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And I asked myself about the present:

How Wide It WasHow Wide It Was 
How Deep It WasHow Deep It Was

As human beings, we constant ly search for answers in the past , present , 
and future. We want to control t ime, and yet we know we are powerless in 
i ts presence. Al l  humans want a purpose to their current condit ion, but st i l l 
there are incongruencies that seem unavoidable.  Kurt Vonnegut explores 
these same issues in his novel Slaughterhouse Five. This year ’s The Wal-
rus staf f presents this explorat ion of t ime and space as a way to examine 
identi ty . Each sculpture, photograph, paint ing, and poem looks at who we 
are in relat ion to the larger universe. 
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Submission Policy:

The Walrus welcomes submissions from any 
member of the Upper School student body 
from August through February. Teachers are 
also encouraged to submit work for their stu-
dents. All work is judged anonymously, so we 
ask that all submissions arrive without a name 
on the piece and with the required submission 
form. Submission forms may be obtained from 
Mrs. Amy Williams-Eddy or a literary maga-
zine staff member through email. Digital sub-
missions are preferred and sent to aweddy@
smhall.org along with a submission form. All 
digital photographs and artwork must be 300 
dpi and large enough for printing. The Walrus 
staff works during lunch, after school, and ev-
ery Sunday after spring break to complete the 
magazine.

Editoral Policy:

The Walrus editorial staff reserves the right to 
edit minor errors such as gramatical and spell-
ing problems, while other submissions may be 
returned to the author for other requested cor-
rections. 
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A walk along the razor’s edge
Separates life and death.
The perpetual growth of tiny hairs,
The passage of time sheared away,
Left smooth and new.

But only for a time
Before the cycle repeats
The passage of days and years,
As we grow gray, from the inside out.

In dark epiphany
We lose our footing,
And stumble, confused
Until we fall over the edge

End it all
Blade in hand
Shearing away what’s left beyond the hairs
That they will grow no more––

As they fall into the sink,
Washed away and forgotten, 
All the little specks
Silenced by rushing water.

Mourning Shave
A Poem by Tom Bugg (12)

“Reflection,” Gouache by McLean Carrington (11)
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Words will continue to be a word,
a sound long after it has lost its meaning, 
but once it is repeated all it does is simply echo,
traveling limitlessly through space. 
It leaves an irreparable hole in language, 
carving out pockets of nothingness in its wake.
How twisted, yet poetic it is that something can simply vanish,
that a word may never be understood without the weight of its context.

Dear Paul,

      Even though you left me on the street all those years 
ago, I know that I am doing a whole lot better than you in life 
right now.
        Last week, I was sitting on the couch with my new fam-
ily, munching on homemade popcorn with my new brother, 
when a commercial break interrupted our favorite show. It 
was a newscast, breaking news, and all I read was your 
name.
     “Paul Reuben,” the reporter announced, “caught red 
handed after his fifth armed robbery, and the possible charg-
es he might face. Coming up, at nine.” 
      My new brother James leaned over the popcorn and 
whispered a question, “Isn’t that your real dad?” 
        If my brother were any younger than seven-years-old, 
I would have been greatly taken aback, but I nodded to him 
silently, without a glimpse of a familial it’s-okay smile. I was 
adopted into the family before he was born, so I took it upon 
myself, when he became old enough, to fill him in on my 
very early childhood and what horrors were waiting on my 
doorstep when I first came into the world. 
         Don’t think I don’t know what happened when I was oh 
so young, when mom left you for a life much greater than the 
one you could provide. I know that you purposefully “forgot” 
to feed me or change my diaper or even answer when I cried 
out on a daily basis, in the hopes that one day I would just 
stop, and I know that when I didn’t, you just put me in a box 
and left me on the curb with your garbage. I also know that 
you moved out of town that very same day. 
       If it weren’t for my wonderful new parents who came 
by the hospital the day I was uncovered and took me in, I 
would most likely be dead. I was very lucky, but you probably 
wouldn’t have cared anyway. 
       My parents took my brother to bed once nine o’clock 
came around, but I stayed awake, scanning the little televi-
sion screen for any scrap of the story about you. It came on 
about fifteen minutes in, and it took up the rest of the news-
cast’s time. 
          “Paul Reuben was detained early this morning after his 
fifth recorded armed robbery, his first time to be caught on 
any of those occasions. Little does the public know, but this 
same man will also be charged with child abuse and aban-
donment. Law enforcement shared with us that the man will-
fully confessed this information out of guilt, he says, and he 
doesn’t mind going to trial for it.”

         I paused the television right in that moment and called 
the police. I just thought that you should know that little de-
tail, know how angry I still am with you, even after sixteen 
years. 
       The police eventually sent over a prosecution lawyer 
to ask me if I would testify against you, and I want you to 
know that I did hesitate. I wasn’t sure what was better: testify 
against you and finally get my justice, or not testify and then 
never have to see you again. 
        I shook the lawyer’s hand and said that I would meet 
him the next day to discuss my testimony. 
         Today, seven days later, I am writing this letter to you, 
because I have no intention of speaking a word to you at the 
trial next week. Oh, and one word about that: I am not the 
forgiving type. 

Signed, 
The daughter you never even named
 

People, I guess, are much like words,
simply placeholders in the expanse of time, 
doomed to vanish into vapor, inevitably,
gone, gone, gone 
as silent brooding ravens 
careening wave-like into the desolate black. 

The Letter 
A Short Story by Sophie Schoenbrun (10)

Words 
A Poem by Bailey Roos (12)
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“Jack,” Charcoal by Ellie Eddy (12)
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rustling of the sea of sheets
calmed by the stretch of a smooth leg 
sensual sounds of the soul awakened 

time accompanies the softly nestled bodies
slipping sighing into another slumber 
eyes flutter with the colors imagined 

intertwined limbs used as angelic cushions 
blessed with comfort’s soft kisses  

falling into the depth of serenity 
love coos at the crisp breaths

touched by divinity 

simpl ic i ty ’s whisper
A Poem by Rose Wallace (12)

“Windshield,” Digital Photo by Ellie Eddy (12)

Ever since you came into my life 
All the music that I seem to write 
Is a little off beat
A little off key 
But what I’m hearing sounds alright

I unplugged my phone the other day 
Just to see if you’d wonder if I was okay 
When you tried to call me 
And my line couldn’t be reached
But I got my hopes up way too high 

Just wrote an album 
Called heart broken 
It’s a little sadder 
Than what I intended 
Every lyric every line 
Is about how sad I am 
And how you’re not mine 

I decide to write you a letter 
I’ve never written anything better 
Perfect vocabulary 
Beautiful wording 
So I decided to burn it in my shower 

I think I’m done with love 
Of it I think I have had enough 
It just makes me ill 
Pain is all I feel
And nothing good will come of it 

Just wrote an album 
Called heart broken 
It’s a little sadder 
Than what I intended 
Every lyric every line 
Is about how sad I am 
And how you’re not mine

Just wrote an album 
Called heart broken 
It’s a little sadder 
Than what I intended 
Every lyric every line 
Every song on each side
Is about how sad I am 
About how you’re not mine
About how I look glad 
But I’m living a lie 
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A Lul l in Time
A Poem by Mary Barnett (10)

The air is still
We are quiet
It is raining
Memories from yesterday
Float around our heads like par-
ticles of dust
Illuminated by the light that the 
new day brings
Then I realize that it is not raining
That it never was
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Burning trees,
Dirty seas, 
And toxic breeze

People wheeze,
Have disease 
And hunger, geez

Tortured peas,
Rotten cheese,
And no one sees

Hopeless pleas,
Ruthless tease, 
And the strong seize

Massive flees,
Vexing fees,
And none at ease

Packed cities
Buzz like bees
And never freeze

On our knees, 
Pain won’t cease, 
O help us, please?

     My mommy makes pumpkin bread each night before Thanks-
giving; thick orange scraps fill the trashcans, and seeds fill the 
pans on the stove. A mix of nutmeg and cinnamon twirl around 
the house till it creeps through the cracks of my door, waking 
me from my deep sleep. I slowly open my eyes and – bang! 
– shut them immediately. I pull the covers over my head, and 
squeeze the torso of my pink stuffed animal; I am convinced it 
will keep me safe as I peek. So I do. I peek to see if the mon-
sters are once again in my presence. Positive. 
     All I can hear is yelling, each syllable making me cringe on 
the inside. Frightened, I tiptoe through the darkness till I reach 
the sanctuary of my sister’s room. I quietly open the door – 
sqeaaaak – my sister turns restlessly in her bed. I stand, lean-
ing against the wall, my head resting on its corner.
     “What are you doing, Ali? It’s late.” She nuzzles her face into 
the pillow.
     “They’re doing it again.” I walk to her nightstand and turn 
the small light on; it projects a teal gleam throughout the room. 
     “Well, it’s late— just go back to sleep. They’ll stop.” 
     “No, I can’t sleep.  Please get up, Claire,” my innocent plea 
echoes faintly through her room. 
     Claire adjusts herself and walks over to the door. She glances 
towards the staircase, whispering “the path is clear,” motioning 
for my presence. We act like spies creeping through the dark-
ness, walking towards the downstairs light. I clench my stuffed 
animal as if it is my shield that will guard me from the terror of 
the conversation. We lay down on our bellies, arms crossed, 
peering down the stairs to the kitchen. 
     “If we go down, maybe we can help.”
     “That’s not a good idea.”
     “Oh, I want to help though,” I bury the stuffed animal in the 
soft embrace between my chin and my arms; it’s my turn to be 
the protector. “Now, we wait. It will start again.” We wait. 
     Here it comes…
     “I get home late because I actually have to provide for this 
family.”

