
Sundays ago there was a moose singing opera, and two Sundays ago my 
flowers wilted and regrew within the hour. Perhaps I am going insane, 
perhaps my mind is being lost among the dreams I so often kept away 
from reality. But what I saw last Sunday could not be my insanity- it 
rang far too true for falsehood.
 That afternoon, as I strolled down the sidewalk, I came upon 
a rather peculiar town. The first oddity I noticed was that it had come 
from practically nowhere. A series of squat, rickety buildings had risen 
from the dusty brown of the plain. No roads led in, and none went out- 
save for my sidewalk. In fact, the town line was quite clear. The shops 
and roads all ended abruptly as though they had been chopped off with 
a giant scissor.
 I, having never heard of a town this near to my ordinary home 
before, approached cautiously. My sidewalk wound towards the town 
like a silent snake, and I strode along determinedly.
 The second oddity was the lack of noise. Not a blaring horn nor 
murmur of voices pierced the air. It was as if a blanket had fallen across 
the town. Perhaps I should have turned back, but I was so far along 
now. The journey must be finished.
 Dry, raspy air soon made its way to me. My skin crawled from 
the sensation and I felt it shrivel and crack under my shirt. The fabric 
burned uncomfortably next to the skin, and I wished to rip it off and 
scream my agony.
 Still, I persevered. The town grew close enough for me to see 
the rising dust cloud. Factories, I thought, and felt relief cool my boil-
ing blood. There was nothing odd about a town with factories. With an 
extra urgency and drive to my step, I hastened down the sidewalk. The 
grass at the edge was shriveled and dead, a marvelous shade of gold for 
something so completely gone. My sidewalk had from blinding white 
become dull gray. Red clay dust crawled up my shoes with every step.
I was close enough where I could break into a run to reach it, but that 
was when I noticed the third oddity. All the quaint shops leaning into 
each other were not so square as I thought. Each shop- but they were 
not shops at all!- was metal nailed and squished together into a shin-
ing, glittering mound. It looked as if it were clay beaten with children’s 
hands. The shapes were unrecognizable. Perhaps one was to be the 
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Statue of Liberty… I could see the crude spikes and shaft that was the 
torch. And another… a spaceship? I felt like a child guessing at clouds.
 This increased the urge within me to reach the odd town. I 
drove my heels into the sidewalk with more purpose, slowly feeling the 
heated rubber of my insoles chaff at my skin. It mattered not, certainly 
there was to be a place to sit in this town!
 At last, my sidewalk took me to the edge of the town line. Here 
the cement crumbled like a cookie, and I gingerly stepped onto the dead 
grass. A faded town sign was swaying back and forth on its two legs. I 
leaned in and squinted at the faded black letters.
 WELCOME, it said, TO THE TOWN OF BROKEN   
DREAMS.
 I leaned backwards in my surprise. I had, of course, heard of the 
Town of Aspirations, the Town of Indulgence, and City of Delusional 
Fame, but never had I heard mention of a town such as this.  Even more 
intrigued, I crossed the threshold. The fiery itch on my skin and the 
burning sensation at the bottom of my foot increased. I staggered from 
the sudden pain, and as I thought I would fall, something hard caught 
me.
 I opened my eyes and found myself looking into a pair of large, 
worrisome glasses. They belonged to the round face of a very square 
man, who carefully helped me stand upright. His manner was jerky and 
uneven, his facial expressions constantly anxious.
 “ I would help you, oh, I would,” he chattered. “ But I cannot 
find my medicine bag. It’s black, with my name in gold letters. Have 
you seen it?”
 I stared in shock as he wrung his hands. “ Please, what is your 
name?”
 “ I cannot find my medicine bag,” he said absently. “ I would 
help you, oh, I would.”
 I watched in astonishment as he scrambled away. What an odd 
man. Having nothing better to do, I fixed my sight on the town once 
more. A cobbled sidewalk, much like the one I had just left, stretched 
before me. To the left were the metal shops, and to the right was the 
road… though it appeared more of a junkyard to me, strewn with old 
cars and bikes. I began to walk along the sidewalk, gazing about me 
with wonder.
 At last, I saw a bench- it did not look as if it could hold my 
weight, but there was an old lady seated upon it, so it must have been 
stronger than it appeared. The lady wore clothes of knitted wool, and I 
did not know how she could cope with the weather.
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 “ Excuse me, miss,” I said loudly, so that she may hear. “ May I 
sit down?”
 It took the lady some time before she looked up at me and nod-
ded rather reluctantly. I thanked her and lowered myself to the bench, 
letting out a groan of relief as I removed my shoe and the pain in my 
feet subsided.
 The lady and I sat in silence, and it grew uncomfortable, so I 
began to look around. I twisted my head to look at the junkyard street. 
One of the cars, I realized, was smoking. The metal was rolling off it in 
droplets and sizzling on the pavement. But…
 “ Oh!” I exclaimed. “ There is a man in there!”
 The lady sighed and turned her head, seeing the bald figure 
inside banging his fist on a melting steering wheel.
 “ Sixteen miles to Philadelphia,” I heard him groan. “ Sixteen 
miles to Philadelphia.”
 I was speechless and frozen with horror, but the lady did not ap-
pear to mind.
 “ It’s not so bad,” she rasped. “ Not as bad as the intersection.”
I stared. “ Intersection?” and looked past her knitted head to where the 
two junkyard roads merged. And suddenly I was aware of it, awful, 
screeching noise… thousands of horns blaring, and I had the feeling 
most of them were echoes.
 Traffic lights flickered and sparked. Cars were melting into 
puddles of liquid, drivers not moving nor caring. Melting metal was 
burning them alive. Despite the pain they continued to wail and weep.
 “ One mile to the hospital!”
 “ Left! Not right!”
 “ Three seconds too late!”
 “ You burnt my son!”
 “ You stabbed my daughter!”
 I covered my ears with my hands and struggled to keep the 
voices out. The heat became thick and solid, pressing and tearing at my 
skin. I felt welts and rashes rise, my face becoming uncomfortably hot. 
Through the chaos, the old lady’s croak reached my ears.
 “ This is the Town of Broken Dreams, sweetheart. We were the 
ones that couldn’t let go. Me, them, everyone. Everything was taken 
away from us and we couldn’t handle it. We are banished here to live in 
misery.”
 Panting, breath slicing up my throat, I grabbed her wrinkled 
hands and let my tears fall on them. “ Please,” I sobbed. “ I don’t belong 
here, I want to go.”
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 “ Go?” she said, and her voice was a rasp no longer. “ You 
can’t go. You found us, and that means your dreams are Broken. You 
have nothing.”
 “ No, no,” I stammered. “ I will make new dreams, better 
ones. I will start over.”
 Her grip tightened until it became iron and cut the blood 
from my wrists. “ You will not go!”
 I looked into her face and saw a nightmare. Her eyes were 
swirling holes of loss beyond imagining. Her mouth was open and 
bleeding memories, laughter and joy being soaked away until the 
only thing left was a bitter sense of longing, wasted potential, wasted 
dreams. She was bleeding and melting, turning into soup, just as all 
the junkyard cars were. Then I realized why I was burning.
 I was still solid, there was still hope and aspiration in me. Her 
hands were turning to goo around mine, and I wrenched my own 
free. I began to run, pavement blistering my feet and tearing at my 
nails. I screamed and forced my legs to move, whirling past the metal 
shops and wilting flowers and dead roads. The town sign was just 
ahead and I slammed into it, metal cutting at the raw skin on my legs. 
I tumbled onto the grass, warm earth pressing into my back. At once, 
the burning left me and I was awash in cool, gentle wind.
 I lay there for several minutes, feeling the breath in my chest 
settle, the aching in my legs subside. Then I picked myself up and 
began to run once more, up my sidewalk, with no intention of ever 
stopping.
 … but just once, I turned and looked back. The town was still 
there, and I wondered why. It had never been before, so why should 
it stay now? I had escaped, so should it not be gone?
 I gazed down at my feet and remembered the shoe I left be-
hind.

