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Editorial

Literature and Art are very important for many reasons. The
reason that I think is very significant to the importance is that
through them, we experience an emotion, a life-altering moment,
a breakdown, and many other things that someone else has. We
get to connect with another human being through this, be it in the
book that makes us stop and think about our own life, the poem
that we read over and over again because the one particular line,
the song that makes you sing every time you here it, to the art piece
that fills us with a sense of wonder just by looking at it. They let
us experience continually, experiences that we know too well or
something brand new that we do not understand.

This is what I like about the written word and why I am an English
major. The written word can transmit emotions, experiences, and
senses. Through books, we get to live the lives of other people
and connect with what makes us all human. We get transported
to London during the Industrial Revolution or France after World
War I or a distant planet with fantastic creatures or other places
we could never dream of. We also get to understand other views
and see the way of thinking of others. We might not agree with
what a character does, but a good story makes us understand the
character, and even understand ourselves better. We see what is
important to all of us and to someone who decided to put in time,
effort, and many other things to create. We get to connect to the
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individual who created and see a big part of them and of humans
in general. Through this connection, we see that we are similar;
we reach what makes us all human. That single human conscience
that we share no matter if we are from fifth century ancient China
or a 21st century college student.

We are extremely fortunate that at UB we have a literary magazine.
Groundswell lets students get their works seen by the community
and maybe even beyond. At a school with so much diversity, we
have the privilege of getting to learn of the experiences of students
that come from all over the world, and who have experienced
things that we cannot even imagine. We see different perspectives
and ways of thought and get to understand a culture better
through it. I am honored that I was able to be the student editor of
Groundswell this year. Working on it was a dream and I learned so
much from it and everyone who submitted work.

In this year’s Groundswell, we see stories that show us different
aspects of the human experience, fictional and real. We also
see poems that invoke a variety of emotions immediately and
photographs that show the beauty of our world and the ordinary
things around us. Let them help you experience something new
and wonderful.

Jose R. Cabrera
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Prose by:

A Threat and a Sneeze

The sound of the metal crunching and seeing her body go limp.
This is when my life was over.

With a beginning like that you would expect that I was having
a good day prior to that. You would not be more wrong. It was a
beautiful summer day at Six Flags Great Adventure in Jackson,
New Jersey, where I was a team member in the games section
the park. I was the guy that ran those games that most people
considered to be a waste of money. Not only was I always talking
on the mic to get everyone to play which ever game I was working,
but I even narrated the games as they happened. I was known for
making the game experience even more entertaining.

This day in particular, I was in the first part of the boardwalk
section closer to the carousel, which was known to the employees
as Portal. The game I started on was called Blockbuster. It was
the game where 3 blocks were set up on top of each on a square
platform and the idea of the game was to knock all three blocks
off of the platform. So it was pretty difficult. There were a lot of
problems with this game because people would come up with
every excuse in the book as to how it was rigged. Being the skilled
worker I was, I knew how to handle every situation, so I was put
here to show the new employees how to handle it since it was
normally a busy game and you had to be on your toes. Every day I
worked this game I would get someone who would be upset with 
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the fact they did not win. It happens, you show them that it is not
rigged and they normally leave, at least not mad at me, but today
was different.

Today I had this older man who looked about mid-forties with
black hair that was starting to grey. He had on big aviator glasses
which complimented his fuller face since he was a little on the
heftier side. Not so much fat, but not muscular either. From the
looks of him you would expect him to be a normal father type, but
he didn’t have any children with him. He spent roughly $80 trying
to win one of the six foot tall Rasta bananas, which were very
popular and were considered a hot commodity. With each set of
balls, which cost $5, he got progressively angrier. Seeing this, I was
constantly trying to calm him down because I had a gut instinct
that something was not going to go well for me. When he lost the
final time, after he spent that much, was when he finally lost his
mind.

“What the hell did you do to this game you little f ***, I can win this
all the time at the boardwalk at seaside,” he growled as the vein
started popping out in his head.

“Nothing sir, but being from seaside I know that the boards there
are smoother so the blocks fall off easier and the prizes there
are not as expensive as they are here,” I said cautiously trying to
explain to him because I knew it normally helps to stay calm.

“You must have pressed a button or flicked a switch to magnetize
those f****** blocks” his veined continued to grow and pulse.

I continued to try to explain to him that nothing was altered, while 
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continuing to assist other players in their game. I decided to look
over and see if he was still there and that is when I noticed him
trying to climb into the game and just take the banana that he was
so angry for not winning. I ran over to stand in his way and that is
when the volcano erupted. A slew of profanities came pouring out
of his mouth telling me how useless I would be in the real world.
Being the thick headed Italian that I am, I stood my ground. That
is when he said something I had never heard while at work. “If you
do not get out of my way you f ****** tub of useless s*** I will slit
your throat.”

That line being said, all training went out the window. Not that
there was any training for this type of situation anyway, other than
to call security or your manager. My first reaction was to stand my
ground while a screaming match occurred. By this time security
was on its way, so I just had to hold my ground long enough for
them to diffuse the situation. As they were escorting him away
from the game, my manager was telling me that he would switch
me over to another area in case he came back. I was moved to the
other side of the park and guess who was at the game they put
me at, the man who just threatened to kill me. He was still angry
and not happy with how we ended our last meeting, he came right
over to my game and started to yell and cause another ruckus.
By this time I had maybe an hour left in my shift, so I was just
counting down the time as we were in another screaming m
He was escorted away but not out of the park and since I on y
an hour left, they had me in the back room where I could not
bothered by the brute that kept threatening to kill me. To co
this banter with him he found me in the employee area an g 
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threatened to kill me. So in light of the continued threat my bosses
told me I could take a week off paid because there should have
been security to stop him from getting into the employee area.

You would think after this, my day could not get worse. Well it
did. On the way home it started to rain which had no effect on me
during my drive. I got home at four in the afternoon, changed out
of my work clothes and decided to go to the bank before it closed.
I had a jug of change in my room I have been filling and it was just
about to overflow, so I decided to go to my bank and use the coin
counter.

I ran to my car because I noticed that a heavy downpour started,
but that would not stop me from counting this bucket of coins.
I hopped in and started Roxanne up. I named her that because I
was using a play off the song Roxanne where the chorus says she
doesn’t have to put on the red light, and red lights in a car mean
something went wrong, so it was amusing to me. Being that I love
classic rock, I put on the only station to listen to while you are in
Jersey, 105.7 the Hawk. I pulled away from my house with Free
Bird by Lynyrd Skynyrd playing. Anyone who knows this song
knows that you cannot just hum to it, you have to jam out listening
to this song. Anyway I pulled onto the road that the bank was on
and the song was nearing its end when something agitated my nose
and I sneezed. Instead of steeping on the break, like most people
do when they sneeze, I accidentally hit the gas. When my eyes
opened I knew it was too late to just hit the brakes, so when I did I
also tried to swerve around her. To my dismay I still hit the car in
front of me.
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Since the hood of my car was much lower that the rear bumper it
went right under and I heard a quick crunch of metal. I looked up
and the driver of the car seemed to have gone limp and leaned over
the passenger seat. The fear that shot through me when I saw her
like that was something that you only see in horror movies when
someone sees a friend die. A million thoughts went through my
head and they all involved what would happen if she was dead.
Vehicular manslaughter. Those two words were being screamed
in my head with big flashing lights around them. Knowing that I
was okay, I ran over to her car, not caring that the rain was down
pouring, I left my car door open and didn’t try to put on my rain
coat. When I got over to her and asked her if she was ok she
reassured me that she was only trying to get her umbrella, so she
was fine. The relief that came over me was more intense than
passing a final that you were very nervous about. She was an out-
of-towner so she asked me to call the cops and we got back into our
own cars. After I made the call I noticed that the Thin Lizzy song
Jailbreak was playing and being in the state of shock that I was in
my first accident and did not know any better, the thought of jail
time was setting in. The cop showed up took down our information
and everything went normal in that aspect. I was still in shock
and could not bring myself to drive so I called my parents. Of
course they were angry with me, but they figured the accident wa
punishment enough and just let me be with my thoughts er

picked me up and drove my car back.