     “Are you saying I don’t?
     “Staying at home doesn’t make an income. Think about it.”
     I turn to Claire, “We have to stop them.”
     “Ali we can’t; they think we’re sleeping.”
     “But it scares me. How can I sleep with that noise?” We take 
a moment to listen in. 
     “Being a mother is a job – raising our children is a job.”
     “You always say that, but I slave away at work. I have been 
leading my company into success while you’ve been leading 
this family into ruin.” 
     Murmurs and more murmurs, but I can’t discern what they 
are saying, then— “Yet, for some reason, it’s half past nine 
when you get home. I know you finish work at four o’clock ev-
eryday… I talk to your secretary.”
     “Wha… why are you butting into my work life? That has noth-
ing to do with you.”
     “Because I am your wife, but it sure as hell hasn’t felt like it 
lately.”
Silence creeps up the staircase, but only for a moment. 
     Pans encounter the harsh grasp of my dad’s hand; I can 
hear them clatter against the surface of the counter – bang! The 
pans slam against each other, then crash into the floor. Images 
of sparks smashing against the tile fill the darkness of my mind. 
     My dad gets mad sometimes, and it’s scary. “I don’t un-
derstand why; I thought he loved mommy,” I whisper under my 
breath. I can’t understand part of what they are saying but I hear 
fury, like the villains in my storybooks, going after each other as 
if for a prize. 
     “Come on, why aren’t you taking this seriously?” I can hear 
a soft ache within my mother’s quivering voice. 
 Silence returns.  I stand up and place my hand out, 
asking for Claire’s. Each word is a blow, the yelling has force, it 
pushes me and holds me back. But we don’t stop. I can almost 
envision capes blowing off the contour of our backs. Down each 
step we go, one by one, until pumpkin bread is the only sweet 
thing lingering. 
  

Perennial Monsters
A Short Story by Elizabeth Anne Casillas (12)
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“Boy,” Digital Photograph by Sophia Allen (11)

“Fire,” Digital Photograph by Avery Travis (12)
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I  Juiced to Feel Foreign

     It was August. Mr. Duncan, the second grade teach-
er, attempted to assuage the first-day-of-school tension 
by prompting the students to share their favorite food or 
drink. Pizza! Icecream! Sprite! Skittles! Cheetos! When 
it came time to share my answer, I tentatively said, “lulo 
juice.” Immediately, everyone’s face wrinkled up––as 
if each visage wore the skin of a slug who has been 
sprinkled with salt. To quell the confusion, I explained 
that lulos are a sour orange fruit found in Colombia. I 
admit, my description was vague, but I felt like a for-
eigner nonetheless. Did lulos only exist in Colombia? 
     Undeniably, tropical fruit juice is a staple of the quint-
essential Colombian meal. “Exotic” fruits like soursop, 
pineapple guava, passionfruit, and cape gooseberry 
are conventional in Colombia: they flourish in people’s 
gardens and regularly fill the supermarkets with vibrant 
colors and textures. At age seven, I was oblivious to 
the fact that tropical fruit juices are rare in Texas and 
that several of my favorite fruits are only found in Cen-
tral and South America. Naturally, the lulo juice that is 
only commonplace in South America resembled a for-
eign oddity to my second grade class.  
     Inversely, during my summers in Colombia, my 
cousins would beg me to recite some phrases in Eng-
lish, fascinated by a language that I use ordinarily. I 
realized that the quotidian aspects of Colombia be-
came anomalies in the United States, and vice versa. 
That which is mundane and overlooked in one culture 

can potentially resemble a precious gem in another. I 
believe the various facets of culture––language, litera-
ture, music, food, and art––make life substantial be-
cause they provide people with an inexhaustible fount 
of novelties. Being bilingual has copious benefits; it al-
lows me to communicate with double the amount of 
people in a city like San Antonio, which harbors a wide-
spread Hispanic community. I also have the opportu-
nity to explore even more cultures through my friends 
from Spain, Guatemala, Argentina, México, Venezu-
ela, Puerto Rico and Ecuador. 
     A meaningful life is contingent upon an apprecia-
tion for culture and everything in its wake. My birth as 
a first generation American who frequents Colombia 
endowed me with two different, yet inextricably related 
suits: one for the English-speaking apple pie fanatic 
and one for the Spanish-speaking fútbol enthusiast. I 
used to feel the responsibility to change suits depend-
ing on my environment; however, this frequent oscil-
lation between my two selves chafed my personality 
and consumed my energy. I decided to cut out pieces 
from both suits to make one that is compatible with 
any environment, and now, this hybrid suit composed 
of American and Colombian fabrics is an integral part 
of the Gabriella that others see. Lulos are rare here, 
my ability to speak English is rare there; thus, differ-
ent sections of my bi-blend suit become eye-catching 
depending on the cultural light cast upon it. 
 

A Personal Narrative by Gabby Feuillet (12)

“ T h a t  w h i c h  i s  m u n d a n e  a n d  o v e r l o o ke d  i n  o n e 
c u l t u r e  c a n  p o t e n t i a l l y  r e s e m b l e  a  p r e c i o u s  g e m  i n 

a n o t h e r. ”
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Wouldn’t it be easier if the devil was red?
And he popped up in violent hues against a metropolitan 
      skyline 
And he wreaked havoc and kicked cats 
And we would all know him because he was red 
And we would all scream at his redness 
And wouldn’t it be easier if angels were white?
And they could be the perfect sacrificial lamb 
And they could be pure 
And they could be as innocent as a newborn 
And we would all know they were good 
And wouldn’t it be easier if this was just 
   a comic book adventure?
And the villains and victims could be identified by 
   the shadows around them 
And justice was simple 
And everything was black and white
Wouldn’t it be easier if it was all one person’s fault?

The Devi l Is Real !
A Poem by Anne Rubsamen (9)

“Natural Beauty At Its Finest,” Digital Photograph by Marian Hill (12)

     The air felt stiflingly dense as I pleaded to be excused 
from the table, sassily claiming to be devoid of an appetite. 
Feeling nauseated, I dragged myself to bed with the expec-
tation that the remedial powers of sleep would cure what I 
believed to be a stomachache. The knots within me felt deftly 
entwined with the tissues of my lower abdomen, untamed by 
Pepto Bismol. After a typically-adolescent long night’s sleep, 
I woke up in horror to encounter myself suspended in the 
unwarranted, tumultuous waves of the Red Sea. 
     Cue the dry-heaving. My shortness of breath intensified 
as I examined the washed up remnants of the scarlet waves 
on the bed sheets. Oh no! I quickly comprehended the pre-
cursory cramps, and that the advent of womanhood had 
been delivered during my unsuspecting REM cycles. Over-
whelmed by confusion and completely taken by surprise, I 
went into panic mode and resorted to burying myself in thick, 
resentful layers of anger. I felt wronged by nature. Dramati-
cally looking up at the ceiling with my fists tightly clenched, I 
wondered, Why do I have to be burdened with this emotion-
ally and physically tolling tsunami every month from now on? 
     Psychologically mauled by the temperamental currents, I 
felt compelled to blame my mom due to an illogical sense of 
betrayal. A childish angst in regards to bodily change filled 
me with a hostile disgust toward my body. I fervently resisted 
the idea of going through puberty because I experienced se-
vere discomfort in a body that felt progressively alien to me. 
Admittedly, I needed a steady stream of motherly consola-
tion, and a thorough tear duct cleansing in order to accept the 
fact that the changes in my body were normal and healthy. 
From then on, I shed my odium toward my mom, realizing 
that we were more alike than I thought. The rift between us 

Navigat ing the Red Sea 
A Personal Essay by Gabby Feuillet (12)

But the world is not simple 
And the devil isn’t red 
And angels aren’t real because in the grey cosmos everyone   
     is guilty and the story is always more complex 
But it’s easier if it’s simple 
So we make it simple 
And we paint the devil red 
And bleach the angels white, scrubbing to erase their sins 
So we won’t have to face the messy subject of empathy,
Forgetting that the complexity of humans makes us ugly 
     just as much as it makes us beautiful 
Because it’s easier for us to exist in black and white 
Because we want to be sedated 
Because it’s scary not to pretend 
Because it’s easier to point a shaking finger and 
     give away the guilt 
Because we are cowards 
And because we never change 

diminished once I accepted that she had been through the 
same transformation and that my body was simply preparing 
me to have maternal abilities. My mother and I have been 
more on par since then because our conversations feel mu-
tual, now that I meet more of the qualifications of an adult. 
     As I grappled with my body’s metamorphosis, I submis-
sively began my transition into adulthood, or more specifi-
cally, womanhood. After having plunged––involuntarily––
into the tempest within my body, I became more aware of 
the importance of personal hygiene, thereby becoming more 
responsible for my own health. I believe that autonomy in 
adulthood requires having the ability to take good care of 
my body and its needs. My monthly trips to the Red Sea 
have empirically brought back the same souvenir: maturity. 
I am no longer repulsed by my body because there is no 
reason for its nature to be “gross.” Eventually, I regarded my 
growth as a venerable process rather than a disgusting one, 
awestruck by the complexity of the chemical reactions that 
mechanically orchestrated my development. 
     The Red Sea gouged my perception in a permanent way: 
my literal and figurative growth would have been stifled had it 
not been for the bodily changes I experienced. Even though 
change can be uncomfortable, it is the vessel of progress, 
an essential part of any evolution. It is imperative for me to 
be receptive to the internal and external changes in my life 
because they represent an opportunity to grow as a human. 
Resisting bodily change, like aging, is as futile and as ret-
rograde as being a closed-minded person who resists new 
ideas because change is inevitable and progress is always 
a dynamic process.  

“ E v e n t u a l l y,  I  r e g a r d e d  m y  g r o w t h  a s  a  v e n e r a b l e  p r o c e s s  r a t h e r 

t h a n  a  d i s g u s t i n g  o n e ,  a w e s t r u c k  b y  t h e  c o m p l e x i t y  o f  t h e  c h e m i c a l 

r e a c t i o n s  t h a t  m e c h a n i c a l l y  o r c h e s t r a t e d  m y  d e v e l o p m e n t . ”
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A god whose teeth are browned
and crooked
yet greets the world
with a smile.

A man whose mirror must be 
covered in dust,
whose skin should be sensitive,
but too calloused to care.