“Colorful Life” 
by Laura Bongers

Photography
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OniOn heart

sunday, end of mourning hour
i see you, an arm of a salt-marsh tree,
stooped over the sink with
plump tears muddling your eyes,
head tilted in rumination.
clammy hands clawing away at
layers upon layers of raw,
raw corrosion,
room brimming with brittle onion debris--
no quiver, no pause, no waver.  
 
i see you, stooped over
the carcass of that haphazardly-cut onion--
over the pungent peels, the cut flesh,
the yellow husks, the tawny skins.
 
but i am not deluded for
darling,
i know that the crackle of papery onion skins
muffle the cries of your heart.
i know that the stinging splinters and peels
are but the broken pieces of your heart.
and that the onion juice you hold in your balmy palms

are but the waterworks of your heart 

 
    

“Rhythm” 
by Aiman Boxwalla

Mixed Media
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Sophia Zhang

Chasing light

I’ll find you in the air’s quiet breaths,
(in a murmur) passing
fleetingly, like the
flitter of hummingbird wings.
 
You linger in the texture of fingertips
(never stitched in palms)
and I blindly chase
the pulsating warmth of
 
Light, a child
running into his mother’s arms.
 
For now
I hold the fractured colors
of their broken embrace.

“Crushed” by Jessica Patnaik 
Pencil Drawing
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seCrets

Dear so and so:
 