Roxanne’s hood was crumpled and the bumper had a
so it sagged a little more than normal, but she was stil riva
I was lucky enough to find a hood for the same year car at a J
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yard, but it was a different color. To have the car accident and have
death threats all in the same day, I was an emotional wreck. No
pun intended. I was glad that my job gave me the week off because
of the brute that threatened to come back to finish the job. At the
time I remember driving much slower than I used to and having
the music playing much lower, even though neither of these were
the cause of my accident. After my week off of work I went back to
work and everything went back to normal.

Picture by: Danielle Wedderburn
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A Poem by

Corporeal Artillery

A strict antithesis
to the masses amassing
in protest, progress
for the oppressed
leads to revolt. We see (all
evil). Human lives
never seem
to reign supreme over
the battle scene.
In battlefields, they rarely feel
but pain and morphine,
coursing through their veins
like bullets -through the-
-wounded- The night
shines with glowflies, but
you pay them no mind,
you pay them no mind
you pay them no mind
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Prose by

The Taste of Lattes and Embarrassment

It was a small cafe where I had my first taste of a latte and where
I had my first sight of love. As my lips touched the rim of the cup,
his eyes touched the center of my heart. His body sat so relaxed in
one of the cushioned chairs. I watched him curiously, wondering
how I could feel so confident, but so nervous all at once. Slowly
my body sat in one of the chairs close by, quickly glancing every
other second at this stranger I just had an encounter with. I felt the
confidence overflowing my nerves, it was then I tried to readjust
myself in the chair to appear captivating. But my clumsiness
caught up to me once again, causing me to spill a quarter of my
latte on my shirt. Cursing to myself I bowed my head in shame
and embarrassment. Yet, my eyes still managed to glance up to this
newly familiar trail. When I saw that accustomed figure, I could
feel my face light up red like a tomato. However, I didn’t receive a
look of disinterest, but laughter. His smile tickled my nerves like
the hot liquid they call a latte tickled my throat a couple of minutes
ago. I could feel my heart beat through my freshly stained shirt, as
his eyes yelled out something to me.

“Come here.”

I could feel my legs moving before my brained had processed
what I was doing. As I got closer, that love at first sight became a
big reality smack. This beautiful tall girl sat in the seat I had been
wishing to sit in since I first laid my eyes on him. She touched his
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arm softly with such tender and loving care. However, my ego was
so inflated that I thought it could be his sister. Her lips grazed
his ear as she whispered sweet nonsense. My balloon of an ego
deflated. That definitely isn’t his sister. Still my legs wouldn’t stop
moving and I found myself standing in front of the two. Everything
she was doing stopped abruptly, her eyes looked over my short,
stubby body with distaste. My mouth moved, but I couldn’t quite
hear myself.

“Um I’m sorry but do you know where the napkins are?”

I soon hated my mind for thinking up such a stupid question. Her
look of distaste rapidly changed to one of disbelief. How could
my brain think of something so idiotic to say? She rolled her eyes
and nodded towards the napkin dispenser which was of course,
located right next to where I was just sitting before this whole
predicament. I murmured a short thank you before bolting to
hide my embarrassment. This small coffee shop still had enough
room to fit in my clumsiness, my now deflated ego, and my
embarrassment.
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A Poem by

Dreams

On top of rooftops
Where this tavern slops
Sideways and our shadows
Dance among the moon rays;
Cast the beam of joy and
Clarity to one’s mind.

May the cackling fire
Rises with desire to
Warm our soul’s attire
We wear so comfortably on
Our chest and speak with such bravado,

About life, love and hope
To the stars we grope
Hoping they’ll listen to
Our anthem we young souls bring inherit
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• A Poem by

Lotus Flower

You kissed me last night until my toes curled into the concrete
Bombarding me with your sun stained lips
I wanted to suck the pain off of your smile as you ripped me apart

with your confessions
I tasted the moon in your hands
I felt the fabric of rose buds in the crevices of your tears
You were just too beautiful to cry
Too delicate to hurt
Your hugs felt like snow
So pure
So elegant
The way you slit my throat with your words

You told me you loved me
But that love doesn’t love nobody
Love doesn’t know what love is when love doesn’t even know itself

Life is love
Death is love
To live this life we become love
We love and get loved deeper than the pits of its sorrows
It surpasses the depths of our eyes
Engraving itself into our spines,
Why do you think when we hear that name we shiver or

get goose bumps?

16



I told you, I’ve been in love with you since your breath first hugged
the winds when you said hello

God picked us up from his garden long ago
We’re built from his hands
Molded by his blessings
And alive through his destiny

You can kiss me until you find your sunrise
You can cry on my shoulder until you’ve watered your spirit

enough to lotus flower and let me in
So I can show you what a good woman really is

Picture by: Jiyun Ryu
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Prose by
An Imaginary Tent

The warm glittery sand surface of Laguna Beach embraced my
bare feet. As the waves curled off the shore, I took the chance to dig
my toes down the muddy sand before it dried out. The more I dug
my toes, the colder I felt In seconds, the navy blue water arched
back to wipe the dark browned sprinkles of sand off my feet. I gave
away my senses to the magical scenery that kept repeating itself
multiple times. When I saw the long body of water coming my way
again, I held my breath and ran against it; however, I realized that
the waves were pushing harder at the time. I glanced at my clothes
before they got wet. In split seconds, I fell on my knees, but that
did not bother me; it rather roused my inner excitement. I splashed
water in the foggy air with both of my hands. Then, I quickly held
up my face high to the sky to save those drops from falling on the
sands. Some of them gently brushed my skin, and others tickled
my nose, which made me let out a squeal, a high-pitched tone to
induce my internal ecstasy of the enchanted moment. I looked at
my six-years-old sister, Sahar; she was imitating me.

Xet s do that one more time,” she chuckled, as she jumped around

me with her pink swimwear on.

I waved my hand in the air for denial before I threw my back onto
the dry sand and exhaled.

Please? she cried, and then she sat beside me. But this time she 
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added a childish reaction to it. She started to make a sand angel
with both of her tiny hands and legs.

“You have an adorable girl,” a voice popped our peaceful bubble.

I steadied my body to search for the sound. The last thing I
expected to see was a tall young lady standing before my sister and
me. Her gray t-shirt and jeans were wet, which made me assume
that she got wet by the waves. Her small piercing eyes smiled,
while she gazed right back in my direction. She wiped away her
dancing black hair from her face with the left arm, because her
hand was busy holding a coffee mug. She stepped forward to
extend her hand for a shake.

“Oh, she is my sister. But thank you.” I shook her hand back.

“She’s sweet.” She patted Sahar’s back. “Do you live around here?
Or are you a tourist as well?”

“No, I’m only here for the summer.”

“I see many Arabs, especially during this time of season,” she
added, and then took a sip from her white mug.

The only thing that caught my attention was the way she well
defined me. I believed that the way I dressed played a big role of
my identity.

“You’re an Arab, right? I don’t wanna get you mixed up.”

“Yeah, from Saudi Arabia.”

“What a coincidence. I always bump into upper class Saudis here.
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Are you also one of them?” she asked, with a bold facial expression
as if she was used to repeating these stereotype questions.

“I’m sorry, what exactly do you mean?” Her inquiry left me tangled
to what might come next.

“Are you a princess? Or from the royal family?”

“Wow. Uh...” Her question made me run out of words. “I’m from a
normal middle class family who barely saved money for this long
awaited trip,” I admitted.

My memory immediately shifted to the time of my first arrival at
Dayton, Ohio, six years ago when two people asked me if I live
in a tent with camels in the middle of the Arabian Sahara. That
memory made me lose track of her rapid questions.

“Interesting!” Her bug-eyed response gave me a hint that I was the
first middle class person she ran into.

She wished for both Sahar and me an enjoyable time and then
excused herself.

When I looked at Sahar, I realized she was half way finished with
her small sand castle.

‘Would you rather live in a tent or a palace, Sahar?” I asked,
blithely.

Neither, she giggled. “Actually, I’d rather live in...” she paused for
a minute and continued, “in an imaginary castle than a real one.” 
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I let out a light laugh, as I sat beside her to continue glaring back
at the surreal view.