A god locked in by time,
his friends and lovers 
on the other side of that door.
     Alone.
But full of life and joy.

A man who unlocks the
gateways to Asclepius
so the decrepit can freely pass.

A man who opens doors
    for a living,
      but for the dead as well.
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“Rings,” Digital Photograph by Margaret Schupbach (11)

I walk these empty streets, wondering where the stars are hiding
The gate of the city is open, letting anyone in
Time gave me a ticket out, and I am bluffing

It passed me by everyday, not really caring
But then, do you see? Clouds roll up; covering the light within

I tried to walk these empty streets, wondering where the stars are hiding

But we sit in the old house (pity) we are waiting
To grow old by thinking young again 

Asking Time to give me a ticket out, but I’m bluffing

We drew lines in the earth that struck like lightning 
They were tested, erased, blurred. Where have they been?

We walk these empty streets, wondering where the stars were hiding

We lost ourselves without even trying
By seeing through jeweled eyes and begin

To never want Time to give a ticket out. I cannot be bluffing

The gate of the city is behind us, lingering 
And we are the only ones who could have used the key, 

Time gave me a ticket out and I am bluffing
I walked these empty streets, wondering where the stars are hiding

Time to Leave and Wonder Why
A Poem by Andrea Sala (12)
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“Internal Decay,” Acrylic by Alicia Amberson (12)

     En s’approchant de la citadelle de la Montagne Noire, le 
voyageur—mouillé, frissonnant, les yeux rougis de fatigue—
est très content d’être accueilli par les murs solides qui se 
serrent au rocher en lui donnant l’accolade.
     Non, le voyage n’est pas agréable pour atteindre cette 
montagne. Sur la baie qui va jusqu’à l’horizon en toutes di-
rections, aux heures inconnues et incomprises des hommes, 
les goélands se transforment en gouttes de pluie, et fondent 
vers le voyageur avec leurs serres fluides et tranchantes. 
Quant aux vagues des marées, dans leur folie mousseuse 
elles déferlent sur le sable en prenant la forme de chevaux, 
qui s’ébrouent et écrasent tout sous leurs sabots flous. 
     Mais si, par chance, le voyageur arrive sans avoir rencon-
tré ces gardiens jaloux de la montagne, l’accès aux rues au 
pavé brillant lui est accordé, et il suit leurs spirales concen-
triques jusqu’en haut de la montagne, où il s’arrête au pied 
de la grande abbaye…
     Certains disent que l’abbaye est maudite, qu’à partir de 
l’instant où on y entre on ne trouvera plus de satisfaction 
dans le monde qui flotte en-dessous, stagnant, enfiévré, et 
bassement éphémère. Car des secrets divins, chuchotés 
dans les halles exquises de l’abbaye, sont portés par la 
brise tremblante, et amènent une douce folie à ceux qui les 
écoutent.

Translation:  “Cities and Secrets”
     Approaching the citadel of the Black Mountain, the trav-
eler—sodden, shivering, red-eyed with fatigue—is all too 
content to be welcomed into the thick stone walls embracing 
the mountain’s base. 
     No, the voyage is not a pleasant one if you desire to reach 
this mountain. In the sandy bay that stretches for miles in 
all directions, at hours unknown and mysterious to men, the 
seabirds transform themselves into raindrops which swoop 
towards the travelers with their fluid and cutting talons. The 
tides roll into themselves in a frothy madness, taking the 
shape of horses whose blurry hooves crush everything in 
their path.
     But if by luck a traveler arrives without having encountered 
these jealous guardians of the mountain, he is granted ac-
cess to streets of glowing pave-stones and he follows their 
concentric spirals up and up the mountain until he stops at 
the foot of the Abbey…
     Some say that the Abbey is cursed, that once a man has 
entered he will find no more satisfaction in the world floating 
down below, stagnant, feverish, and despicably ephemeral. 
Divine secrets, whispered in the exquisite halls of the Abbey, 
are carried by the trembling breeze and bring a sweet mad-
ness to those who listen.

Vi l les et Secrets
A Personal Narrative in French with the Translation by Natalie Curran (12)

“ N o n ,  l e  vo y a g e  n ’ e s t  p a s  a g r é a b l e  p o u r  a t t e i n d r e 
c e t t e  m o n t a g n e . . . ”
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She shimmers on the shelf—
A deity to worship.
 
A model of perfection, 
Alluringly glossy.

She compels me to turn away
From breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

Turning girls
Into dolls. 

Beaming sexuality 
As power. 

The opposite 
of reality.

And still, 
Girls continue to transform into
Plastic.

“She’s a feminist,” he whispers during Financial Algebra, as 
I sit back down in my seat. The boys that surround me scoff. 
He looks at me as if I am some plague, avoiding my eyes, 
while the girls sit enraged, hurt, deflated. 

The nature of my school is competitive, and the environ-
ment is heavy so that pressure weighs down on me at every 
move. Because of this, I felt I have had to prove something 
for most of my life, but I am never able to stand strong.  

As the boys scoff, I think back to when we learned about 
credit cards, the care of budgeting, and other financial ex-
penses we must know. Even then, the boys mocked, “Never 
give a girl a credit card.”

I am a naturally small girl. I’m short for my age, and while I 
am 17, many assume I am no older than 13. A lot of the time, 

Unafraid 
A Short Narrative by Cita Atwell (12)
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I feel insignificant, possibly due to the towering superiority of 
my tall classmates. For a really long time, I was not myself. 
I did not stand up for myself or for others, doubting my sig-
nificance. 

Girls turn their heads, many laugh. The boys are giggling, 
then my eyes connect, a glaring contest begins. My words 
launch out of my mouth, whizzing across the room. The word 
“Stop” flies like a bomb, smacking the instigator with force. 
My voice penetrates all, ending this insult. 

In my culture, I occasionally feel unequal. The boys in my 
grade often deflate girls; for boys, unfortunately, are a driving 
force in many lives of teenage girls. Boys tend to dominate 
conversations, get away with things, and regretfully, I did at 
one point feel as if they too held a charm over me that could 
not be broken. 

The impact of my words thrust him back into his chair, sinking 
down into his seat. He’s shocked, red-faced, and ashamed. 
The classroom is silent, but the negativity in the air has scat-
tered. This competition must come to an end. 

By standing up for teenage girls my age, which regretfully 
doesn’t happen too often, I am stronger. Having been in a 
place before that was a cycle of negative comments on girls, 
I feel like it is my duty to defend anyone or any comment that 
stands in the way of this flourishing because, many times, 
it feels as if boys prevail in all. I will no longer accept this 
feeling. 

The boy apologizes to me; it was just a joke, he claims. We 
get along, we move on. He treats me with respect. He treats 
me as an equal. 

After standing up against this boy, I am unafraid. No longer 
will he look at me and think it is okay to say negative com-
ments to me merely because I am a girl. I fought against 
him. And with his personal apology by my side, I am proud 
to say that I succeeded. It may seem small, this task of retor-
sion, but it is the strongest I have felt in days. I’m proud to 
say, I’ve majored in unafraid, and will continue. 

“ M y  w o r d s  l a u n c h  o u t  o f  m y  m o u t h ,  w h i z z i n g  a c r o s s  t h e  r o o m .  T h e 

w o r d  ‘ S t o p ’  f l i e s  l i ke  a  b o m b,  s m a c k i n g  t h e  i n s t i g a t o r  w i t h  f o r c e . 

M y  vo i c e  p e n e t r a t e s  a l l ,  e n d i n g  t h i s  i n s u l t . ”
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My day starts at 6:37. 
I can never get up promptly at 6:30.

 6:45 just seems way too late.
I guess it’s a psychological thing.

 So 6:37, is my time. 
I slump out of bed, like most 17-year-olds, mope for a solid 4 minutes

thinking (the damn alarm clock shattered my summer dreams 
forced me begrudgingly into reality) 

Waking, a journey through time, as if being pushed through a tesseract, 
mind seeming to wake with a snap—

body lagging slowly behind, still lost in its viscous sleepy world. But time rears its ugly head 
and shoves all, unprepared into the cold, concrete world. Ugh! 

(to stay curled up in my double-stuffed duvet cocoon, warm and safe, just letting my body melt 
into the cushioned embrace…)

You see, that’s the thing about time:
 There is no pausing it,
 no fast-forwarding it, 

just accepting it. 
No one gets to choose when the clock strikes.

No one gets to choose how quickly or slowly the time passes.
Time is just there— 

arbitrarily so, but there nonetheless.
I can let my 6:37 be the painful rush into the harsh world, 

or I can see it as a privilege. 
Each 6:37 gives me a new opportunity 

a chance 
to make each successive 6:38, 6:39 and so on, better than the last.

Time
A Poem by Bailey Roos (12)
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Is it true that to be
out of sight
is out of mind?

Do you remember the day when I was flown away from hilly plains
of cedar and asphalt and dust—
A land where the sun makes its ardor known by tinting red our collarbones, cheeks, and nose-tips; 
Where through late afternoon the bugs singing in trees echo the passionate thrums of mariachis;
Where for a lifetime I lived with my family on that wide tree-lined street and the sky lived above our stucco walls.
Goodbye to the cedars, the stucco, and the sun (for in my new home it is a tired and prudish old sun who hides 
himself behind thick drapes of cloud-wool).
Do you remember them, the good-byes I never thought I’d have to make
when I was a little girl skipping rope in the backyard or sulking in my room—
The good-byes I didn’t want to make when I moved into my own bedroom at ten years old—
But now they have become as unavoidable as an earthquake 
and just as sublimely terrifying:
I repeated to myself feverishly, 
“This is the last time you will hug your family for nine months.” 
Nine months. Time enough for a baby to grow
From a clump of cells
To a screaming peach-fleshed child;
Time enough, too, to
Forget.
Out of sight, out of mind.
Do you believe it?