this is my secret.
sometimes I wake up in the morning and I feel like I can’t breathe, 
breath caught somewhere between 2:00 AM and 10 minutes ago, 
both times when my eyes opened as if my alarm had gone off and was 
screaming in my ear to get up get ready it’s a new day let’s make it count
 or maybe that’s what the counselor told me when I went to go  
 see her after spending fifth period crying in the bathroom. The  
 counselor had a good voice, low and calm, and I imagined
 her reading bedtime stories to her kids, doing different voices 
 for each character. It almost made me fall asleep, listening to it.  
 She had a good smile, too, one that’s probably been practiced in 
 front of the mirror, and I know because I used to practice mine. 
 After a while, I got really good. No one could tell I was breaking. 
 They couldn’t even see the cracks.
 But still, I crumbled up the piece of paper she gave me refer 
 ring me to a therapist who is really good, really trustworthy, 
 believe me, honey, he’ll help you, and the tiny ball of paper is so  
 soft and wrinkly now it doesn’t even feel like paper, more like  
 felt.
anyway I woke up and I stared at the ceiling in the darkness, and I real-
ized that even at 2:00 AM the sky isn’t completely black. Not compara-
tively. Not when something inside me is darker.
 felt is the pillow I sewed when I was 12, the stitches jagged and  
 uneven. The teacher said:
 1)     cut out your design
 2)     fill it with feathers
 3)     sew it up
 and I remember I cried that I didn’t want to fill my pillow with  
 baby birds. I got home and I showed it to mom, who pretended  
 to like it even though the stitches were jagged and uneven and  
 the buttons I’d used for the mouth were crooked. After that I   
 went up to my room and I ripped it open and I watched the   
 birds fly. I wished I could fly with them. But people don’t have  
 wings. Only angels. 
the counselor asks me how do you feel? and I can’t answer because I 
don’t know. She asks me if I’m okay. How come a person can only ever 
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be good or bad or just okay? I say yes because I think that’s what she 
wants to hear. She nods and writes something on her clipboard, which 
is balanced on top of her legs, which are crossed. I say, can I go now? 
because suddenly class sounds like a good idea. She wears those 
glasses that you can hang around your neck with a pearly string. They 
magnify her eyes a hundred times, and I wonder if she can actually 
see a hundred times better, like Superman. Can she see my bones? My 
muscles? Can she see how hard I’m trying to hold myself together? 
I wish she could see my thoughts, so I wouldn’t have to say them. 
Words get stuck between 2:00 AM and ten minutes before 5:00.
 I was 15, memorizing the bones of the body. Scapula, femur,  
 humerus. That’s your funny bone. I never got that one wrong. 
 Clavicle, fibula, radius. I don’t even want to be a doctor when  
 I get older. If I get older.  When someone asks me where it 
 hurts, I can’t say. The pain is too deep, somewhere I can’t 
 reach. How do you fix a heart? Sternum, mandible, ribs. 
 Maybe mine is just broken.
Suicide is the word they talked about in the videos when I was 10. 
The woman in the video said that if I felt like killing myself I should 
go talk to a trusted adult. Suicide is permanent. As in The End. As 
in Goodbye, see you never. When the lights came back on after the 
video, everyone tried to prove how healthy they were. I would never 
kill myself. I would never get depression. Even me. Now I wonder if it 
would hurt.
 At school I hear about parties and future plans and what did  
 you do last weekend? on Monday-Tuesday-Wednesday, what  
 are you doing this weekend? on Thursday-Friday. I say I’m 
 going to the mall with my friends. I’m going to see that new 
 movie that just came out, the one everyone’s been talking 
 about for weeks. I don’t know, I might stop by that party, but 
 only for a little bit because my parents don’t know.
but then I lay in bed and watch the light sweep across my wall, colors 
changing, lighter and lighter, until I can see the pale pinkish tint of 
dawn and finally, just for a while, everything isn’t so dark anymore. 
 Time, something I’m always afraid I’ll run out of. Sometimes  
 in the morning I don’t even want to get up. I pull the covers  
 over my head and slowly feel myself run out of air, and the 
 tightness in my chest is enough to rule out the numbness ev-
 erywhere else. I like feeling like I’m the only one awake in the 
 world. I guess it makes me feel powerful. In control. Maybe in 
 the daylight everything is too bright. It makes it easier for the 
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 truth to set in if all of the crevices of my body are shining with  
 light, illuminating the dull, throbbing terror rooted inside. I  
 like quiet things, shadowy things, cool and beyond danger. 
 Easier to hide, I suppose. Secrets, I mean. Easier to hide se 
 crets. Except that this is my secret, and I’m telling it to you.  
 They said you’d listen.

“Split Personality” by Larah Haj Diab 
Photography
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Mariam Srour 

Birth OF stars

There’s a place 
In outer space
Where you and I were born.
 
Now I’m lonely,
And even if I made the black hole that swallowed you, spit you up,
You wouldn’t recognize me.
 
Blue shadows
Of the Galaxy
And now you’re gone.
 
And now I’m all alone,
Please come back from the black hole…
 
I swear I’ll be the same again,
And I swear I won’t cry a thousand stars a day anymore.
I swear I’ll put aside my habits,
And we can go back home…
I swear to you a million times…
You left me all alone…
 
A girl searching for her home
May seem to be a fool
To those who never sought a better world…
I think that’s why I’m alone.
 

“Star Gazer” 
by Missy Morgan

Photography
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Elle Catalano 

Only memOries remain

I loved the boy who would sneak into my room before the sun 
could see him
Simply to talk with me.
I loved the boy who would race me up the limbs of the old oak to 
the tree house
Shouting joking insults when he passed me. 
I loved the boy who would sneak my favorite candies into the 
hood of my sweatshirt, 
Eating the ones I gave him immediately after. 
I loved the boy who held my hand when I was scared, nervous or 
terrified beyond belief 
Whispering in my ear “I’m scared too” 
 
One day when he snuck in, 
He pestered me for advice about a girl he wanted to ask out, not 
noticing I had tears in my eyes. 
One day when we raced, 
He sulked for an hour after I swung up the branched faster. 
One day when he was munching his pile of sweets, 
He had only left a single one for me. 
One day his hand stopped slipping into mine
He shoved deep into his pockets instead.
 
I still propped my window, 
Only he never opened it. 
I still leapt from branch to branch in the old oak, 
Only I did it alone.
I still snuck candies into his sweatshirt hood, 
Only my own hood remained empty.
I still grabbed his hand when my heart raced, 
Only he dropped it after a few seconds. 

We had been connected,
Since birth you were always by my side.
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You were my twin, my better half, 
Until one day, 
For you grew up and I lagged behind, 
For I was always such a child, 
Still in love with my memories of you. 
No I have no one to blame for this,
But only my own head,
Still covered in the sickly sweet candies from my childhood. 