When the sun started to hide behind the gray mountains, the
foggy clouds finally lifting from the hills to reveal piles of colorful
square-shaped houses. They were attached to the hills as if
they were already planted there. Palm trees dangled from the
mountains’ cliffs onto the almost grayish navy blue sea, as if they
were giving the sun a farewell bow at the end of the day. I glued my
eyes to the flamboyant reflection of the sun onto the ocean until
everything faded into darkness.

Picture by: Mesfer Al Alhamri
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A Poem by

Peter, Peter

Peter, Peter, please take my hand
Take me away to Never land
Show me where fairies fly
In a land where nothing dies

Peter, Peter, let’s climb a tree
Let’s scream our secrets out to the sea
Teach me how to row and crow
In a land where we’ll never grow

Peter, Peter, teach me to soar
We’ll scare Hook with a crocodile’s roar
Let’s collect Tink’s fairy dust
And give it away to those we trust

Peter, Peter, with Indians we’ll run
And annoy Mermaids just for fun
I’ll be Mom and you’ll be Father
Lost Boys want a family by the hour

Peter, Peter, I love you so
Come with me where we can grow old.
The lost boys already said they’d come
We’re all just waiting on you hun’.
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Peter, Peter, what do you mean “you don’t know”?
Love is something you feel when you grow
Love comes in all shapes and sizes
There’s a love for children and a love for spouses

Peter, Peter, They have taken my hands
And now, I’ll take them away
From Neverland
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Prose by

Breaking the Cycle

I watched the moon as I cried aggressively into the palm of my
hands. The room was dim, however, the quilt wrapped me in total
darkness. I remember sobbing hard, yet silent so that my mom
wouldn’t be sad hearing me, for I was sad enough for everyone
else. Luckily, I was able to hide this pain inside from my loved
ones, but it didn’t take long for my mom to realize that I had shut 
myself out from the world. One day, I came home from school and
had followed my everyday routine, take a shower, do homework,
eat, and then just sit in the corner of my bed with the lights off
as if I had been punished. At that moment, I felt as though I was
being punished by God by giving me physical and emotional pain
that burned inside of me like wax touching my skin after hugging
the stinging fire. I had dealt with so much in a short period of
time, from my back injuries to lack of confidence, from low self
esteem about my weight to feeling imprisoned in my home. I had
no idea that my mom arrived early from work. She walked into
my room and saw the atrocity that was me; dark, swollen eyes
as if I had been beaten, my skin pale that made my hanging bags
extra noticeable, and my stomach kept growling, reminding me
that I forgot to eat throughout the day. “K, what’s wrong? Why
are you crying?” My mom stood there starring at me, waiting for
a response. She didn’t move, not because she wasn’t worried, but
because it was hard for her eyes to process that that monster in th

comer of the bed was her daughter. She saw that I didn’t want to 
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say anything, so after a few moments she left the room and came
back with paper and a blue pen.

<fYou know that you can always talk to me, but when you don’t
want to, then write. You can keep them to yourself, you can share
them with me, or you can burn it. I just don’t want you to turn into
a time bomb and feel like you can’t let anything out. Remember
there’s always more than one solution to a problem.” Her voice
was stern, yet soft, confident in her words because somewhere
deep down she knew I was going to take up on that offer. It wasn’t
something I was use to, but strangely enough, I did just that. It
was uncomfortable at first, but my mind left to another world,
and before I knew it almost half of the second page was full. It
witnessed the depth of my pain through the running ink that
got into contact with my throbbing hand. I burned the papers
without reading it and stood there as the flame fought with the
sheets, leaving no evidence of my writing. I felt at ease for a while,
a short while. I had no idea that the depression would sneak up
on me again, this time stronger than ever. I was in high school
and thought I had gotten over the faze of beating myself up about
everything I was dealing with. Nothing changed; I gave myself
the impression that nothing good was going to happen in my life.
Negativity kept screaming in my head like a mad woman losing her
temper and I couldn’t deal with it much longer. By that point in
time I had started writing again. I chose poetry because no one was
able to judge my words, my opinions. I thought writing was going
to be my way out. It was all I had, but for a while it was my enemy;
it just kept making me reflect more on how miserable my life was. I
wanted to stop but something in me couldn’t. Guys who bullied me 
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from the past told me “Looks like you’re not going to do anything
with your life, good luck trying to find somebody who will deal
with your weirdness, loser.” Those words were creeping up on me
and taunting me, and I kept believing them.

I started noticing a bigger change in me. My words became darker
towards people who did nothing to me. I couldn’t isolate myself
from anyone, so I acted like I was happy, but I felt my mask
slowly slipping off. I tried blaming other people to see if some
weight could be lifted off of my shoulders. It was a nightmare
to even think of that. I was told I should go to therapy and see a
psychiatrist, but I thought she could never fully understand. My
mom suggested I give her a decision soon; time was suffocating
me, so I wrote again. I wrote a poem called “War of Self” because
I admitted to myself that the mental damages were caused by my
own doubts. Everything went wrong for me, and I had no clue on
how to get out. My old high school teacher suggested I go online
and find some websites to upload my work because I had “talent.”
I never believed in that word. In fact I considered myself to me one
of the worst writers ever. But in the end I did it to please her and so
that she could get off my back. I’ll admit a small part of me hoped
something good came out of making my poem public. Of course, I
was wrong. After that, I gave up on everything; it was barbaric to
think my life was worth any good. I just wanted to crawl under my
sheets. A few days later, I decided to tell my mom that I was going
to get help. I prepared myself to enter a world of disappointment
for my family because they thought places like that were for crazy
people. I was crazy. I thought to myself from time to time, Ican f
take this anymore, I wish someone would understand me. W y
I have to be the only person that gets hurt so much, so young-
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Before my mom arrived, I was practicing my lines of what I was
going to say to her so that I knew in my mind that that was the
final choice. I was nervous, hoping that a miracle could happen so
that I wouldn’t have to go through with the therapy. I received an
email from my phone, nothing serious, but I decided to check it
on my computer anyway to ease my nerves. I opened the link with
a dull expression and saw an unknown book appear right in front
of me. Confused, I scrolled down and saw my poem published in
it, which said will be in almost every library. I couldn’t believe my
eyes! I kept scrolling and saw a dozen comments by some people
who read it, thanking me for writing it because they had the
same mentality as me, that no one understood them or could put
themselves in their shoes. They loved the idea that I was at war
with myself and wasn’t afraid to accept defeat from reality. I felt
so overwhelmed with joy that the feeling was almost new to me.
I hadn’t smiled so much, I mean let out my real smile in so long. I
found it almost troubling that someone’s comment could lift my
spirits up along with the publication of my work. I heard my mom’s
footsteps and I couldn’t help but give in to my tears. She saw me
cry and saw the cause of my expression and hugged me with a
proud smile on her face.

‘"You see, you can change people and they can change you. You
thought you were alone but you never are. God has given you
these struggles not because he likes it, but because he knows that
you are strong enough to overcome them. He sends his strongest
soldiers to battle and you, my dear, are a soldier.” I looked deep
into my mom’s eyes, they were so shiny and bright with hope
inside. I couldn’t give up knowing others need help just like I do.
I wanted to help them, welcome them, and portray an idea that 

27



writing could be a link to communicate with others who were not
able to speak their minds, like me. I ran to get some paper and pen
to write my next poem. From that moment on my world started
having color, color that was seen from my eyes from indescribable
pleasure of knowing that there will always be a way out.

Hike by Danielle Wedderburn



Prose by

Eye Language

“You have two options: the first is euthanasia which we typically
recommend since his vaccination is past due, placing him at risk
for rabies, the second is quarantine which requires confined
isolation in the nearest animal shelter for ninety days, and is quite
expensive,” Dr. Emily Schmidt admitted.

Before Wesley joined our family, he was owned by a hunter named
Danny who’d take him on sprees for birds. As a result, Wesley is
sort of systematically wired to chase and capture small creatures.
I think a little induced training wouldn’t have hurt because he
lacked a sense of control. On any typical day he’d somehow manage
to tail, catch and kill squirrels and birds in the comfort of our own
backyard. So, of course, there was absolutely no stopping his finite
senses and dreadful predisposition to plunge after the seemingly
innocent, small groundhog that decided to make its way over to our
backyard from its hole next door, and underneath my mom’s car.