Separat ion 
A Poem by Natalie Curran (12)
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Luncht ime Beat
A Poem by Tom Bugg (12)

“Dead Wasp,” Acrylic by Ellie Eddy (12)

There was that old cafe
of cloudless day sunshine flows
past the sway of the alleyway 

where bougainvillea grows
a sweet smell the nose knows

A place for lunchtime beats to beat time
in the heat on the street
but inside the old cafe

where the summer sun shows
through the cooling glass windows

and the door whooshes slow
slowing going letting off steam

the friction of movement inside tied 
to the mainspring

of a self winding world 
moving at double

where the voices froth and bubble 
and spill 

over the side in shrieks of laughter
over the static chatter of pleasant small talk
the clink rink of drinks in saucers on tables 

picked up put down sipped and gulped and jostled 
in the background

A chair moooaaaans deep against the wood floor 
in protest of a leisurely man refilling his coffee

gurgling and hissing into his cup 
before it clinks back onto the table top

that echoes drops 
of clanging silverware through the air

the voices as they jumble mumble from all around
but at peace when the sounds combine

into a scene of vibrance at lunchtime

But up the stairs, oh up the stairs, where solitude hides
past every cree-eek and weep of the weak weekend stairs
worn by the constant clop hop of boot heels that don’t heal

and tap of toes towing toward

Up the stairs where solitude hides
and gazes from above the railing high
where the voices below are muffled by
the distance when looking down upon

another level of gravity, but the place to be
is upstairs to watch and sit and drink

and my coffee cup as it clink rinks
on table on ledge unable on edge

to stay still 
when my hands

grab eagerly
and sip and clink and think and drink
and sit and stare and listen and dare

to be–

Upstairs where solitude hides
and reveals itself in the moments of peace

when the summer sun flows
through the cooling glass windows

and the door whooshes low 
and bellows 

of those still below
fade and calm

over the clink chink 
of an empty cup

on the brink
to be filled up

“Self-Portrait,” Acrylic by Tim Taylor (11)



The Walrus  29 28 How Wide I t Was, How Deep I t Was

“A
rm

ed
,” 

D
ig

ita
l P

ho
to

gr
ap

h 
by

 M
ar

ia
n 

H
ill

 (1
2)

The haiku challenge
Presented by my father

Is quite difficult.

For you see, I must
At some point in this poem

Mention certain words.

These special words are
“Artichoke” and “ugly fruit”

It’s pretty hard, right?

 I guess I should start:
“The artichoke is quite nice

But it is ugly”

Almost, but I need
To add a “fruit” in there someplace

After the “ugly”

I will try again:
“Ugly fruit does not compare

At all to arti-”

Darn; it will not fit
I guess I’ll remove a word

Ok, here it goes:

“Awful ugly fruit
Pales in comparison

To this artichoke”

At last! I did it
I feel now as if I have

Accomplished so much.

Haiku Chal lenge 
A Poem by Cole Patterson (12)
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    Never before had those 4-foot bars held more intrigue, 
more challenge, than when Lily Lucas decided to swing her-
self through a gap and pull herself topside.  Lily sat giggling 
atop her glistening throne, surround by the brave few who 
had survived the challenge.  For weeks I  had watched the 
other children perch atop the monkey bars, their bruised 
knees swinging in the breeze, their calloused fingers grip-
ping tightly onto the slats.
     The following day, I returned to the playground.  “I bet you 
can’t do it!”, Lily chortled.  Her cheeks were rosy from exhila-
ration, and her laugh was high pitched and bubbly, horren-
dously sweet and somehow antagonizing. She sat precari-
ously on the edge of the monkey bars, propped up like a doll 
on a shelf.  When a boy passed, she’d wave a petite hand or 
pull herself through a gap in the bars, letting herself dangle 
as her hair swayed beneath her. Some waved back while 
others climbed up to meet her.
     Lily was so popular it seemed as if she had some sort 
of magnetism, a field of positivity and warmth.  The entire 

kindergarten hung on her every word like she was the mes-
siah.  I liked the way people looked at her, their eyes wide 
with wonder and admiration. She was popular; she was ev-
erything I was not.
     I watched her swing across the bars and hook her knees 
right above her head. Once she had triumphantly pulled 
herself up, I desperately tried to emulate her success. She 
looked at me with concern, brushing a stray hair back into 
place, and pinning it with a pink barrette.  She couldn’t ex-
plain quite how she’d gotten up there, but consoled me that 
it was quite easy.  However, I knew it required far more effort 
and skill than met the eye, judging by the strained looks on 
all of her companion’s faces. I asked her why she’d even 
thought to climb up there in the first place, but she just gig-
gled distractedly.
     I gripped the first bar, letting my chubby legs oscillate for 
a moment, a plan forming in my mind.  As my arms strained 
under my own weight, I swung quickly to the center of the 

monkey bars.  Using the momentum of my swing, I thrust my 
legs skyward and curled my knees over one of the rungs. I 
hung sloth-like, my hands clasped around one rung, my legs 
drooped over another. But when I moved to pull myself aloft, 
my fingers lost their grip and I plummeted towards the earth.  
In pure panic, I flipped my body midair, which only served to 
land me face-first in the wood chips. They tasted like wet dirt, 
old pine, and defeat.
     The next morning, I found a pink barrette shaped like a 
butterfly hidden in my bathroom drawer.  I combed my di-
sheveled hair into Lily’s customary hairstyle, a neat pony-
tail that draped over her shoulder, and placed the barrette 
above my right ear.  I boarded the school bus, extremely 
conscious of the glittering pin in my hair, and looked to see 
if anyone would notice.  Despite 
my best efforts to shove the new 
accessory into their field of view, 
no one seemed to even glance 
my way.
     I returned home that night 
determined to find an outfit that 
would lead to my success. In an 
effort to emulate Lily, I chose a 
pink skirt and T-shirt.  To me, it 
seemed as if the key to success 
was dressing the part.  Upon 
arriving at the playground the next day, I felt unstoppable.  
However, as I attempted to pull myself on top of the bars, 
the skirt, which I had hoped would bring me luck, flipped 
over my head.  Dangling precariously above the wood chips, 
skirt upturned, I heard the first shouts and snickers.  By the 
time I had disentangled myself from the monkey bars, it was 
far too late.  People pointed and laughed as I walked to the 
edge of the playground, ashamed.  Even with my Lily-esque 
outfit, I had still failed.
     But loneliness and obduracy drove me to try again and 

again.  Skinned knees, exposed legs, blistered palms, and 
bruises were my tribute, a small price to pay for acceptance.  
I would settle my dues in stumbles and falls.  I observed 
my classmates scramble up and down the metal edifice 
with ease, wondering how they did it.  After some time, a 
teacher asked me why I wasn’t playing with the other kids, 
concerned by my elective solitude.  
     I approached the bars once more to study them close-
ly.  My arms could span three gaps in the bars, while the 
other kids skillfully reached four.  Taking this handicap into 
account, I reached for the second bar, swung towards the 
middle, and kicked my legs high. Using my heels, I pulled 
my knees into position.  I released my grip and hung upside 
down for a brief instant.  Next, I grabbed the bar closest to 

my knees. From there, I 
pulled myself through the 
gap in bars triumphantly. 
I scanned the playground 
for a friendly face, an 
awestruck onlooker. No 
one so much as glanced 
in my direction.  I looked 
to my right where I ex-
pected to see Lily and 
her companions but was 
instead faced with an 

empty row of metal bars.
    A high-pitched voice squealed in the distance.  Nearly 50 
feet away, Lily stood atop the slide, waving excitedly.  The 
entire kindergarten class, gazing up at her in awe, was gath-
ered at the base of the slide. From my perch on the monkey 
bars, I watched them clamber over each like tiny ants on 
an anthill. If I’d had a magnifying glass I might have aimed 
it towards them, letting the sun form a pinpoint of white-hot 
heat, to see if they’d burn like the ants on the sidewalk. But I 
could only sit and watch. 
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Woodchips 
A Personal Essay by Nicci Mattey (10)

“ S k i n n e d  k n e e s ,  e x p o s e d 
l e g s ,  b l i s t e r e d  p a l m s ,  a n d 
b r u i s e s  w e r e  m y  t r i b u t e , 
a  s m a l l  p r i c e  t o  p ay  f o r      

a c c e p t a n c e ”
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The Drawbacks of Lorax

“Ossa Et Mors Renatus,” Gouache by Elizabeth Smith (10)

When I wrote the Lorax, what a marvelous day,
You’d think its popularity would make me hooray!
I danced, and I shouted, a true revelrie,
until I discovered what you bastards interpreted it to be.
I said none of my works have ulterior meaning,
but, truly, why’d no one suspect my deceiving? 
“OF COURSE THEY HAVE MORALS,” I bellowed and brayed
But by then, it was merely just turning in my grave
Stop deforestation, and racists and commies
I don’t care about lil’ kiddies love for their mommies
I’m sorry I’m yelling, I’ll lower my voice,
by the way, I wanted it pronounced Soice.

Seuss’ McGroose: 
A Poem by Marshall Webb (12)
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     “I want a divorce.”
     “Helen, you’ve been saying that since 2005.”
     “I mean it this time.”
     “You said that last time. And the time before that.”
     Helen looked down at her latte as she stirred. The murky 
liquid stared back. She had dumped over three packets of 
sugar into it and what seemed like a gallon of cream, but 
the coffee remained bitter as ever. Helen however resolutely 
continued to stir and stir in an effort to make it sweet. She 
glared angrily at her husband. 
     “Who are you to say I won’t do it? I will!” she growled.
     “How’s the coffee?” replied the man.
     “Craig! Don’t change the subject.”
     “My tea is lovely.”
     “Craig!”
     He took a sip. “Mmm. Excellent. Reminds me of Cape 
Town.”
     In response, Helen grabbed her cup and threw its con-
tents onto her husband. He gave a yelp and scrambled away 
as the hot liquid splashed against his shirt, suit, and a good 
portion of his pants. He hurriedly dabbed at the dark stains 
decorating his torso.
     “Dammit! What was that for?” he yelled.
     Helen gave a hostile smile. “Well, dear, I just wanted to 
help remind you of Cape Town. It was hot that summer, don’t 
you remember?”
     “This is a brand-new suit!” He grabbed more napkins from 
a nearby table, to the displeasure of the elderly couple sitting 
there. More of the coffee spattered onto the ground below, 
seeping in between the cracks in the cobblestone. “I literally 
bought this yesterday!” he grumbled. 
     Helen cackled. 
     “What is wrong with you?” Craig demanded.
     “What’s wrong with you!”
     “What’s that supposed to mean?”
     “What do you mean, what’s that supposed to mean? You 
know exactly what’s wrong!” Helen screamed with fury.
     “No, really, I don’t, Helen,” shouted Craig. “Because it’s al-
ways something new. There’s always some new thing you’re 
angry with me about. What is it this time? Did I walk too 
much on your carpet? Did I chew a bit too loudly at dinner? 