“Robot” by Alex Nusbaum
Sculpture
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OF iCe and rain

 In the days before Ice and Rain, Fire never made Water boil.
 These two elements, different and somehow the same, under-
stood and respected each other, and Water and Fire fit as though both 
were made to share a bond.
  Fire blazed with confidence and self-entitlement, embers 
churning and enticing those around it. It accumulated allies and adver-
saries both as it shined with orange radiance in the world.
 Water flowed naturally and slowly, following Fire like a train. 
It slipped and slid while trying desperately to be graceful, but in the 
end, Water was simply a messy particle.
 Fire and Water understood the other’s flowing and blazing, 
but in the end, Fire grew tired of Water’s angry tsunamis and unhappy 
rain, and so it wished to flicker and dance in someone else’s hearth. I 
know this because I knelt too close to Fire, and I have been burned 
before.
 As Fire danced across the world, as it churned and ever blazed 
it found Earth, whose depth was enough to shake both Fire and Water. 
It was strong and vast and true with the richness of its soil. It was the 
perfect counterpart to Fire, an emblem of perfect greenery while Fire 
was rich in its own flame.
 Earth, prickly with the thorns it normally concealed, was the 
second to be brought to Fire’s attention. Water only carried Earth 
downstream; couldn’t make it stay long enough for Earth to see all 
Water’s flowing, but Earth caught Fire’s embers easily, and some 
would say it blazed with them.
 Water tried desperately to grasp Earth, to understand it, but 
Water’s devices were slippery with something cold and clear and 
scarcely visible. And so Water stayed downstream.
 Fire forgot how to understand Water, how content was it with 
Earth, and Water was washed over in its own neglect. Fire forgot how 
to warm and could now only scorch, and I have been burned.
 Each time Water tried to flow it wondered if it would drown 
Fire, weaken Earth. It wondered so much it stayed away. That’s what 
Water’s supposed to do, isn’t it? Drown and weaken. It could no longer 
purify.
 Water turned from clear to blue as Fire was blown off kilter 
once more by Air. Air was without breadth, but enshrined within and 
circumscribed to its vast vicinity. Air was breath and rich with guarded 
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atoms; it decorated itself with a sheen with which even Fire’s luster 
couldn’t compete. And Fire, rich with an abundance of oxygen and its 
herculean wildfires was easily able to blow in Air’s soft wind.
 To Water, the wind was formidable. Air was impassable, though 
strong; perplexing to an element that was known to flow. In desperation, 
Water drank in Air as the days went on, analytical so as to find a similar-
ity. But Air wasn’t susceptible to Water, and so Water splashed in its 
mucus-ridden ponds of despair, and I have been burned before.
 Water went swampy in the face of the other elements, it swal-
lowed the tediousness of its sheer helplessness with anything less than 
pride. Water’s rivers grew dry from Earth shaking, Fire burning up and 
the beginnings of Air’s commencing storms. If there was ever a way 
to escape from the pattern of doubt, Water did not know it. What was 
worse was that there wasn’t another element who could see how.
 Escape became unlikely as fortnights upon fortnights passed 
without a way to solve the problem. Water couldn’t be stoic, all it felt 
was drained day by day until it wasn’t Water. Water brought forth an-
other wave, a wave of death that covered Earth. Earth grew suppressed 
without the other element to preserve it. Without such a selfless element 
to give, Earth began to change. Horror of horrors, it began to die from 
its own inability to see how much it needed Water. Air and Fire, in turn, 
worried themselves over Earth. Without it to exist upon, life as they 
knew it would be threatened. But Water was too far within its misery to 
understand the effects of the drought. And now it saw no reason to listen 
to Air and Fire’s please, because I have been burned before.
 It was Fire who burned its way back to the truth. It confronted 
the poor, drooping element- asked it why it had seen fit to destroy, 
asked it to come back. Water, ever naïve; obliged, unable to glimpse 
Fire returning to its own self-indulgences even as it left. What remained 
was Fire’s single footprint: a thin line of smoke just grazing Earth and 
at the edge of Water’s favorite domain, a playhouse it called the Atlantic 
Ocean.
 Water returned to the elements. It paid solemn respects to Air 
and Earth, and spoke plainly with Fire as though there was not a shred 
of history eclipsed between them. They agreed to restore Earth to its 
former glory and to live together in harmony even if those who blistered 
and burned were still at odds. If I am naïve, there was peace thereafter 
for as long as it was welcome. Fire may have danced in comfortable 
hearths, but every so often the truth made itself known. Made itself 
known, that is, until Water turned into Ice; who was raised to extinguish 
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any possible burns.
  Simply, the element had had enough of Fire’s meaningless 
ploys, the dismissiveness of fleeting Air, and the rocky and grounded 
demeanor of Earth. It saw fit to freeze and gain back whatever re-
spect it had lost or had compromised it. There was still mucus; it was 
certain, but Water froze it within; and it enjoyed being Ice, while still 
maintaining enough within itself to be called Water.
 Time stopped when Water stopped flooding. There was no 
‘where’ in where it was going, but life was a standstill without its 
thread of consciousness. You could call it ice; what happens when 
time closes in upon itself, but it never seeks to freeze others the way it 
might freeze itself. Such was true, I can tell you, for poor Water. For 
such a carefree element, freezing was falling. And falling was drying 
up, for I have been burned before
 I had never known what it was like to be burned, for one 
assumes that if one is Water, burning is an impossibility. Such is not 
so. Burning is not always blazing. Burning can blaze at the center of 
one’s core, at the center of one’s name, and at Life’s reason. And Wa-
ter, for the first time, blazed and smoked and boiled. She boiled until 
she was warm, and let loose from the Earth. It didn’t matter anymore 
if she charred it. They could exist without her.
 Water left Air, Earth, and Fire. It dried itself up and outward, 
and left to refresh another world. She refreshed herself, and although 
she still fell sloppily, and feared she could still extinguish others and 
fall back into mucus-ridden ponds of despair, she didn’t. For you see, 
I have never been burned, before.
 