‘Wesley, come here!” mom screeched.

He was somehow able to crawl under the tight space between the
bottom of her white Hyundai Elantra and the ground.

‘Wesley, stop!” I cried with my knees on the ground as I reached
for his tail.

I tried yanking him out. Fail. Mom jumped onto the front seat 
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of her car and started the engine, hoping it would scare the
groundhog away. Fail. Wesley definitely wouldn’t have fled. He
was fearless, but his cries were painful as the groundhog tried
defending itself against his threats. Mom shifted the gear into drive
and moved her car a few inches forward.

Howlllllll, Wesley cried.

“Stop, don’t move!” my heart raced.

I figured she’d run over his paw. I couldn’t tell because he was
pretty jammed underneath the car. I got up off the ground and ran
inside our basement in a frenzy panic. I grabbed our broom and ran
back towards the car. An alternating pattern of hostile barking and
feeble crying emerged from underneath the car. I knelt down and
poked Wesley with the broomstick, hoping he would get angry and
charge at me instead. He wouldn’t submit. The groundhog seemed
a bit too comfortable which pissed me off, so I decided to give it a
jab. One stab was enough to send it off under our fence, back to its
home next door.

Wesley squirmed out from underneath the car, then rocketed
towards the fence and began frantically digging a way under it
to his prey. I followed him and managed to pick him up in my
arms, despite his fight to escape. I walked towards our basement
and upon reaching it I knelt on the floor and observed him for a
moment. He looked up at me with big, hazel eyes as if apologetic,
and I noticed two red lines slanted from his left eye to nose.

“Mom he has scratches!” I plumped onto my legs and released him. 

30



It wasn’t until he stood still on all fours that I’d witnessed the
crescent-shaped bite, designed with little teeth marks, on his left
hind leg. I ran upstairs to Mom who had gone straight to work, as if
nothing had happened.

“We have to go to the vet. That thing bit him,” I declared angrily.

In that moment I realized we hadn’t taken Wesley to the vet
since we got him, still I needed to know that he’d be okay. So,
I kept pushing and pushing mom until I became as annoyingly
persistent as Wesley’s desperate plea to go back outside and she
finally agreed. We set up an appointment with Dr. Emily Schmidt
approximately one hour after the incident. I had no clue she would
soon confront us with two overwhelming options.

I looked up into Dr. Schmidt’s dark eyes which seemed void
of compassion as she stood over us with Wesley’s file in hand,
hoping mom would make her job a little easier by choosing the
first option. I glanced over at mom praying she wouldn’t, while
contemplating all of the things I was willing to give up in order
to pay for quarantine. She hunched in the seat next to mine with
her eyes fixed on Wesley. Moments ago, he scampered back and
forth desperate to trace the overlapping sounds of meowing and
barking beyond the door of the small white room we were assigned
to. He now sat motionless. I caught a glimpse of his big, hazel eyes.
They shined as if on the verge of releasing tears. Instead, my eyes
developed and spilled parallel drops of water. I heard the tapping
sound of his nails over the marble floor as he paced toward me,
thrusting his small face into my palms. He sensed that something
was wrong.
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“How much does it cost to quarantine?” Mom finally sat up
straight.

A breath of relief escaped my mouth as I stroked Wesley’s small
head. I wondered why she had put off Wesley’s vaccinations in the
first place, perhaps too much work and not enough time or care.
Then again it wasn’t until that day that I had discovered rabies
vaccinations had to be updated every three years, so maybe it was
all my fault.

“Costs estimate up to one thousand six hundred dollars,” Dr. Emily
Schmidt replied frankly.

“Do we have to pay upfront, or is it possible to set up a payment
plan?” I spewed.

Wide-eyed, mom added, “That’d be great.”

“I’m not too sure. I’ll call the animal shelter,” she swiftly stepped
outside of the room.

Mom looked over at me, “I didn’t even think to ask if that was
possible.”

I chuckled, “Ma, how else do we pay for school?”

I d considered commuting instead of paying an extra six grand
for room and board at the University of Bridgeport. Of course, I’d
wanted to branch out and away from home. Despite that, I knew
I d be willing to sacrifice my freedom to help pay for Wesley’s care
at the shelter. Dr. Schmidt walked into the room a few minutes
later, closing the door behind her before Wesley could escape, and 
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revealed that the animal control officer she spoke to was willing
to set up a payment plan with us, and that he was on his way to
recruit Wesley.

“It takes two weeks for rabies symptoms to become apparent.
The officer should contact you if that’s the case,” Dr Schmidt
informed us.

Imagining Wesley out of his usual character was a bit unsettling.
An enraged dog, frothy saliva dripping from the sides of his mouth,
ready to attack; or an uncoordinated dog, becoming lazy and weak,
paralyzed. Both were terrifying mental images.

Soon enough the animal control officer walked into the room, leash
in hand.

“Hello, I’m Officer Joe. What’s going on?” he inquired.

Mom gave him a run down.

He nodded, “Well, quarantine’s gonna cost you ‘bout two hundred
ten every two weeks; that sound manageable?”

Not exactly, but it had to be because euthanasia wasn’t a choice.

“Yes,” I insisted.

Mom had taken too long to answer. Joe smiled, circling the leash
around Wesley’s neck.

“You guys can come visit him after two weeks, we’ll give him the
shot if he’s fine and mom can make the first payment, okay?” he
glanced back at Mom.
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“Okay,” Mom complied.

He opened the door and Wesley dashed out, dragging him.

After two weeks of anxious waiting and constant weeping, hoping
he wasn’t infected, we got the call. Ring Ring. I pounced towards
the phone and answered, “Hello? Officer Joe? Is Wesley okay?”

He chuckled. “Yes, he’s fine. You guys can drop by.”

I could finally breathe again. My eyes welled with tears of joy.
Thank you,” I smiled. I wasn’t too sure what I was thanking him

for, perhaps for bearing good news.

Later that evening, Officer Joe welcomed us into the shelter. He
told us he could only bring us to Wesley one at a time. I was oddly
nervous as he led me through a hallway, passed dozens of cages
which sheltered dogs of all sizes, to the very back of the shelter
where a few dogs were being quarantined.

Wesley? I called, looking through the transparent window. He
slowly made his way to it from across the small, square-shaped
cell. He wasn t the bundle of intense energy he usually was, and it
seemed he’d shed a couple of pounds.

I m sorry boy, I pressed the palm of my hand against the glass. He
oked up at me with his hazel eyes and let his nose touch the glass

as if it weren’t separating us.

“I haven’t abandoned you,” I assured him. I love you. He looked up
my sad eyes with his, and slightly wagged his tail assuring me

that he hadn’t changed.
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A Poem by

Scribbles

I. I drift in sadness,
the silence is so cold;
One step into madness,
the truth is never told.

IL I question the skies,
the darkness is close;
Nothing but virgin lies,
the last petals of a rose.

III. I scream in the dark,
with terror of pleasure;
Like a walk in the park,
the fear grows with measure.

IV. I mirror my words,
in those you once lost;
Prayers to the lords,
and nothing but frost.

V. I hide in the twilight,
afraid of my thoughts;
The end seems so bright,
sailing among the rots.
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VI. I dream of a nightmare,
embracing my heart;
I pay the wrongful fare,
and I dwell into art.

VII. I dare to live alone,
in a world of sorrow;
I slowly go on my one,
devoured by tomorrow.

VIII. I lose my innocence in tears,
surrendering to the depression;
Exhausted by endless fears,
I crash into regression.

IX. I open a last door,
the window of my soul;
Lying on the floor,
I finally feel myself whole.

X. I color the fresh earth,
with my dying bones;
I’m nothing but dirt,
and scratches on stones.
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Prose by

If you See Something, Say Something

One summer, I was fortunate enough to go on a free trip to Israel.
The entire trip was paid for by a pseudo-philanthropic Alpine,
New Jersey based millionaire, who happens to be my friend Alec’s
grandmother. Also along for the ride was Alec’s girlfriend Emily,
and a mutual close friend, Dave.

On a particularly hot Middle Eastern morning, I proposed we
take a trip to the best beach destination Israel has to offer, Haifa.
There was just one caveat: it was across the country, being as Haifa
is in the north and Jerusalem is in the south. Alec and Dave both
figured it would be best to stay because they wanted to save energy
to enjoy the nightlife of Jerusalem.