Did I put your pills in the wrong drawer? Did I fail to cater to 
your every stupid, simple whim?”
     “This is exactly the problem! You don’t even know what’s 
wrong!”
     “Well how is it my fault that I don’t know what’s wrong if 
you won’t even tell me what’s wrong?!”
     “You should know! You did it!”
     “Helen, I swear, I-”
     Craig was cut off by angry chatter from the waiter inside 
the portico of the cafe, warning them to keep it down. The 
other restaurant patrons mimicked the waiter’s notice, either 
scowling at the couple or displaying discomfort. The pair qui-
etly slid back into their seats. 
     Craig cleared his throat. Helen readjusted her sun hat. 
Craig gulped at his tea. Helen reapplied her faded red lip-
stick. A pigeon flapped past their table, diving to catch a 
piece of scone. Craig waved it away. The fountain in the 
center of the plaza gurgled. Other customers chatted politely 
about the weather in Italian. The couple sat in silence.
     “This is about Montecarlo, isn’t it?” Craig sighed, weakly 
tossing his crumpled napkin onto the table.
     Helen pursed her lips. 
     “I thought we had moved past that.”
     “You had moved past it,” whispered Helen into her cup. 
     “I thought you had too.”
     “Well, I haven’t.”
   “Well, what want me to do about it?” Craig said tired-
ly.         
     “That was a year ago, Helen. I’ve told you I’m sorry a 
thousand times. Do you want me to say it again?” 
     Silence.
     “Ok, then. I’m sorry. You happy?”
     Helen stared at the iron table. The only audible sounds 
were the hushed conversations surrounding the pair. 
     “Well, if not, then what?” commanded Craig, scrubbing at 
his pants. Helen didn’t answer.
     Craig groaned with exasperation. He picked up his tea 
and drained it. Helen twirled her spoon around in the now 
empty cup. He picked up another napkin, wiping at the cool-
ing blotches in vain. She took a deep breath.
      “I want a divorce.”

Lunch in Verona
A Short Story by Cole Patterson (12)

“ C r a i g  w a s  c u t  o f f  b y  a n g r y  c h a t t e r  f r o m  t h e  w a i t e r 
i n s i d e  t h e  p o r t i c o  o f  t h e  c a f e ,  w a r n i n g  t h e m  t o  ke e p 
i t  d o w n . ”

“Venice Landscape,” Cardboard & Paper by Ali Tolin (12)
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EXT. PARKED CAR - EVENING
The flash of a gym bag bouncing on the back of a running boy.
A car with headlights blazing. A girl yelling. Her pulling on
his neck. A car door opening violently. A blurry boy falling
backwards, hitting the ground. His slow and painful
breathing. Other sounds fade away.
     CUT TO HEAVIER
      PANTING.

EXT. SOCCER GAME - NIGHT
A young man CALEB, muscular and athletic, is dribbling the
ball down the field. He looks up, sweat dripping down his
face, and passes the ball. There is a blur of colors and
sound as the game progresses, with Caleb in the heat of the
action. The crowd is alive with screaming girls, one of which
is holding a hand-made sign supporting Caleb’s number. A
young and preppy girl HANNAH is radiating pride, cheering and
waving her sign in the air. The ball rips the back of the net
and the players celebrate. A girl turns from the row in front
of Hannah.

GIRL: Nice!

HANNAH: I know right! He’s so good!

She could not be more proud to have a sign with the star’s
number at that moment. Cut from the sound of the ball hitting
the player’s foot during a kick.

INT. LOCKER ROOM - NIGHT
The sound of men showering and lockers slamming is audible
over a conversation between two players in the corner of the
room.

JAKE: You coming?

CALEB: Nah man, I said I’d take Hannah to
dinner.

JAKE: You’re missing out-best burgers in
Texas!

Caleb grins, trying to hide his regret for not being able to
go. He puts on a casual blazer and takes a moment to breathe,
then slams his locker shut.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT
The game has finished and the fans are getting into their
cars. An attractive girl with heavy makeup turns from a group
of similar-looking girls and smiles when she sees her
boyfriend walking towards her. She waves her sign at him then
puts it down as they hug. A fellow player comes up to Caleb
but he has a hard time with their handshake because Hannah
won’t let go of his arm. Just as Hannah tries to speak with
him, another girl steps out of the crowd.

GIRL: Hey Caleb, great job!

Caleb isn’t able to respond fully and only manages to smile,
since Hannah is tugging on his arm incessantly. Caleb turns
to her.

CALEB: Yeah?

HANNAH: Where are we eating?

CALEB: I mean, wherever you want.

THEY KISS.

INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT
A group of friends are enjoying an evening out at the movies.

Caleb, his arm around Hannah, is slumped in his chair with
his phone and keys on the armrest. His phone buzzes.

ASHLEY (TEXT): Hey :)

Caleb looks down and Hannah immediately leans over to read
the message. They both move so quickly that they bonk heads.

CALEB: Oh, sorry.

She sits back, rubbing her head.

HANNAH Who texted you?

CALEB: I don’t know I didn’t see.

Hannah decides to pretend she isn’t interested, watching the
film attentively and munching on her popcorn. Caleb looks
over at her and then reads the message on his phone. Hannah
sneakily glances over at him.

INT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY
Caleb is sitting alone on the bench, preparing himself for
practice. He takes off his uniform shirt and winces. Glancing
into the mirror, the faint outline of a hickie/bruise is
visible on his shoulder. Jake runs in already dressed and
flustered. Caleb turns quickly.

JAKE: Dude! I don’t wanna run if you’re
late!

He stops when he sees Caleb’s injury. Caleb notices his gaze.

CALEB: The game was pretty rough.

Jake laughs it off but Caleb looks unhappy as he quickly
dresses himself, forcing his emotions away and running out to
practice.

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - NIGHT
Caleb is walking back from practice. On his way he crosses
paths with a girl. She is laden with books in her arms on top
of her backpack, and Caleb immediately offers to carry her
books.

CALEB: Here, let me help you.

He tucks his soccer bag under his arm to make room for her
books. The girl, obviously hurt, looks at Caleb without
thanking him.

ASHLEY: Why don’t you talk to me anymore.

Caleb looks shamefully away and they continue walking.

ASHLEY (CONT’D): Is it something I did?

CALEB: No, I don’t want you to think that.

ASHLEY: Then what?

She looks close to tears.
Caleb, slightly annoyed, sighs and looks at the ground.

CALEB: Apparently you can’t just
be friends with a girl.

ASHLEY: It’s not ok for her to do
that to you!

She is interrupted by the distant sound of a car honking.

CALEB: Ashley, I gotta go.

He quickly hands her back her books and leaves her staring
after him as he runs to a car parked nearby.

EXT. PARKED CAR - EVENING
Hannah is sitting in the driver’s seat of a stalled car,
impatiently waiting for Caleb. He runs up to her and stops in
front of the open driver’s window.

CALEB: Hannah...

She won’t even listen to him. She is fuming with rage.

HANNAH: I told you not to see her!

CALEB: You don’t understand — it doesn’t
mean anything.

Hannah is spinning out of control in her rage. At his attempt
to explain himself she violently opens the car door.

HANNAH: That’s not true!

He is knocked to the ground by the impact. Her rage subsides
with the rapidity in which it came on. She looks aghast and
hurries to him as he lies on the ground catching his breath.

HANNAH (CONT’D): Oh my gosh! Are you ok?

After ensuring that he is alright she lapses into a defensive
tone.

HANNAH (CONT’D): How could you though. You know how
it makes me feel.

Caleb leans into a sitting position, caressing his throbbing
chest.

INT. CALEB’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Caleb is dressing his chest injury while sitting on the edge
of his bed. He picks up his phone and calls her.

CALEB: Hey, um... Look we need to talk.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY
A split second of the couple facing each other. Caleb
caresses her face.

INT. SCHOOL CLASSROOM - DAY
She slaps the back of his head.

HANNAH: Don’t look at her!

INT. COUCH - DAY
They kiss passionately.

INT. CALEB’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Dolly in to the bed where he is lying, trying to find the
right words to say to Hannah. He is trying to break up with
her.

INT. HANNAH’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Hannah is slumped over her bed speaking to Caleb
on the phone.

HANNAH: Caleb, what are you trying to
say...

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT
A middle-age woman is shouting. A man of the same age is
standing over her, holding her in headlock as her eyes clench
in pain. Hannah is frowning, watching her parents from behind
the door.

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - NIGHT
Caleb, sweat glistening on his face, looks dashing in his
soccer uniform. (slow motion)

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT
They couple shouts at each other and the man beats Hannah’s

mom.

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - NIGHT
Intercut hits with slow-motion soccer shots.

INT. HANNAH’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Hannah throws back her head and her smeared make-up and
glistening tears shine in the moonlight. As she grips her
cell phone in her hand the faintest outline of scars are
visible all along her wrist.

HANNAH: You know you can’t leave me.

INT. CALEB’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
He sits there, paralyzed.

HANNAH: Caleb, are you breaking up with
me?

Caleb hesitates on the verge of speaking.

CUT TO BLACK

HANNAH (V.O.): Hello?