 

“Trafficked” 
by Anjul Bhangu 

Metals
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Oars rest on wooden boards, forgotten there.
The current carries all relentlessly.
The stream meanders down to the rocks, where
Voyages end, quite inescapably.
What fortunate clouds drift in high up blue,
Which ponder not their point of certain doom, 
And free to travel, the wind they pursue.
My captain sees his last breath now abloom.
Yet he throws heavy anchors down in vain. 
He pleads for time to work at his big dreams,
A well of tears does not run dry in pain,
As the glisten of gold like water gleams. 
If only time were transfixed, how I would 
Do what I did not try and never could. 

Omer Siddiqui

“Jellyfish” by Camryn Burks 
Ceramics
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Anna Sun

nOthing 

1998
She was born in the East wing. 
He was born in the West wing.
 
2000
She spoke gibberish as she started to form her first words. 
He nodded, agreeing to her incomprehensible nonsense, but said 
nothing.
 
2002
She played with meaningless toys having endless fun. 
He pushed around toy cars and crashed them into countless things.
 
2004
She laid on the spring grass giggling. 
He picked a bright yellow dandelion and sweetly smiled as he handed 
it to her, but said nothing.
 
2006
She sat in a classroom carelessly passing notes to him from under the 
table. 
He was punished because when he was questioned about them, he 
said nothing.
 
2008
She talked to him every night on the phone. 
He always liked hearing her voice and always listened but said noth-
ing. 
 
2010
She stared at the reflection of a face with an unnecessary amount of 
makeup carefully placed on it. 
He didn’t want her to change just to please others, but he said noth-
ing.
 
2012
She looked into his eyes and said “I love you”. 
He hesitated, smiled, looked away, but said nothing.
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2014
She wiped tears from her flushed face as people rolled their eyes when 
they passed her. 
He thought she was beautiful but didn’t have the courage to stand up, 
so he said nothing.
 
2016
She poured powdery, white tablets into her unsteady hand and set a 
quickly scribbled note on her desk. 
He was worried when she didn’t show up to school or reply to his 
texts, but he said nothing.
 
2016
He wishes that he had said something.
Anything.

 

“Surprise” by Yining Zhang 
Pencil Drawing
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deCeiving Creature

The black widows,
Sly with deadly

poison,
Bring darkness to one.

Yet they bring creation:
Crafted by needle-like legs,

Lay pure strands of silk.
Strands strum

To strategic tunes.
Each one

Gently placed in a dark,
Mysterious hollow.
The web glistens

Under peaking lights.
Attracting prey with its beautiful

Simplicity.
Once more,

The widows bring darkness,
Darkness brought by

Illumination.

“Virus” by Becket McNulty
Metals
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BiOlOgy Class

 Let’s talk about sex. No, not like naked Ken and Barbie strung 
up on the front board during health class, arms straight, faces smashed 
together with perpetual, frozen smiles touching. I’m talking about at 
the after party, when it’s late and people have had too much to drink, 
and slowly pairs are drifting away from the crowd to find a private place, 
their place, where they’ll spend the next few hazy hours until morn-
ing pretending it’s true love. A few hours pretending there’s not going 
to be any regret, any guilt, when that first ray of light comes streaming 
through the window and they start noticing things about each other 
they hadn’t before, like a birthmark here, a scar there, and suddenly the 
intimacy’s gone. It’s scrambling to find a shirt, some pants, anything to 
cover their bodies. Naked. Vulnerable. Afraid. Maybe he was a stranger 
and she was a girl losing her virginity after one too many shots, but 
once the memories start spilling they’re like words you can’t take back, 
because they’re out there and something hurt can’t be unhurt again.
 I’m talking about like when those boys brought a Playboy mag-
azine to school in the fifth grade and suddenly they learn that there’s 
hair in places they didn’t think there’d ever be hair. They’re huddled 
together on the playground, voices hushed, backs hunched, with the 
boy in the middle proudly holding the treasure chest of tits and ass, even 
though they don’t know those words yet. They’ll learn soon enough. 
They’re giggling with the wrongness of it, hearts pounding as they flip 
page after page, bodies trembling in anticipation of what’s next even as 
they focus on what’s before. They’re not used to the sensations of want-
ing something like this, but once they’ve discovered this something new, 
they’re drunk with the novelty of it and it’s like a drug they can’t quit. 
     “When do you think we’ll get to do that?” One of the boys, Matthew, 
asks, brushing his hair out of his eyes with shaking fingers. All of the 
boys look over at the girls with skepticism. Their bodies don’t look like 
this yet. That’s when the silent countdown begins. The subconscious 
act of catcalls and eyes dropping lower, of drugs slipped in drinks and 
convincing themselves she was asking for it, she wanted it. She liked it. 
Once they get past the technicalities of it in eighth grade health class, 
learning what goes where and how to be safe, they’ll realize that they’re 
not the ones who really have to be worried about being safe. They’ll 
realize they only have to take, first take her clothes and then her silence 
and finally her innocence. It’s easy. 
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 By the eleventh grade it’s a sin to be a virgin. How dare you try 
to protect something that belongs to someone else anyway? It can’t be 
protected. You can’t be protected. Someday you’ll be at a party, hold-
ing a cup of beer you don’t want to drink, nodding your head to music 
you don’t even listen to, and a boy will sidle up by your side. He’ll talk 
to you. Talking is good, right? You’ll think about your friends slipping 
tiny birth control pills into their mouths, gushing about what he did 
and how sweet he is and how they can’t imagine being with anyone 
else. You’ll listen, and they’ll make you want something you don’t even 
know. Fingers through your hair, kisses on your neck, a hand on the 
curve of your waist. So when he asks if you want to go somewhere, it’s 
kinda loud, you’ll say yes. You’ll follow the boy upstairs. And so every-
thing that happens, everything you wish you could take back – it’ll all 
be your fault.
 Let’s talk about love. I mean mistakes, thinking it’s something 
it’s not, trying to hold onto something that’s already broken. It’s about 
waking up the next morning and looking into the face of someone you 
thought you knew, and realizing that the first kisses and happy end-
ings you’ve read about in your romance novels and fairy tales are lies. 
You remember imagining, huddled in the quiet confines of your room, 
what it would be like to be in love. True love – or rather, the idea of it. 
In practice, you’ve realized, it’s much messier. Because of love, you are 
stumbling home too late, your lip-gloss smeared and your hair tangled 
after you’d spent hours trying to make it curl just right. The fuzziness 
in your head finally clearing enough for you to hear the chorus of oh 
god, oh no spinning around it, the squeak of the knob and the rush of 
the water as it fills the bathtub, reflected yellow by the light. You shed 
your rumpled clothes and step into the tub on shaking legs, bump-
ing your knee on the porcelain edge. But you can’t even feel the pain 
because something inside you is screaming louder. You sit in the water 
until it’s cold and tinted red, and you can’t look because seeing the 
incriminating color brings back flashes of memories you’re trying to 
forget.
Love’s about hiding behind red lipstick and fake smiles and I’m fine’s, 
and so one day when you snap it’s because no one was there to hear 
you cracking.
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never What it seems tO Be