After a few moments, Emily turned to me, smiled, and said “I
will go with you, Jett.” I quickly straightened out my posture and
replied “Great!” with the eagerness of a young puppy, and then
proceeded to foolishly exclaim “It’s a date!”

Alec at first tried to coax her out of leaving, bringing up the point
that neither her or I were familiar with the area or even the
language, but eventually gave up and went back to sleep. Moments
later I wrote down the bus schedules that were necessary for our
trip, and we were off.

The trip got off to a rocky start, as our first bus never came. With
limited shade, we were stranded on the side of the highway waiting 
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for a bus to come, causing my light gray shirt to become more of
a dim gray shirt. After about an hour, we got on this fairly rickety
bus, compared to other buses we saw. We went to the third row on
the right side of the bus, the last pair of seats next to each other.

As soon as we sat down, I commented “I can’t wait to get in the
water!” With her coy, yet confident smile, she quickly responded “I
can tell.” Embarrassed, I started to chuckle and then she said “Aww
Jett, you are blushing!” Next, for some reason, I started to tell her I
was not blushing and before I could say anything else, she stops me
and says “Don’t worry! It’s not like you smell or anything, it’s just
funny you are actually drenched.” I was relieved she said I don’t
smell and happy she indirectly told me I smell good.

After about 10 minutes on the bus, a man in the first row started
to make these bizarre noises. An odd looking fellow, he looked
somewhat unkempt. He had a long beard and a receding hairline.
We did mention that his presence was odd, but mainly didn’t
think about it. We were busy talking up a storm, like we usually
do. Maybe fifteen minutes later, rather abruptly, the man in the
first row asks the driver to pull over and drop him off at a non
bus stop. At this point, the man seemed dejected, rather than just
crazy (which I took as a serious ‘red flag’). With seemingly nobody
paying any mind, I noticed there was an oddly shaped black bag
that was left in the first row where he was sitting. After I pointed
out to Emily what I saw, she quickly downplayed it.

She said, “If he was actually going to plant something on this bus,
he would not have put any additional attention on himself.”
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Although this was a sound counter to my initial thoughts, I could
not rest my head. A recurring thought in my head was NYC’s “If
You See Something, Say Something” campaign. I was ashamed
of myself at first, because I always depicted that campaign as
something that could cause prejudiced thoughts and racial
profiling. Although, I knew it was unlikely to actually be a bomb, I
could not rest doing nothing.

I looked around the bus and saw in the last row an Israeli soldier.
Like most buses, the last row had five consecutive seats, with
the soldier directly in the middle seat. He was a tall, burly man
who looked cartoonish, in a seemingly deep sleep in between two
people with his automatic rifle draped over them. I told Emily I
must say something, and I convinced her it’s at least a good idea
to check. I proceeded to go alone to the back of the bus to talk to
the fresh-faced soldier. When I woke him up, I quickly realized he
did not know any English. One bilingual man in a near row saw the
language barrier problem and decided to intervene. I spoke softly
and told him what I saw and he quickly became serious. Another
person nearby who understood what we were talking about,
actually got off on the next stop just out of precaution.

Luckily, the bilingual man was calm and intelligent, being able
to translate the information to the soldier. Ironically enough, the
soldier turned as white as a ghost upon hearing the translation.
After the three of us talked for a bit, the solider finally got up the
courage to walk up to the front row. At first, he touched the bag
with his gun, poking it. At this point the soldier was very nervous
and it was showing because he was shaking. He then moved
slightly closer to it. Carefully, he opened the zipper to find out 
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there was no bomb after all. Both the soldier and the bilingual man
commended me and assured me that I used the correct protocol
and then we bid farewell.

When I got back to my seat, Emily asked, “Do you feel at ease
now?” I then replied, “I’m blushing again, aren’t I?”

Italy by Milana Yemelyanova

40



You make the pain go away but,
In a sudden drop of time
The ache has stayed
By the bay
Where my heart swayed
To your voice

The African beats in my chest
Among all the rest
You’re the best, fiesta

The winds, caress,
My cheek
Burning in my core
So deep
The ashes escape my lungs
Of the blurred lines you preach
Danced and pranced on my lies

In my demise, that my eyes had truly
Accept the flaws
On your left temple
Pulsating to the beat of
Your fist against my heart
But you are love
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That’s all I knew
When you blew
In from town, out of bounds

Stood your test for me
How can I say no
To my czar.

But, you make the pain go away
As I stay in the place
Where I became native to you

To me

I trapeze on skyscrapers
To ease the soreness
Of my home that awaits
Patiently.
The warms chips away
To say how much
It misses you.
Steamed passion blazed
And glazed the past wounds
Of secrets hidden within
This maze we escaped from

To become one
Above our sun.
Overall the peace
Sings in the trees
Which freed you
And I.
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Prose by

The Door Across The Jazz Room

I.

Melancholia is a hell of a thing. Puffs of sullen clouds in the
distance loomed over glorified monuments of small gods,
stretching upwards towards the heavens. The statues of past
men atop ivory horses aligned themselves proudly along a busied
strip of pavement. Amory stepped apathetically onto an awaiting
bus. Instantly his enduring grey eyes met a pair of clear-ocean
blues that caught his mechanically surveying look. Quickly
breaking the freeze-frame of a glance, he became painfully aware
of the multitudinous sounds inhabiting the thick inside of the
metallic beast. The sporadic plethora of sound steadily crept to
the freshly entered man of twenty and four. To him, the sounds
were indistinguishable as if the inhabitants of the bus spoke in a
different tongue like he was in a different country. He could not
help but notice how no one else seemed disturbed by this loud
meaningless polite chatter, lacking all true substance. The bus had
only moved a block or so before he yanked the pull-cord of the bus
downward and stepped off.

The sun precipitated through cracks of stratus clouds bathing the
streets below and kissing the hairs of cold praised ivory heads.

His grey eyes winced from the thin rays of sunlight radiating
from the silver heavens and anxiously awaited the blanket of 

43



caressing clouds, rolling not too far off. A sharp nose accompanied
his face over a thin pair of lips that sat atop a slanted chin. His
sandy blonde hair was composed of a messy bed-risen look that
antagonized his aristocratic appearing eyes as he stared down
the peopled street Looking down towards his feet, avoiding the
harsh brightness, he proceeded through the clustered crowd at
a leisurely pace, hands in his slacked pockets. Aimlessly his feet
followed his racing mind down the mass of faceless individuals,
feeling a brotherly fondness for the ones who looked as lost as
he felt.

The last two years had been spent brooding in a jungle of steel
and concrete, drifting from bar to bar, often pondering life at
the bottom of an amber-laced glass and soon after, cursing the
world with a clenched shaken fist directed upward at the sky at
some unseen object of castigation. Having previously attended an
ivy-league university, he now felt he was teetering on the brink
of reality and an environing warm delusion that would surely
overwhelm him. This fast-paced down-the-drain lifestyle was kept
alive by a sporadic stream of melancholic short stories he was able
to get published in local papers. Apathetic to the small reputation
he gained from his shorts, as in a trance, he returned to the same
handful of bars and let the delusion embrace him lovingly. With
the moon descending in the night sky, or with dawn breaking
through the dissipating darkness, He staggered back to a musty
room rented at the start of each morning at a cheap cliche hotel
named something similar to: Sunset Motel or Green Acres. After
the despondently everyday routine, he became accustomed to, he
returned to a Sunset Motel as the stars still lingered above him.
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His grey eyes opened slowly as the sun was midway in the sky.
Rubbing both eyes, he threw off the covers that held him down
and started for the mini-fridge. A glass, that was cleaner than the
surrounding mustiness that plagued the tops of all cabinets and hid
below the clearance of furniture, was grabbed hastily. The room
began to spin and rotate; he grabbed hold of the top of the mini
fridge looking in disgust at the layer of dust that attached itself to
his hand. Giving his right hand a quick swipe, his left hand opened
the door of the fridge and grabbed an egg, Worcestershire sauce,
and Tabasco sauce. His prairie oyster was hastily assembled and
just as quickly as it was concocted, he downed it, exhaling once he
swallowed and felt it slide down. Setting the glass down in the sink,
perhaps one of the few places that escaped the invading layers of
dust; he absent-mindedly put together his attire and left out the
front door.