WOMAN (V.O.): Teen dating violence hotline, how may I help you?

Time Out
A Screenplay by Alexia Salingaros (12)

The stills are taken from the film Time Out by Alexia 
Salingaros starring Drew McElvany as Caleb, Jane 
Emma Barnett as Hannah, Anne Pentland as Ashley, and 
J.P. Gibson as Jake. The film was written, directed, and 
produced by Alexia Salingaros.
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I pull the blanket under my chin
And my toes are cold

I stretch it,
tug at the ends

But no matter how hard I try,
it always falls short. 

I lay the worn fabric over my head
Shielding myself from the chilling night

But the tears are too big—
The cold bites at my cheeks

 and kisses my cracked lips anyway 

My fingertips dance across the frayed edges
Pulling helplessly

Coaxing the threads in and out of position
But nothing seems to work

The insipid air wins 
Uncaring, unaffected by my pain

Together we are broken
Stretched thin like smoke

Never enough. 

The Blanket 
A Poem by Bailey Roos (12)
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My love, you’ll find, to be not typical
As many loves in poems tend to be,
The reach of her is damn near biblical,
Her grandeur lived by all inside the key. 
This passion that I feel belongs to none
With heart encased inside a mortal frame,
To none whose fate can be just one.
No, my love belongs solely to the game. 
When boys and girls first grasp that orange sphere
Their lives are charged with hard wood floors and nets,
Sweat bleaching clothes, your muscles commandeer
Your mind, you’re free. No worry, no threats. 
The game that breathes, and moves. Alive inside
It beats pure rhyme this game, it is my guide. 

Sonnet
A Sonnet by J.T. Garcia (10)

Her eyes
Intense, captivating, engaging,
Beautiful yet full of 
Anger and anxiety eternally stuck, 
Unable to be freed.

Torn between two,
Only able to choose one
Liking me, yet adoring him.
O, Love! How I never win, 
Vivacious yet boring and 
Forgettable.

He stands out in a crowd, 
I blend into the shadows,
My words drowned out by his louder shouts,
Ripping her away from me.

Heartbreak 
A Poem by Michael Casey (10)

“Brooch,” Brass, Steel, & Copper by Mia Tolin (11)

“Seated Figure in Circle,” Ink by Elizabeth Anne Casillas (12)
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     As all competing pianists know, with any performance 
come nerves. Heart palpitations, cold hands, and the infa-
mous stomach butterflies are simply vital signs for pianists. 
If your heart flutters or you feel queasy in front of a crowd, 
congratulations: you are alive. The challenge is rejecting 
these signs of life and convincing the audience that those 
twenty minutes on stage are no big deal. Many pianists can 
successfully fool attentive eyes, but the truth always hun-
kers behind the curtains. Walk backstage before any con-
cert, angle your ear towards the hallway outside any audi-
tion room, and you will hear knuckles cracking, feet tapping, 
and nervous hums as contestants wait to be judged. 
     I am no different from the rest. Performance anxiety 
and I are well acquainted; like uncomfortable colleagues, 
he and I see one another routinely, never crave each oth-
er’s company, but learn to work together. Several times a 
month, we travel across Texas and sometimes the United 
States together to perform and compete in piano compe-
titions. He has been on the road with me for years, loyal 
in attending each of my recitals, concerts, filming sessions, 
and tournaments. However, despite my familiarity with him, 
my undesirable partner finds new ways to rattle me at every 
performance. He reminds me about the practice sessions I 
cut short, ridicules me for competing against clearly supe-
rior pianists, taunts me when I mess up, chastises me as I 
fail. You would think after a couple hundred performances I 
could ignore him or at least send him into the audience, out 
of earshot. However, there he persists, hovering over me 
as my fingers hover hesitantly over the keys, and I submit. 
Unwilling as I may be to admit it, I have serious musical 
performance anxiety.
     I did not realize how bad it was until a few years ago when 
I began cancelling concerts and public events just to spare 
myself the hectic weeks leading up to them. At school, with 
friends, during ballet class, amongst my family, in bed, piano 
would consume my thoughts. Whenever I got the chance, I 
would sit at my Yamaha piano, imagine a throng of people 
glowering at me from the living room, and perform. I could 
almost hear a little boy whispering to his mother, I think she 
messed up!, sense the mother averting her gaze out of 
second-hand embarrassment, and see a judge scribbling, 
Think you can play late Beethoven, huh? on a yellow sheet 
of paper. These daily delusions would often result in panic— 
I could not go through with the performance. I had to bail. 
Therefore, I would fabricate half-truths (lies) to explain my 
sudden lapses in commitment: “I’m not feeling too well,” or 
“I have a lot going on in school,” or the classic, “Rats, I have 
other plans that day.” 

     Oddly enough, once I would cancel a performance, 
the swarm of fictional onlookers would quickly evacuate 
my living room, and I could finally immerse myself in my 
own world of Beethoven, Chopin, Brahms, and Prokofiev. 
I craved practicing the piano, but no longer did I feel a ma-
niacal compulsion to drum at the same measure repeatedly 
for an imaginary audience. Like a secret lover, my piano 
would welcome me home every day from school—play me, 
nobody’s watching—and I would tickle its keys gladly. None-
theless, beneath my euphoria festered a hidden self-loath-
ing, an ugly infection. I hated the stark contrast between my 
public and private personalities. What gave me immense joy 
alone petrified me in the open—a telltale sign of cowardice. 
     Was I a coward? 
     “No, you just have stage fright,” my sister tried to reas-
sure me. To her, performing was second nature. If she ever 
felt anxious in front of an audience, she concealed it mas-
terfully.  Stage fright. In the musician’s dialect, those two 
words are often attributed to toddlers who are too nervous 
to play in front of their grandparents—not exactly a flattering 
comparison. However, aside from its unappealing connota-
tion, the term stage fright, I have come to realize, is simply 
a misnomer. When I sweat, tremble, and pace anxiously 
in the performer’s green room, the last thing I fear is the 
stage. No, I fear the humiliation that sweeps over me as my 
sweaty hands slide over the wrong note; I fear the adren-
alin that pulses through my fingertips when my mind goes 
blank; I fear the disapproval from the judge who raises her 
brow throughout my performance; I fear the insincerity of 
the far-fetched compliments that follow a botched attempt at 
artistry—“You messed up? I didn’t even notice!” I fear what I 
should be numb to by now. Yes, I am a coward.
     Recognizing my own cowardice has been a long and hum-
bling process. When I was twelve years old, I began having 
frequent memory slips at competitions, and my first instinct 
was to blame anybody, anything but myself. Immediately, I 
forbade my parents from attending any of my performances, 
as if their presence somehow triggered a chemical imbal-
ance in my primary motor cortex that reduced finger dexter-
ity. My parents—bless them—respected my selfish wishes 
and soon familiarized themselves with the cold corridors 
outside performance halls, but even their absence was not 
enough to placate my anxious conscience. I became quite 
paranoid, my mind inundated with images of my parents’ 
ears pressed up against the back doors of auditoriums. At 

Behind the Curtains
A Personal Essay by Gabriela Escalante (11)

“ N o n e t h e l e s s ,  b e n e a t h  m y  e u p h o r i a  f e s t e r e d  a  h i d d e n 
s e l f - l o a t h i n g ,  a n  u g ly  i n f e c t i o n . . . ”

Essay continued on page 44 “Chapel,” Digital Photograph by Harrison Stafford (12)
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every performance, I kept imagining them sneaking into the 
concert hall or listening to me from outside the exit wings. 
Curiously, this sort of behavior from my parents would be 
completely out of character: my mother is not a tiger mom, 
my father is lenient with discipline, and neither of them is a 
musician. Still, while other families were fighting for front row 
seats, my parents remained in exile. 
     Over the years, I shifted from one obsessive behavior to 
the next, and after wrongfully convicting my parents, I began 
looking for new culprits possibly linked to my performance 
anxiety. Why did my heart shake so uncontrollably? Why did 
my hands tremble so much? Why did I forget my pieces on 
stage when I needed to remember them? At one point in 
my early teens, I even became convinced that I had a dis-
ease—yes, I was sick! When I explained my condition to my 
doctor, he pressed his temples, scrawled some indecipher-
able hieroglyphics onto a document, and prescribed for me a 
miracle pill that would supposedly rid me of my nerves: Obe-
calp. An hour before every performance, I would ceremoni-
ously pop a tablet onto the back of my tongue and sweep it 
into my esophagus with water. To my amazement, my confi-
dence increased markedly onstage, and (most importantly) 
my memory remained faithful to me— yes, I was cured! 
     Five beautiful anxiety-free months flew by before I read the 
medicine label carefully and became aware of my own stu-
pidity. One hour leading up to a state competition, I stuck to 
my routine and thumbed out a pill from the orange container, 
my eyes darting over the writing on the bottle as usual. This 
time, however, I perceived something very unsettling about 
the word Obecalp. I read the label again and again, trying to 
identify exactly what was putting me off, until it dawned on 