People need to learn to read between the lines,
See the truth behind the facade 
Understand when she says okay, she isn’t 
When she says nothing’s wrong, it isn’t 
Sometimes she isn’t “just tired” no matter what she says
“Being cold” is an excuse to hide the scars
She’s just waiting for someone to say something 
Understanding that these are lies
She’s waiting for Prince Charming to save her 
Too bad it’s a fairytale… just another lie
Because things just aren’t what they seem to be

“Oscillating” by Shrikant Chand
Ceramics
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Samina Saifee

 tOO Far gOne

I
I am twelve and we’re dancing. The lights and laughter and joy en-
velope us in warmth, intertwining with the crisp, sharp scent of my 
mother’s favorite chamomile tea. These are the best nights. Where I 
can ease into the familiar camaraderie like silk, and my cheeks are so 
flushed that I can feel the redness, with the slight pang of pain that 
accompanies so much laughter. My mother’s face glows with youth 
and gaiety, and together, we trade our worries for the belief that time 
is fleeting and precious. I hold up my wine glass, and my mother 
humors me with cranberry juice. My mother drops her’s, and her 
gaze meets mine. We both stare at the broken shards, and her voice 
trembles as she speaks. My hands. I don’t know why, I just, I couldn’t 
grasp it. I tell her it’s okay. I tell her we still have time. But I can’t 
console her. Her shoulders shudder with heavy sobs marked by fear 
that I can’t protect her from anymore. A meticulous image is carved 
into her mind. And it’s becoming that image that she fears the most. I 
don’t think I really believe it yet.
 
II
I am eighteen years old. I come home to find her clutching her chest, 
sprawled across polished tile. Her hair falls across the floor like spilled 
coffee, and I lean over her as she shivers. I whisper to rest her dart-
ing eyes, and perhaps for the first time in my life, I feel real fear. Not 
the momentary tremble or skip of a heartbeat, but fear that travels 
through me, and like hemlock it laces my blood vessels and careens 
faster as each minute passes by. I fear that the doctor’s words are no 
longer distant warnings of something so seemingly impossible. I fear 
that the woman who braved every obstacle now seems as if she could 
be carried away with the wind. I watch her stumble. I watch her 
momentary lapses in thought and memory. But I let it go and force a 
different image into my mind. I imagine her still whole and pure and 
beautiful. I tell myself that it will not get worse than this. I tell her it 
will not get worse than this.
 
III
I am twenty-four years old. I no longer see my mother. I see a mon-
ster. Her gaze is empty, as if the black in her eyes has finally chased 
down her soul. Devoured it. Her shrieks wake me every night, and I 
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used to go to her. I used to pray for her, as I wiped the beads of sweat 
from her forehead and attempted to calm her. But now, I lock my door 
and hover in the darkness, melting into the night, and praying for an 
escape. I watch my mother dance across the kitchen floor. But not with 
skill or delicacy. She dances as if glass shards have been weaved through 
the wine stains in the carpet. As if her pallid arms are feathers, knock-
ing over pots on the kitchen counter like bottles of ink, spilling her soul 
onto the parchment floor as she tries to convey her thoughts to no avail. 
There’s a moment that she’s lucid. I don’t want this anymore. Do you 
ever think about it? How simple it would be to end everything. Quick, 
sharp, pain. A beautiful sunset on my wrist. I give her a wistful smile. 
Today, I’m sure I’ve lost her.
 