II.

He arrived at an old stone house nestled closely between a young
budding Sycamore and a suffocating Virginia Creeper that partially
consumed the entrance of the house. By this point, the clouds
descended over the stone house and mimicked the color of his
eyes, no longer wincing. A worn path that lead from the dirt road
meandered upward to a peeling whitewashed door, he looked back
at the dirt road that had just been travelled. Turning back to the
door, Amory knocked.

A tall encompassing silhouette appeared in the doorway with a
wildly dancing light caused by a crackling fire behind him.
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“Hello, Lou.”

“Well, look who it is!” exclaimed Lou motioning with big hands for
the smaller gentleman to step inside.

The doorway opened up into a quaint living room where a wood
stove sat comfortably, emitting a cozy aura upon entry to both of
the young men. Two chairs were carefully placed in proximity
to the fire, yet far enough away where two could sit without
feeling the pain of the sultry flames, which hid behind the initial
welcoming warmth visitors felt walking through the doorway.

“Care for a drink?”

“Two fingers for now,” responded Amory, “when is this shindig
supposed to start?”

In mid-stride over to the liquor cabinet, Lou said, “In an hour or
two,” and pulled out an amber looking liquid from an unmarked
bottle with two hexagonal-shaped clear glasses. Two fingers
were poured. And the latter was half-filled. Walking back over
and handing the two fingers to Amory he said, “Meredith is going
tonight, ya know”.

Without removing his eyes from the chaotic crackling fire, he
downed one finger from the glass. “Is she now.” Amory stated
monotonously, “We could always stay and get pissed.”

Lou hearing this let out a short chuckle to his old college friend.
“All water under the bridge. I wouldn’t fret about it.” At this they
took a heavy swig from the remainder of their glasses. Amory now
having an empty glass looked up at his still standing accomplice* 
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who just finished his half-filled cup.

Upon this realization of both empty glasses, the duo grabbed their
jackets and headed out the peeling whitewash door back down the
winding path to the pre-travelled road.

III.

Night descended quickly. The clouds still loomed over-head
partially blotting the gibbous moon out, casting a beautifully eerie
light composed of pale wispy greys and shining whites that helped
illuminate the night sky. The light fell upon the windshield of a
taxi, smoke still puffing out of the exhaust, Amory and Lou
stepped out.

It was one of those spring nights that held a pleasant chill in the
slight wind that would brush gently over a pair of shoulders and
send a pleasurable chill down the spine. A row of shrubs lined both
sides of a cobblestoned path. The house was slightly removed from
the city, offering luxuries such as the shrubs, a yard, and a slowdive
mentality, one living in the city could not rightly possess. The
house was settled slightly on a hill with trees dripped along the
front and back yard. Light protruded from the windows. The two
men walked up the cobblestone path side-by-side.

“So, how do you want to play this?” Lou suddenly said looking
directly ahead.

Puzzled, “I thought you said it was all under the bridge,” replied
Amory.

Lou gave the same short chuckle, this time however, with a wind of 
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envy for his naive friend. “That’s just a saying. You can’t just walk
in there and expect something of it.”

Amory was silent, he still couldn’t wrap his head around what
transpired two summers ago. Meredith and Amory were madly
infatuated with each other. Having just graduated from a
university, both were still giddy with excitement at their potential
futures and newfound love, which started well into the year and
ended prematurely at the first sign of fall. At least, he thought,
it was premature. The two were inseparable and spent every
evening together. Him writing poetry for his beloved, Meredith,
who having bloomed into a wonderfully attractive woman while
attending the university, was new to such kind words coming from
this charming starry-eyed young man. She quickly fell. However,
the jovial nature of this relationship had to come to an end. With
the smells of fall in the air, she called it a boy-girl love that could
not fully bloom in the years to come. Amory argued and said it to
be true. He fought tooth and nail on the subject not being able to
comprehend the matter at hand.

She took a step towards him and outreached her hand to rest it on
his cheek. Soothingly, “I’m sorry, one day, I hope you will forgive
me, I hope you will understand”. And at that the door closed
behind her.

All Amory remembered from this incident was the vexatious
memory that ensued and how her blonde hair flowed off her
shoulders down her baby blue dress, as the door softly shut. “Oh!
Meredith!”
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IV.

“Just keep your chest out and you’ll be fine.” Lou took a strong swig
from a canteen he’d retrieved from a hidden pocket within his coat
and gestured for Amory to drink. He agreed. Lou gave it over and
he drank from it longingly and then handed it back.

“Ok.” Amory stated with a transparent air of confidence, he
knocked on the door.

After a brief period the door was opened, niceties were exchanged,
and they stepped inside.

The house was very large on the inside, highly decorated and well
furnished. There was one open room that had several couples
dancing to mischievous jazz that looked across to another room
where Meredith was currently residing. Amory, unaware because
of his current vantage point, hardly moved from his initial spot.
Upon entry, he mingled with three brunette girls from a nearby
university. Lou, the seemingly more social one, returned after
seeking and greeting the occupants of the party and upon his
discovery of Meredith’s whereabouts, he told him. Amory felt a
sudden unworldly pressure on his shoulders.

V.

A short while later, the party thinned. Amory wished he could
turn around and walk out the door, but knew he could not. An
attraction held him down; questions, thoughts ran through his
mind faster than he could articulate. He broke out from his
comforting circle and started for the door across the jazz room.
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The music of Artie Shaw could be heard throughout the house
filling it with a youthful mischievous aroma that intoxicated all
enthralled in the shindig. Amory’s palms perspired a little, as he
walked over, Meredith appeared in the doorframe with her arm
through another’s. Her eyes read a calm composed look meeting
the surprised look that gazed directly back at her. Amory wanted
to say something, anything, but no words came out. She began
walking with her escort, who could only be described as a droll of
a man in hand, not fully appreciating the vivid everlasting moment
happening between Amory and Meredith. His thin lips tightened
along with his fists that felt wet, but still no words found their way.
And before he knew it, the moment had past, Meredith was gone
again. The jazz music still played, couples still danced.

Lou, seeing the whole scene, reluctantly broke from the brunettes,
and repositioned himself adjacent to Amory, canteen in hand.
Both exchanged glances. Amory gave a faltering smile and took the
canteen.

He decided to leave shortly after, and Lou believing he was getting
somewhere with the brunettes stayed. Both said their goodbyes
and Amory ventured back into the warm darkness of the night.
The house, not being terribly far from the outskirts of the city, still
offered no assistance in illuminating the night’s air. The moon’s
radiance shone down outlining only shadows and the perimeters of
objects that seemed insignificant to the still dazed dull kind-eyed
gentleman. He felt like a fool. Two years he wallowed, ran amok in
a semi-drunken phase. And for what, to attain a haunting memory
that time itself had metamorphosed into an unrecognizable shade
0 its original? None of it mattered, all still continued. The music of 
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meaningless polite words, the inherent transparent interactions of
everyday life all pressed forward with no regard to troubled grains
of sand littered all over.

VI.

After some time, Amory came across the bus stop and waited. A
pair of headlights cut through the night’s darkness. As the bus
pulled up, he could not help but notice the same ocean blues
looking down at him from the window. Amory met them well.
She was very pretty. They both smiled innocently. His right foot
stepped onto the bus.

Picture by: Qiyang Chen
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A Poem by

To the Rain

O cleansing Man, you, gentle Rain;
Fall down upon the barren land.
But oh! the muck and death, foul bane.

He walks alone blood on his hand,
No man could e’er absolve his stain
O cleansing Man, you, gentle Rain;

The waters rise on your command,
The spread of havoc, dark disdain.
But oh! the muck and death, foul bane.

He, covered in desolate sand,
Walks far to find life’s water ‘gain,
O cleansing Man, you, gentle Rain;

The sea is calm, no wind to send
That merchant ship’s fine crew off main
But oh! the muck and death, foul bane.

O Savior! killer! how you land
On foul and fair, on all the same
O cleansing Man, you, gentle Rain;
But oh! the muck and death, foul bane.
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Prose by

The Window

I stare into the window and watch nature outside. I record every
single detail and every single vibrant color.