Essay continued from page 42 
me: Obecalp is just “placebo” spelled backwards. My hands 
shivering, I dropped the tablet onto the floor. This whole 
time, I had been handicapped and my crutch was a place-
bo—a fake drug designed to shut me up. I had no disease. 
My self-assurance or lack thereof was traceable only to my 
ability or inability to control my thoughts. I would forget my 
pieces not because of an illness, but because I had not yet 
learned how to handle fear.
     Years after indulging in superstitions and falsehoods, 
I still have much to understand about overcoming coward-
ice. Nonetheless, I am learning to use my thoughts to curb 
my self-scrutiny and anxiety. Now, for example, whenever 
I begin to pity myself after failing to remember a measure 
during a performance, I think of my grandmother who sees 
two girls calling, “Abuelita!” and can’t remember that those 
two strangers are her granddaughters. At least I can return 
to my faithful Yamaha at the end of the day, open my sheet 
music to the exact note that went awry and drill the damned 
section until my fingers throb. Abuelita does not have that 
luxury. Alzheimer’s has stolen her memory for good, and an 
hour of drilling me into her head would do nothing. 
     A year ago, I flew down to Mexico City to visit my grand-
parents.
     “Play something for your grandmother,” Abuelo nodded 
towards the crusty old piano nestled in the corner of their 
bedroom. The keys were yellowed and wearied veterans, 
aged and reminiscent of the days when my grandmother 
used to practice for hours. When I was younger and barely 
able to carry a melody myself, Abuelita introduced me to 
Frederic Chopin on that piano. Now as I approached those 
weathered keys, I recalled the piece that Abuelita had al-

ways played for me—Étude in F minor, by Chopin. Several 
months had passed since the last time I had performed that 
étude, so my memory of the exact notes, dynamics, and 
rhythmic notations was a bit rusty. Nonetheless, I felt an 
overwhelming impulse to play Étude in F minor for Abuelita. 
     Performance anxiety, my steadfast companion, demon-
strated his utmost dedication to me that day in Mexico. After 
all, only the most loyal comrade would travel across interna-
tional borders to attend a tiny concert in a stuffy bedroom. I 
was not thrilled by his appearance, but I listened to his voice 
as I always did. He told me that if I played this étude well 
enough, maybe Abuelita would remember about Chopin, 
about the times we spent together by the piano, about me. 
This performance was suddenly the most important of my 
career, and the last time I had practiced the program was 
four months ago. At that moment, I was a toddler, fidgety 
even in front of old grandma and grandpa. I toddled over to 
the piano.
     My fingers assembled themselves timidly over the arpeg-
gio that opened the piece—I knew that arpeggio too well to 
ever forget it. Looking over my shoulder, I saw an attentive 
Abuelo reclined next to a slightly distracted Abuelita. Turning 
back to face the battered instrument, I took a deep breath 
and began. My fingers barely grazing the keys, I opened the 
étude quietly, remembering the pianissimo markings at the 
beginning of Abuelita’s score. As the seconds progressed, 
so did the momentum, and soon I found my hands reverber-
ating over the octaves in the appassionato section. I won-
dered momentarily if Abuelita still remembered Chopin. Slip-
ping back into the a tempo segment, my hands slid over the 
notes and I accidentally played an entire line off key before 
recuperating. In most circumstances, this blunder would 
have slaughtered me, but I pressed on because I knew that 
Abuelita was listening. At that moment, the placement of my 
fingers was secondary to the placement of my mind. For 
once, I rejected performance anxiety and concluded the 
piece.
     “Bravo!” 
     I had not even retired my hands from the keys before 
Abuelo began applauding and hollering. Playing along with 
his enthusiasm, I rose up and bowed twice, twirling my wrist 
extravagantly as the French women do when they encoun-
ter royalty. Abuelo got a real kick out of my silliness and 
clapped even more. I swear, even if I had butchered every 
single note of that piece, Abuelo would have still cheered 
for me. 
     Fearing that my ego should inflate too much, I plopped 
back down and sighed, “Oh come on, you know I messed up 
a little bit.” Abuelo shook his head adamantly and continued 
heaping the praises, but I turned my head to watch Abuelita 
expectantly. After all, she knew the étude better than any-
one else did. She was observing me, her eyes squinting 
analytically and her torso leaning forward, almost levitating 
out of her rocking chair. 
     “No lo noté,” she smiled faintly at the strange girl in front 
of her—she did not notice. Silently apologizing to the black 
and white warriors who had just lost a battle in vain, I stood 
up and listened to the sound of my feet shuffling, toddling 
out of the room.“Landscape I,” A Drawing by Elizabeth Anne Casillas (12)
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“Beach Polar,” Digital Photograph by John Janes (11)

     It’s difficult to whisper sweet nothings over the wail of an 
ambulance twenty-two stories below, but Gary tried anyway. 
Lying side by side, he and Sara squinted at the sky, barely 
making out a few dim stars through Chicago’s light pollution. 
It was warmer than usual. Still, the steady, biting wind off the 
lake warned of the coming winter. Life seemed, in this mo-
ment, actually a little peaceful for once. 
     “I don’t understand what the big deal about Spongebob 
Squarepants is,” Sara piped up, hoping to abruptly change 
the subject while Gary’s hand shot back to his personal 
space.
     “What?”
     “Yeah, it’s like there’s a kitchen sponge underwater who 
has animal friends, and they’re favorite food is burgers-I-I 
just don’t get it.”
     “What is there to get?” Gary stammered. “It’s a children’s 
cartoon. It’s meant to teach lessons, not to make sense.” 
Sara rolled onto her side, her tawny, wincing eyes eyes 
meeting the blue of Gary’s; she felt like being contrary.
     “Here’s the thing, though, it teaches terrible lessons! I 
don’t know about you, but I don’t think children should be 
taught that it’s ever okay to eat at a restaurant that sounds 
like a slang term for an STD!”
     “What? The Krusty Krab?”
     “Exactly! That sounds disgusting, not to mention the fact 
that they murdered the health inspector!”
     “Woah, woah, woah,” Gary started, “they didn’t kill the 
health inspector; they just tried to cover up his accidental 
death.” By now, Gary and Sara were sitting up, each feel-
ing that their personal honor was being challenged by the 
other’s assault on good television. 
     Sara laid out the charges, pausing only to cough once or 
twice: “Health inspectors aside, Spongebob in every single 
episode recklessly endangers public health and the safety of 
his fellow Bikini Bottomites!” 
     “Maybe, but the show’s not supposed to teach kids how 
to drive cars—”
     “Boats,” Sara interrupted.
     “It’s not supposed to teach kids how to drive boats,” 

Gary continued. “It’s supposed to teach kids how to be good 
friends and stuff.”
     “Because all your problems can be solved if you just have 
friends,” Sara grumbled. She tried to continue but stopped 
as a gust of wind drowned out her shaky voice, the point-
ed gale targeting her sandy skin. After a couple moments, 
she resumed. “Friendship and stuff, yeah, that’s what we 
all need. When the world has so much suffering, so many 
people dying for absolutely no reason whatsoever, we need 
stuff.” 
     “God, you’re so full of it, Sara.” Gary smirked, and after 
a moment, they both chuckled, quickly forgetting how seri-
ously they were taking themselves. Gary’s face curled into 
a question, but he thought he better not ask it. It had been 
a long day, after all. As the wind gusted yet again, Sara 
coughed with a dull wheeze and bundled her blanket tighter 
around herself, turning away from her friend. 
     “You have to admit that it’s funny,” Gary half asked, reach-
ing out.
     “Fine. I concede that Spongebob is funny. Happy?”
     “Yeah. Yeah, I am,” he mumbled. A cloud glided past 
lazily, its passing revealing a couple more stars while the 
noise twenty-two stories below quieted down, if only for a 
moment. Gary couldn’t help himself.
     “Why does it matter to you if I like Spongebob?”
     “What?”
     “Why does it matter whether or not you ‘get’ Spongebob?”
     “I never said I care if you like Spongebob. I just don’t 
get it,” she snarked. She forced out another raspy wheeze, 
again adjusting her blanket to try to shield herself from the 
wind. Gary held out his scarf, but Sara refused it. “Thank 
you, but you don’t need to pity me.”
     “I was just trying to be nice,” said Gary, crestfallen.
     “Sorry, it’s - it’s - it’s been a long day,” she sighed. “It’s not 
your fault. It’s not your problem to solve.”
Gary wrapped his arm around his friend, lending her his 
warmth. The wind had stopped.
     “I know. It’ll be okay.”
     “It’ll be okay.”

In a Pineapple Under Lake Michigan
A Short Story by Marshall Webb (12)

“ I t ’ s  a  c h i l d r e n ’ s  c a r t o o n .  I t ’ s  m e a n t  t o  t e a c h  l e s s o n s , 
n o t  t o  m a ke  s e n s e . ”
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     The door can only be opened from one side, my side, as 
it is my protection against compulsions that I know will de-
vour me. That is why I built the wall, the wall with a one-way 
door, a barrier between stability and mania. I smile and lock 
the passageway. Time erodes the brick and cement; cracks 
develop and the tapping commences.
     Obsessive-compulsive disorder is not perfectionism; rath-
er, it is a debilitating, chronic mental disorder with the ability 
to consume your every thought, word, or action, a plague 
with no cure. The doctor explained this to me through euphe-
misms and understatements at my first appointment. How 
could I have a mental disability? Surely, the doctor mistook 
the results and amalgamated my drawback with a mental 
disorder. I peer at my hands, raw from pathological scrub-
bing; I witnessed the germs climbing back onto my skin. 
The asymmetry of the doctor’s face troubled me, numerous 
freckles like a connect-the-dots game where I commonly 
employed a ruler to achieve exactness. However, unlike my 
favorite pastime, connecting the symptoms to form a big-
ger picture of my affliction was something I could not bring 
myself to do. 
     My smile fades, for the fractures, reaching monstrous 
breadth, expand, forming their own grins of pleasure, real-
izing I will have to face the torment once again, anticipating 
when I will wear my cloak of instability, which separates me 
from the world. A thought surfaces while I quarrel with the 
compulsions: did I remember to lock the door? I must have, 
but am I positive? I check the one-way door as an assur-
ance. How foolish of me; of course I did. I have to fight the 
compulsions; as of now, I am not ready, yet the tapping is 
growing louder.
     Obsessions and compulsions persecute people like me. 
I consider myself lucky to not be tyrannized with aggressive 
thoughts of administering a “California Smile” to my neighbor 
or sexual fascinations of defiling the sanctity of a classmate, 
nor do I constantly fight with religious fixations. Profession-
als do not outfit me with the label of a hoarder; instead, I 
compulsively throw away items that I feel take up too much 
space or are useless, a trait abnormal for those with OCD 
and a reason those closest to me did not catch my debilita-
tion at an earlier age. 
     My fetish lies in orderliness, sequences, symmetry, and 
cleanliness, what I used to think of as my superpower, but 
now understand as an illness. How impressive was it that 
I could pick out small deficiencies or align a picture with 