IV
I am thirty years old. They call me, telling me to rush to the hospital. 
They tell me that my mother’s breaths have slowed. But I don’t flinch. 
I lost my mother to the grave years ago. This woman lying on the bed 
watches me as I enter the room. I look into her aching eyes, and I’m met 
with no recognition. Not even a faint shadow of someone that she used 
to know. She’s still, frail, and too far gone to ever bring back. I sit beside 
her, trying to feel and remember enough for the both of us.
 

“Dangerous Fashion” by Annie Kurnick
Fashion Design
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Destiny Agomouh

aPhOtiC dust

Within this mask of white
Animals become removed from sight
Within this shower of rain 
Worms evacuate their space with disdain
Within my fractured heart 
You leave a trail of salt

But within this aphotic dusk

Within the cloak of white,
Silence fills the open space.
Taken, by the bewitching sight.
But, then I find an item misplaced.

Beautiful silence and a troubled mind.
How could such contradiction be?
But, within this silence
I find that the contradiction breathes me.

 

 

“The Painting” by Anusha Mamidipaka
Acrylic Painting
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Anushri Radhakrishnan

i need yOu

Some things are steadfast. 
My sadness when I am invisible,
My anger when I am forgotten, 
My fear when I am in the dark.
 
But some things change.
My darkness when you light me,
My heart when you touch me,
My eyes when you look at me.
Me. 
 
You see my colors,
When I see black and white.
You see my beauty,
When I see unsightly,
You see my smile,
When I see a frown.
You see what I never saw.
You see me
When I do not see myself. 
 
You are a blast of warmth
In my heart of ice
A blanket of comfort 
In my tears of sorrow
And a voice
To fill my void.
I need you.
 
I forget the pain I cause,
I forget the words I say,
I forget the lies I make,
When you are with me.
Stay with me. 
 

“Aphrodite on Tindr” 
by Helen Yang

Watercolor Painting
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Sofia Spencer

until i Find my Wings

The skyscrapers shimmer in an ethereal reflection,
as they sway across the stars.
Melting into scalding puddles,
while the sun cascades in a golden lake.
 
Like Van Gogh’s Starry Night,
Spiraling,
lithe as a dancer, cunning as a crow.
Drenched with the cries of forgotten dreams
I find a fervor in their scalding tears.
 
Should they stay? Spiral away?
The stars are aloof from the skyscrapers, 
simply wavering in their midst.
Time will crumble them all.
 
A shell of tears; a shadow of art,
trapped on this earth,
teardrops tumbling down.
Slitting the ground into blistering clefts.
For they have no escape.
 
The wind’s cool breath whispers into the night
Twisting the stars aloft
Tickling their last hope of flight,
for they are grounded to the sky.
Light as a feather, resilient as a bird,
healing the fissures in elapsed crumbles.
Coating scars in brackish streams,
and searching to escape the lust of Time.
Just like me.
 
Remember the dreams of your youth?
Where the stars twinkled every night?
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Sofia Spencer

When you soared outside of fantasies? 
But Time takes our wings,
Plucking out feathers one by one
Leaving shivering bald stalks and wide open eyes,
cowering in the sunlight.
 
I want to be a skyscraper dancing through the night, 
unafraid of time’s toil
I want to be a star soaring inside the sunlight.
Fluttering inside the clouds,
healing the fissures of forgotten tears
and untouched by the lusts of time.
Please,
Stay, until I find my wings.
 

“Before I Hatch” by Sofia Spencer
Pen Drawing
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Val Selektor

skeletOn Fingers

Skeleton fingers unravel the night-
Fright takes hold of me.
 
Skeleton fingers that grasp by the throat-
Broke are my sanity’s seams.
 
Skeleton fingers, invaders of dreams;
Reams upon reams of realities scream,

As skeleton fingers away steal our stars.
From afar, we watch and cower. 

“Peace” by Angela Lee
Mixed Media
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Connor Matthews

deePest reFleCtiOns

The ethereal flower 
Basking in the reflected moonlight
Peers out over the stygian brine
Waiting to be swallowed by the abyss
Ever hopeful the tide will wait another day.
Ruffled Bunches of pale buds 
A bright spot against the inky seas
Collecting the morning dew pooling around its stem
Powerless against its fixed fate.
As the depths seep forward
The flower gazes down into its own reflection
The shining black mirror below
Reveals the flower to itself
In a view more clear 
As the flower inspects itself for the last time
It thinks
“Why am I to perish,
If I am so beautiful, 
If I am so innocent, 
If I am so kind,
If I am so perfect.”
As it enters its watery grave,
The flower releases a shriek of protest
But its roots run too deep, there is no escape.
The hemlock drowns.

 

“Double Color” 
by Rishuv Mehta

Photography
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Sophia Zhang

slOW silenCe 

Sunday afternoon, in a quiet room,
drowsy blue sunlight stops time 
revolving on its axis, as if we are moving
through water. I exhale
 
to forget the movement of bodies
choreographed into routine,
voices ringing to each other
unanswered, and listen to silence
 
breathing slowly, light trickling
onto my skin. Sifting through sound
between the seconds,
I tilt my head back and drink the air. 