I think, am I so detailed?

My heart flutters in my chest and I feel like a newborn babe that
squints out at a new world around seeing the face of its mother for
the first time.

I think, am I not as innocent?

The sky is such a beautiful blue. The clouds in the sky look as
free and light as a feather. Like a crane, a symbol of purity and
grace, and I know now why so many wish to fly. Each cloud in the
blue sky is like a heart beat. I can think and see nothing else but
the clouds...nothing. I only see those great white vapors in the
atmosphere swirling and twisting up above me. And though I want
to jump out and join them, the window holds me back and sends
reality back at me. I am not a bird that was granted wings to fly.

I think, am I free?

The window is shut so I walk over and open it, and I feel the fresh
breeze from outside hit my face. All I can do is close my eyes and
let the wind stroke my cheeks and run its fingers in my hair, and I
breathe it in, filling my lungs with its clear clean smell fresh from 
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the previous rain the night before. I stay there awhile, feeling the
lightness of the air as it runs around me.

I think, am I this intoxicating?

I fix my eyes on the wild flowers, the grass, and the trees. An urge
to lie on the greenery hits me like a punch to the gut leaving me
gasping with desire. But all I can do is a simple examine of it all. I
stare at the shimmering petals of a gold buttercup. The flower shies
away from the other plants around it and is hidden from view. A
memory gropes my mind and I am forced to think of the time when
it had been just as lonely. All alone, hiding from the view of people.
Hiding from the judging eyes of everyone around me. Spending,
instead time exploring. I glanced at the room behind me and then
at the window, yes, I thought My exploring had led me here, to
this very house, to this room, to this spot.

I walk across the room and sit down on my seat and continue
staring out the window. I imagine looking at tall-uncut grass. The
grass a compile of green, so green that all I can do is try and find
out one single blade of grass from its neighbor. It is like a jungle.
And I let myself drift with my thoughts and imagine the sounds
of monkeys swinging from tree to tree, tropical birds of all shapes,
colors, and sizes, squawking and chirping away, and even the great
growl of a tiger zigzagging through the maze of tree trunks and
vines. The smell of humidity is thick in the air and the sharp chirps
of rainbow-dart-frogs echo from one area to another.

I think, am I that mysterious?

My mind goes blank and I am left with nothing. I feel hollow inside 
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as the questions fill my head and sits there. Unresolved. Questions
that most people know the answers too, I am instead left wanting
the answer but unable to find it. I feel the pressure of it all on my
shoulders and I feel my heart speed up as I panic.

I am left to think, I am nothing.

The window calls, creaking on its hinges. I look at it. It stares back
at me solemnly and I stare back at it with mixed emotions. The
window’s glass shimmers and I stare outside at the real world I had
forgotten seconds before, lost in my own daydreams. I see nothing
but dazzling light steaming into the room and I can just barely see
the white specks of dust dancing in it. I am afraid to close my eyes.
I am afraid to keep them open.

I see a sea of images in my mind. I see a world below as it should
be. The tallest peaks of mountains standing high, monstrous, and
grand with gentle white flakes of snow blanketing the rough edges
of rock and bolder. My mouth is open agape as I imagine looking
up at it and feeling incredibly small. I feel smaller than the speck
in the air and I feel smaller than the ant near my foot. I am nothing
to this great beast. Then I am once again above everything, looking
down below. I see everything in bird’s eye view. I watch as nature,
canyons, waterfalls, streams, forest, and animals’ blurs passed
below me.

I am suddenly filled with absolutely everything. Everything all at
once! I sense an exhilaration of wonder. And then I am calm in
mind and body. I finally look away from outside the window and
I know now what to do. At last I face my easel, the white canvas
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poised waiting for me. I glance out the window one last time
smiling as I stretch my hand out taking a brush into my hand.
I gently dip it in paint. The window observes me. Taking a deep
breath I let my hand take control of the brush and watch as it
boldly strikes the empty canvas.

Sunflower by YooKyeong Kim
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& Poem by

Where I’m From

I am from music
From the notes on a music sheet coming to life.
I am from the empty space in my room
(Four walls, silence, the thoughts felt like wind passing through me)
I am from the wind
Travel
That provides shade to workers who are in need of it, with which

flowed through their hearts.
I am from the vocabulary of a well known poet
From Shakespeare to Robert Frost.
I am from “Sore through life”
And the “Passion is everything.”
From “"Follow the stars”
To “Reach your destiny.”
I am from the country side
Where the breeze takes away my horrendous stress.
I’m from Spring blooming to basketball games
Pepperoni pizza and fries on the side.
From the scares of the memories
That holds me back with naked chains.
In my closet there was an album spilling memories as they flew

around my room.
Like my grandfather’s picture, as if he were still beside me
Touching the core of my heart.
I’m from the sensation, flowing back and fourth
Seeking towards bigger answers.
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Prose by

Until We Close Our Eyes For Good

Setting: [A stage with no background or props.]
Character: [Sean]
Scene: [A spotlight appears in the very center of the stage,

revealing SEAN.]

Sean: ...Calm down, already. You’re getting far too stressed over
this whole thing. What? That’s ridiculous. No, it doesn’t matter if
you mess up. Because you’re the protagonist, that’s why! You can’t
mess up! No, I mean you literally can’t mess up. Look, you need to
understand this much: you are a plot device. Yes, you are. Think
about it. What do you do as the hero? You go on a journey, rescue
the damsel, and save the day, right?

Exactly! ...You still don’t get it, do you? [Sigh.] Listen to me. You do
only what the script tells you because that is your role. You do the
same thing every single time, and that’s all. You stand out because

script demands it. Now, think about me. Think about my role
I am your antagonist. I run this entire show. Everything I do

m e your life harder. If I don’t do a good job, then your story
• I set up the obstacles, I mislead you, I try to stop you

ofXeSCUing fair kdy’ Wh° 1 kidnaPPed> way. I do all

vour ■ if FeaCt’ Y°U leave your home because I stole
girltnend and made you lose your job, or because I killed your 
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parents, and you want revenge. The point here is, I do things, and
you don’t. You stop me because I’m here, and I interfere directly
in your life. If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t do anything with
your life. You’d be stuck in a dead-end job, married to the first
girl you met because you were afraid of being alone. You’d be
miserable, and you’d be a nobody. You would have no motivation,
and no drive.

What? [Laughs.] Don’t be absurd. You are the camera that follows
the story. No, you know what? You are a placeholder. You could
be switched out for anyone, and the story will be exactly the
same as long as you are the only change in it. You get rid of me,
and everything falls apart. I am everything to this play, and you
are but a simple item designed to keep the story going. So, don’t
worry. You can’t mess up your role here. You have no say in this
play. Everything rides on my shoulders, and on the shoulders of
the other actors. You, on the other hand, are... Well, you aren’t
irrelevant. No, I would say you are a non-entity. You are there,
but you aren’t really. You do not influence the story in a
significant manner.

What was I saying? Oh, yeah. Don’t worry so much. You are the
protagonist! The story is set up so you never fail! Be happy!
You get to be a hero.

THE END.
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A Poem by

Humans

I. We talk with sadness,
wise words of sorrow;
We dwell in madness,
the future of tomorrow.

II. We walk with fear,
cutting into the night;
The evil draws near,
preparing a cruel fight.

III. We run drawing a circle,
of the end and beginning;
The sky has turned purple,
but lost its raw meaning.

IV. IV. We seek for true,
prisoners of the lie;
We have no clue,
if we’ll live or die.

V. V. We dream the joy,
forgotten away;
Destiny of a toy,
learning to obey.
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VI. We ask the ancients,
the wisdom of the past;
Faith, hope, and patience,
and the real dream at last.

VII. We see the bright light,
form deep beyond the dark;
We surrender to the fight,
to save all those inside the ark.

VIII. We feel the tears of the rain,
embracing the core of the heart;
The last love hidden in the pain,
burning the fear of falling apart.

Corn by Young Hee Do

61



Prose by
The Character of Beauty and the Beast

“She did what?!” I exclaimed.

“Yeah, she was working on it yesterday,” Donne said with a frown
on her face.