precision without the use of a level, or that I kept my room 
dirt-free, an admirable feat for someone of such a young 
age? The doctor affirmed my gift was not awe-inspiring, but 
a problematic hindrance.
     The encumbrances provoke those with alternative de-
bilitations to conceive different designations for people like 
me: checkers, counters, tappers, washers, crazies, and psy-
chopaths. My checking failed to hold a firm grasp around 
my neck to strangle the positivity out of my life until third 
grade when I would arrive late to school because paranoia 
overcame me that I forgot to turn off the lights in my room or 
that my car door was not completely closed; maybe I would 
fly out of the car while driving to school. I had to check it 
once, twice, five times, thirteen times, but no not thirteen; 
thirteen is an unlucky number and surely I would fly out of 
the car if I allowed the number of times I checked to linger on 
thirteen. My mother would come down with botulism or be-
come victim to cholera, triggering an outbreak of unforeseen 
ramifications, and it would be because of my inadequacy, for 
I regarded the number thirteen with superficial indignation. I 
knew that I made my bed, but I need to check to make sure. 
If a pillow is out of place, will the world not come crashing 
down and send us all into the deepest depths of hell for the 
remainder of eternity? Just let me check, one more time. 
Nevertheless, “one more time,” without failure, escalated to 
extreme values. 
     Tap. Tap. Tap. The irregular clangor pierces the tranquil 
silence of my ponderings. Tap. From behind the wall, I hear 
it beacon to me “Lena, you might have pushed us out for 
now, but we never leave. You cannot be cured.” I do not 
need to avoid it forever and each avoided compulsion draws 
me further away from what I know I will eventually be com-
pelled to face and fight.
     I have known my OCD from an earlier age than many ail-
ing with the same affliction, yet we have never matured our 
relationship to develop a treaty. Countless rounds of antide-
pressant pills attempted to assassinate the tyrant; however, 
I quickly discovered that a war inside my brain would not be 
so easily secured. By the time fifth grade arrived, the men-
dacious atmosphere of my mind plastered propaganda to 
every thought in my cerebrum while my feelings continued 

Tapping
A Personal Essay by Lena Hill Brysacz (11)

“ I  k n o w  w h at  I  d o  i s  l u d i c r o u s ,  b u t  t h e  a g o n y  I  w i l l 
e x p e r i e n c e  w i t h o u t  c o m p l e t i n g  a  t a s k  i s  e v e n  m o r e  
i n t o l e r a b l e . ”

Essay continued on page 50 
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to commit perjury after swearing oath after oath that “this 
time will be the last time.”
     The irrationality of my compulsions consumes my men-
tal state; I know what I do is ludicrous, but the agony I will 
experience without completing a task is even more intoler-
able. My feelings betray me and dictate what should be the 
focus of my mental facilities at any given time. They make 
me anxious and irritable when I do not fulfill a goal they have 
set, a goal they know is ridiculous, a goal they know I have 
completed five times before in the past seven minutes. Why 
can I not stop?
     “We forbid you to stop,” it torments without hesitation. 
Alas, but the wall terminates its indignation and pestering, 
for it is aware that time is its only weapon; however, time is 
also my only ally. The wall will crumble, or the door will open, 
but only when I am ready. I feel my foot subconsciously tap, 
echoing the patting from the opposite side of the wall.
     “I can feel my OCD kicking in,” classmates joke with 
words like daggers to my ears. OCD operates not at sched-
uled instances, nor is it something that a person can turn on 
and off as they please. Friends bantering about how they 
are “so OCD” because an obviously crooked picture causes 
them a small mental irritation evokes in me an anger unpar-
alleled by those who experience typical disturbances. I wish 
it were that simple. I wish, instead of battling for years with 
my demon, it would merely disappear because the obviously 
crooked picture was adjusted, or the aggravating, asymmet-
rical face turned away, or the need to double-check the car 
door to ensure that it is locked was fulfilled. It is all-consum-
ing, all-knowing; it embodies my weakness and never ne-
glects an opportunity to remind me of my inability to defeat 
the wretchedness that plagues my existence.
     I authorize my foot to remain tapping, drumming as a 

Essay continued from page 48
mechanism to fight the muted utterances toying with my ra-
tionality. Tap. Tap. Tap. Thud. The door to insanity rattles 
violently as I fall back in trepidation, daunted by the devil 
beyond the wall.
     My familial relations declined rapidly as the manifesta-
tions of a mental disorder carved their way into my limbic 
system. I was infuriated with my parents because they could 
not comprehend my grapple with the incubus of compulsions 
and obsessions. Not until years later, I deduced that it was 
my own fault that they could not understand, for I forbade 
them from inquiring about my mental state. As my compul-
sions ensured my emotional and mental isolation, the choice 
to alienate my family led me further into a physical quar-
antine from those who wanted nothing more than to lessen 
the weight of my fight. A hug would tarnish the hands that 
I spent an upwards of ten minutes to clean; no emotional 
support is worth polluting my sore-ridden palms, so aloof-
ness in my room was preferable. Dinner table conversations 
were afflicted by my persistent rearrangement of disorderly 
spices or the necessity to confirm that my mother turned off 
the stove. I allowed my childhood to sink further into tragedy.
     As with all tragic mythology and theatrical work, the climax 
advanced toward me, jabbing its foil into my cerebral cortex. 
In my own “day of horrors,” and innocent hand-wash opened 
the scene. I scrubbed and scrubbed, addicted to the feeling 
of disinfected palms. The blood swirling down the white sink 
wailed for me to abandon my fruitless actions, for I was only 
impairing myself further by giving in to my impulses. The si-
lent footsteps of my mother disguised her watchful eyes, but 
after perceiving my mastery of completing an agony-filled 
undertaking without flinching, her tears alerted me to her 
presence. An hour had passed, an hour that I did not realize 
I had lost to my malady. How could I do this to the people I 

love? Why would I allow myself to submit to the slave driver 
of my mind? Opportunity hammered at the door, motivation 
to overthrow the autocrat of my mind.
     I tap louder and louder, eventually slamming my palms 
into the ground, deafening the rumbling of my compulsions 
from behind the door.
     Doctors have yet to fabricate a medical cure for OCD; 
regardless, those afflicted can refocus their minds from the 
overwhelming temptations of the compulsions onto a task, 
which distracts from the appeal of the fixations. My escape 
took the form of tapping to a certain beat whenever a com-
pulsion attempted to take me as a prisoner. Concentrating 
on the precise time intervals between each downbeat, I 
aimed to focus all cerebral capabilities on the movement of 
the tap, the ping it created when my finger struck distinct, 
solid surfaces, how the noise resonated when I used a pen 
as the instrument for my tapping, and the melodious anthem 

it created against the discordant notes of the compulsions. 
     The clashing harmony temporarily cleared the haze of my 
sentiments and impulses; nevertheless, the minor, daily skir-
mishes signified only the beginning of a ceaseless crusade 
against my oppressor, against my mind. 
     The thunderous racket halts as I stride to the wall, my 
wall, a structure that I erected throughout the interludes of 
my symphony between the tapping and the compulsions. As 
I notice that the ruptures in the brick have abandoned their 
thwarted endeavor to form a sliver large enough for my com-
pulsions and obsessions to seep through, the smile crawls 
onto my face once more. “I am more durable than you could 
ever fantasize about; my time in serfdom concludes now.” 
At the moment I turn to depart from the fiend, contemplation 
resurges: did I remember to lock the door? I must have, but 
am I positive? I reach for the doorknob and the cracks grow 
once more.
 

“Skull,” Acrylic by Daniel Lemke (10)

“Lamentation,” Sculpture by Margaret Amberson (12)
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The silence of desolation
fills the mind

with the sleepless night
like billowing smoke

The whining crunch of coals underfoot
the ghostly puff of ash exhumed

by careless boots
dragged without purpose

My wandering thoughts
fuel the darkness

with memories of hope
long deceased

The world before me
charred black and grey

but weeds feast 
on the carcass of the land

That terrible weed of hope
that spreads through the land

of recent devastation
those who cannot learn

Final Ri tes
A Poem by Tom Bugg (12)

“The Waters of Mars,” Digital Photograph by Marian Hill (12)

I rip the weeds from the blackness
and burn them amidst the ash

while choking embers smoke beneath
coughing out the stench of absolute ruin

The waves of heat wash over me
in dull rhythm

like the hollow knock of a heartbeat 
pounding inside an imminent corpse

Pulse after pulse
of fire and blood

but the cold persists within 
like the silence of an indifferent world

I stand in the emptiness
where water once flowed

and life held beauty
forgotten

But now decay hovers
close to the smoldering rubble

in haze of smoke and soot  
poison air and lifeless earth

As the sun forfeits the day
The darkness fans the glowing coals

A lake of fire all around
stretches to the burning sky
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Death is but an ocean’s wave,
that flows upon a rock.

A rock that does not fear its grave,
although the wave will never stop.

The wave will wash and wear away,
for years and years on end.

As the rock will shed and shrink,
its confidence will bend.

The rock will begin to shift with ease,
at the wave’s omniscient will.

The rock’s confidence will cease;
fear of the wave will ever build.

Yet one day the rock will realize
that it is now a grain of sand.

The rock has been cut down to size
and is grasped within death’s hand.

Annoying splash of water once,
now holds the reaper’s scythe.

The past proud rock’s path
now requires one to look twice.

The wave will crash and yawn,
and throw the grain at its very whim.
And now this grain of sand is gone;
we must say our goodbye to him.

The ocean for him has laid a final grave.
To all you would be stones out there my deepest sympathy I send,

because now my point is seen and made
that like this rock’s path, our life will end.

As confident as we may be,
our days are always numbered.

And now I hope perhaps you’ll see,
it may be tomorrow that you slip under eternal slumber.

Gravestone of Sand  
A Poem by Jeremy Ritter (11)

“Cocoon,” Digital Photograph by Diego Carrisalez (11)
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