“Two Toned” by Lucy Liu
Ceramics



119
___

S
P
E
C
T
R
U
M

2
0
1
7

“I felt my lungs inflate with the onrush of scenery—air, 
mountains, trees, people. I thought, ‘This is what it is to 

be happy.”
- Sylvia Plath, The Bell Jar 

“Tranquility”by Yining Zhang
Acrylic Painting



I would like to thank Mrs. Hannett-Price for her 
incredible support and dedication to the club and 
magazine, and without whom the publication would 
not have been possible. Thank you Sophia for being 
an amazing co-editor-in-chief. To the members of 
the editorial board, thank you all for your tireless 
dedication and boundless talent. Spectrum nurtures 
an environment of creativity and has opened me up 
to new ideas, experiences, and artistic expressions. In 
this magazine, we were able to explore the spectrum 
of landscapes, which has been a rewarding experi-
ence as the contrasting styles of each writer were able 
to converge to express the characteristics of forests, 
deserts, mountains, and oceans. I am incredibly 
thankful to have the opportunity to work on such a 
unique work of art, and I hope you enjoy reading the 
magazine!
~Anusha Mamidipaka, Editor-in-Chief
 

First and foremost, I would like to thank Mrs. 
Hannett for her continuous dedication, support and 
enthusiasm for Spectrum. I would also like to thank 
the other members of the editorial board for their 
help in assembling this magazine, their individual 
talents as inspiring writers and for the amazing 
friendships I have formed. Anusha, thanks for being 
such a great co-editor-in-chief. Spectrum has given 
me the opportunity to continue exploring creatively 
and to channel my ideas into poems and stories. The 
theme of this year’s issue is landscapes. The four dif-
ferent environments – forest, desert, mountain and 
ocean - each embody unique qualities. As a whole, 
they constitute a harmonious natural world. I’m 
truly honored and grateful for the rewarding experi-
ences I gained this year as a member of Spectrum 
and for the opportunity to be a part the creation 
of this year’s edition. I hope you enjoy the issue! 
~Sophia Zhang, Editor-in-Chief and Design Editor
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LETTERS FROM THE STAFF

The opportunity to participate in Spectrum at Coun-
try Day is a truly eye-opening one. I have always 
loved the creativity I see around me at Country Day 
and it manifests itself most externally in the Spec-
trum club. Working amongst such powerful, potent 
writers is to me, the most special form of inspiration. 
Although writing is mostly lonely work, I never feel 
alone when I enter the Spectrum room. The creative 
flow of minds that one can literally feel in the air be-
comes a shared window into a deeper understanding 
of the world as we write. I would like to thank Mrs. 
Hannett, and the entire staff and club of Spectrum for 
the opportunities to share ideas, receive creative sup-
port, and to simply, write. Thank you all for helping 
me broaden my wider understanding of writing, and 
for allowing me to see the beauty in our collaboration. 
The voices of this magazine are the voices of those 
sure to continue to progress our craft and truly change 
the literary spectrum. Thank you all for sharing your 
amazing voices. 
~Amanda Bradley, Associate Editor

Spectrum is comprised of works expressing indi-
viduality, yet manifests a systematic interdependence 
to represent the various landscapes of earth. I am 
honored to have to the opportunity to delve into the 
insight and imagination of Detroit Country Day’s 
authors. My time in Spectrum has broadened my view 
to various writing styles has allowed me to become 
more open-minded to new ideas. I would like to thank 
Mrs. Hannett for her ongoing support and zeal to-
wards Spectrum. She taught me to believe in my writ-
ing and helped me define my individuality. Also, I am 
thankful for members and staff of Spectrum for their 
dedication and love for literature. Please acknowledge 
the talent of each author and I hope you enjoy! 
~Lorraine Yuen, Associate Editor
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LETTERS FROM THE STAFF

I am so honored to have had the opportunity of 
working alongside all the members of Spectrum. 
Above all, I would like to thank Sophia, Anusha, as 
well as the other members of the staff -- all of you 
have taught me so much and have inspired me with 
your incredible dedication in putting together the 
final publication.  Also, thanks to Mrs. Hannett, 
who made everything possible with her endless 
guidance and support. Prior to joining Spectrum, I 
was always hesitant about sharing my writing with 
others, but throughout the year, I’ve opened up to 
doing so as I saw so many others do the same. Ev-
eryone in Spectrum has really nurtured my love for 
writing and motivated me into sharing my work, 
and I hope to encourage others to do the same next 
year! This year’s theme, which covers different 
aspects of landscape, earth, and nature, has allowed 
me to read a wide variety of poems and stories, all 
of which were truly eye-opening and moving. Hope 
you enjoy reading them!
~Julia Shen, Intern

By being on the editorial board, I have been intro-
duced to countless styles of creative writing, and 
have been inspired by the amazing work that the 
members of Spectrum have written. I would like 
to thank the editorial board members- especially 
Sophia and Anusha- for their commitment to the 
magazine and for taking the time to teach me how 
to put the magazine together. Most importantly, 
I would also like to thank Mrs. Hannett-Price for 
her unwavering support and dedication to the 
club and for giving us the opportunity to create 
such a unique collection of writing. The Spectrum 
magazine this year incorporates several themes and 
distinct writing pieces, I hope you enjoy this issue, 
and thank you for reading!
~Anna Sun, Intern
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Editors-In-Chief:
Anusha Mamidipaka and Sophia Zhang

Associate Editors:
Amanda Bradley and Lorraine Yuen 

Interns: 
Julia Shen and Anna Sun

Design Editor:
Sophia Zhang

Faculty Advisor:
Mrs. Beverly Hannett-Price

Special Thanks:
The Spectrum Staff

Ms. Mary Ann DeVogel
The Art Department

The English Department
Sean Davis

Lydia Wang
Student Visual-Artists and Writers 
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