“She didn’t even start on the Beast’s outfit, and some of the castle
characters are not even finished!”

“I know, but the Beast has to have at least two outfits and he
doesn’t even have a head yet!”

“What is she thinking? Making Belle another dress? She has
enough already! The Beast is important too,” I shook my head
working with needle and string.

Donne growled and threw the coat of fur she’d been shredding in
the air, puffs of small hairs exploded all around her, “Why should I
do this if Rena is not even here to work! I’m so tired!”

It’s almost midnight,” I say glancing at my watch, “The play is
tomorrow and we still don’t have anything for the Beast. I don’t
even know if I can finish Chip tonight...” I stare sadly at the cup
outfit that I was working on. A frustrating sound escapes my throat
and I let myself collapse against the wall.

It was my senior year in high school and I decided to end the year
with a bang by joining the play. It was a yearly tradition to have a 
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play to perform, last year was Mid-Summers Night Dream, which
had been a great hit - this year - however we were doing one of
Disney’s classics, Beauty and the Beast.

So far, Rena was our second assistant with the play; she did the
choreography, and was in charge of designing the clothes, but had
to always check with Mrs. Van, the director and teacher, to have
them approved. This was slowly destroying my year.

I had wanted to be a big part in the play, so I’d joined the Sweat
Shop for my activities in the beginning of the year, which made the
designs of the costumes and then made the clothes. The objective
this year was to start early with the costumes so that we wouldn’t
have anything hanging, but so far, that was failing. Rena had taken
the Sweat Shop and had made it into a normal class giving us
pointless tests, which had nothing to do with the objective, and
teaching us about the 1800’s (because the clothes would be made
from that time period). For three weeks we learned nothing, not
how to sew or how to actually make the clothes; however, I already
knew how to use a sewing machine, and I was ready to start
making the costumes.

"She gave us a test with pictures. PICTURES!” Emily was glaring
at me.

“I know, it’s so stupid,” I agreed.

“I want to know how to sew or use a sewing machine, not do a
stupid quiz on what scissors look like!” she threw the small quiz
with pictures in the trash, “I’m not learning anything!”
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“I don’t see what knowing the history of the 1800 century is going
to help us make the costumes any faster,” Donne throws her quiz
away too, adding the book printout that Rena had given each of us
about the history of 1800’s.

Now that we were actually doing the costumes, only five students
really knew how to use the sewing machine, other than that only
Mrs. Van and Rena knew how, as well. It became such a hassle that
they had to ask parents and our principal to help out.

We pulled all nighters working in the Sweat Shop sewing and
decorating the designs, and many of those days we’d still have to go
to school the following morning. I felt I was going to be sick from
all the work.

Rena wasn’t only our teacher for the play, but also for Character
Education class; she’d been my teacher since middle school and
all throughout high school. I had actually looked up to Rena in
middle school, she was a perfect role model, a person that really
tried to give to others and make them laugh, while at the same time
teaching them about womanhood and being aware of boys and how
they thought.

However, as I went into high school and she followed along, I
began to see that what she taught was not how she thought or
behaved. I even began seeing flaws in what she taught. I mean,
trying to make your students vegetarian has nothing to do with
Character Ed.

‘What the hell,” Donne stared ahead of her.
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Rena had just shown us a YouTube video on animals being
slaughtered and killed, trying to force us to be vegetarians yet
again. I glanced at Donne.

“What the hell,” she repeated, “What does that have anything to do
with Character Ed!” she quietly fumed.

I nodded, “I’m just angry that we’ve spent already three classes on
what we should and shouldn’t eat! That’s not right for her to try
and force us to be like her.”

“I don’t care anymore,” Donne said darkly getting ready for the
next class.

I sighed, I wouldn’t show it, but I felt like punching a wall too.
My parents were wasting money on someone who was teaching
us how we should eat. That hadn’t been the only thing that was
beginning to awaken me.

I realized how she treated everyone in class, or the Asians and
Whites, for the most part. Rena was a teacher and I believed her to
understand that boundary.

“I don’t know,” a timid Korean girl whispered looking at her feet.

‘What? You don’t know what you want to become? Everyone
knows. At least tell us what you like,” Rena yelled across the room
at her.

The Korean girl shrunk in her seat and shook her head, “I don’t

know...”
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She probably didn’t know how to speak English that well,
I thought.

“Well, you better find out girl, people without a dream don’t go
nowhere,” Rena scoffed and went down the line again.

It was our last Character Ed class of the year, Rena had said, and
we were all going around the room telling the class what we
wanted to become.

“Is everyone done?” Rena looked around the room. We all nodded.

“Well, I’ll tell you what I want to do in the near future,” she smiled,
“I want to get a tummy tuck.”

Donne stared, and then looked at me.

‘"What’s that,” I mouthed.

“It’s when you cut the fat from your stomach,” Rena was saying,
“And then they make this artificial belly button.”

I shook my head in disbelief, looking around at everyone’s faces.
The Asian kids stared in alarmed surprise, and my friends caught
my eye and shook their heads.

“Why would you want to do that?” Someone asked.

‘Well, I don’t know if I want to have any more kids,” she replied,
And I want to be a hot grandmother!”

This, from a person that had been teaching us for four years to love
and respect yourself the way you were and to never to any stupid 
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surgeries because there was always a 50% chance you could die,
was telling us, that she wanted to do surgery to look better, this in
Character Ed. All my respect for her at that point had been flushed
down the toilet. I felt completely and utterly betrayed.

So, during the Beauty and the Beast performance, the cast and
crew did their best, and so I’ve heard that it was good. However,
the Beast’s costume was still having people sew on parts, as the
actor, Jacob, was about to walk on stage. Rena didn’t even let
anyone see his or her families at the end! Closing us off from
actually celebrating a job well done!

“We did good this time, but tomorrow you guys have to do it
better!” She called out behind the curtain.

Some parents were waiting to congratulate us at the end of the
stage.

“Why can’t she tell us this later? When we’re all back stage!”
Donne shook her head.

“This is so stupid! I just want to see my family!” I sighed.

“Tomorrow come bright and early!” Rena yelled out.

“Okay, that’s it, I’m getting down,” I told Donne and went down to
see my family.

After undressing and getting all the stage make-up off I sighed,
but had a big smile. Today’s performance had been nearly perfect,
except for Rena taking all the credit for it and the costumes. It had
been nearly perfect.
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Our second performance was an entirely different matter.

“My family is going to be here today,” my friend J-ming smiled at
me.

“Oh? Is this their first time over here?”

He nodded, “They coming over from Korea. This is their first time
in Bridgeport! We have to do well in play!”

Silence. Lights. Action.

It was the worst play I had ever witnessed. The people in charge of
the audio got the wrong music so most of our singing parts were a
failure, I forgot my lines because the music was different, the mics
weren’t staying on right, and Beast’s costume was beginning to fall
apart.

I watched the people behind the stage, irritated, walking in circles.
Mrs. Van trying to get into contact with the audio people, and
J-ming running out (probably to cry alone). I didn’t see J-ming
after that. Donne wouldn’t talk, but we stayed silently by each
other, watching everyone else fall apart. I felt close to tears, but
held them at bay.

When the curtains finally where beginning to close, Rena was
all smiles; smiling to everyone and us, but oblivious to the drama
behind the curtain.

That year as my friends and I discussed quietly together, decided

not to think about the play at all.
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“I can’t forgive Rena,” I said quietly.

“I don’t think a lot of people can,” Donne said with a shake of her
head.

“No, I mean... I can’t and don’t want to have anything to do with
her anymore,” I said.

“I kind’a feel that way too,” Emily nodded.

Somehow I felt I’d been cheated from a promise or bond. Rena had
been close and now she seemed like a stranger that had destroyed
my friendship, respect, and trust.

Just thinking about my senior year and both the tragic drama from
the play and the surprising betrayal of a person I used to look up to
is still a sore topic for me. Whenever one of my friends brings up
senior year or the play, I begin to tear up and all the past feelings
and memories begin to twist and swirl their way to the surface
were before I had had them locked tightly inside. It is in the past,
but the injuries are still healing. I don’t think I could forget my
senior year, even if I wanted to, and I know to some, they never
would.

Big Brother is Watching by Milana Yemelyanova
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