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Writing has long been an instrument of rebellion. Armed only with 
a paper and ink, we are able to conquer fear and banish ignorance. 
Friedrich Nietzsche challenged traditional philosophical thought, 

abandoning convention in favor of an entirely new worldview. This 
year’s The Walrus seeks to invoke the same sense of transformation, 
through literary and visual art. The question then becomes not if we 

plan to change the world, but how. - Nicole Mattey, Senior Editor

“All I need is a sheet of paper and something to write 
with, and then I can turn the world upside down.”

 -Friedrich Nietzsche
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Submission Policy:
The Walrus welcomes submissions from any member of 
the Upper School student body from August through Feb-
ruary. Teachers are also encouraged to submit work for 
their students. 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 lit-
erary magazine 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 every 
Sunday after spring break to complete the magazine.

Editorial Policy:
The Walrus editorial staff reserves the right to edit minor 
errors such as grammatical and spelling problems, while 
other submissions may be returned to the author for other 
requested corrections. 
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“All I need is a sheet of paper and something to write 
with, and then I can turn the world upside down.”

 -Friedrich Nietzsche

An Upside Down WorldAn Upside Down World

Natalie Schiefele (12) / Pelican Hunt / Gouache 

Creation begins with only ink 
and a piece of paper....

Art
Poetry

Prose
Music

Film
Stories Photography
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When your father placed the world on your shoulders,
he didn’t warn you of how the mountains dig into your 
back where they rest, how the oceans press
against your skin, how the forests and the valleys
chafe and itch. Your arms shake, your knees buckle.
When your father placed the world on your shoulders,
he didn’t tell you how hard it is to carry the
hopes and dreams of seven billion on your back,
how you can’t tell the weight of their worries from your own.
You’re bowed under this burden, crying out as
the world fractures your bones and grinds them into dust.
You could let go, but even then
      it would still rest on your shoulders.

Atlas
Isabel Bynum (11) / Poem
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rest me within the palm of your hands 
for they are soft enough to lay my head 
calloused enough to support my steps

feel the evidence of my beating heart
for it cannot stop

lift me to the crest of your lips 
the voice that escapes them soothes me 
envelops me within the deep flow of your am-
ber presence

preserve me within a river of gold 
for I do not need to fly away from you

Tori Newman-Menendez (10) /  Poem
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free me from your grasp 
do not touch me again 
not even a little

for every time you do 
it feels as though I can no longer breathe

sew your lips shut 
free me from your drowning voice 
for I cannot swim in amber

release me from my paralysis 
for I will not be treated as an insect

Tori Newman-Menendez (10) /  Poem
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Amber

Ambergris

kiss me with a subtle breath 
for each time you do a sweet liquid seeps through 
grazing the tip of my tongue

allow the drops to fall
 for we can wade in its pool

house me within your wanting heart 
for its walls prove strong enough to protect me 
grand enough to contain me

for you are my amber man

free me of your tainted kiss 
I will not be suffocated by your empty desires 
for they taste of nothing I would want

do not allow your words to spill 
for I cannot wade in them

free me from your damaged heart 
for its rigid walls have cut me 
rendered me useless

for I do not want an amber man
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Ellie Anderson (10) / Crinkle / Digital Photograph 

with the curl of your lips and the turn of your phrase 
you come off to me and our room 
like you haven’t been thinking about it, about anything at all 
with the strength of my eye and the depth of ears 
you come off to me 
like you’ve been watching the mirror 
catching your reflection as you dart past 
you do a double take, just to check 
if the curl of your lips and the turn of your phrase 
still achieves the arduous juxtaposition of you seeming warm and mellow while still making me 
feel cold and prickly 
the way your arm casually knocks mine is practiced and impressive 
but doesn’t hold the organic passage of emotive electrons from your person to mine that I know 
it should  
because the knock is meant to be an expression of our mutual safety here in this basement, to lull 
me into false security but is really a forgery of a bond
and sometimes what is fake in a person tells more than what is real in a person
you’ve planned your words so they roll off the lips like a kiss on the cheek 
so they leave us wanting your approval 
you are a master, make no mistake, planting suspicions in everyone’s mind that there will be 
whispers when we leave 
because when everyone feels singular in your presence, when you divide us all with our own 
insecurity with your stupid comments that mean more than they should 
only then can you be sure of your safety 
so the turn of your phrase backhands confidence with the bite of a practiced whip 
behind your all-American boy smile and football jersey 
your calculated condescension is your best party trick 

 

Party Exchange in Basement No. 2 
Anne Rubsamen (11) / Poem
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     I wake up to the sound of waves crashing onto the Yu-
catan shore right outside my house. Tiny grains of sand are 
still stuck in my hair, a youthful glow of innocence paints my 
sun-kissed cheeks. The hammock squeezes me softly in its 
tight cocoon as I roll out of it. My toes are tangled in the thin 
pieces of thread weaved so intricately into the pattern of my 
slumber, I almost face plant out of my morning daze. I reach 
out for my guitar, balancing it ingeniously atop a hammock-
side table. The neck tilts slightly over, challenging me, but I 
catch it before it falls. 
     “Peggy, ¿qué pasa? ¿Estás lista? It’s time for us to leave, 
mi amor,” Papá Grande shouts to me as I play my guitar and 
ignore everyone’s urgency to leave as I look out my window 
at the calm waves. Even when they white cap, there seems 
to be a peaceful pattern to how each one rolls in one after 
another – how each one tastes the imprints of people’s for-
gotten footprints. 
     Being forgotten is weird, right? It’s like everyone remem-
bers you so well, until that moment when they can’t remem-
ber your name, nor your face, let alone the sound of your 
voice. As expected, everyone soon forgets about the previ-
ous urgency to leave and each of us begins to take our own 
sweet time.  
     “¡Ya voy, ya voy! Papá, where are we going?” I breathe 
out in exasperation as the whole house seems to come 
alive, voices from every corner of the house belting out their 
good morning greetings to one another.
     Papá Grande comes in bouncing and full of life. 
    “Buenos días, mi amor,” he says with his usual grand 
appearance of joy and wrinkled cheeks from smiling. Papá. 
Where are we going? What’s the rush?” 
      “You don’t know?” He leans over and kisses my forehead.     
     “What, Papá? I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
     “We’re moving,” he finally says a bit reluctantly.
     “Papá, what are you talking about?”
     “Peggy, this is what’s best for our family.”
     Is he kidding me? What’s best for our family? God, I can’t 
stand him. My head pounds as screaming thoughts echo 
through every ligament in my body. Furrowing my brow in 
confusion, spitting out mumbled curses, I’m beyond mad. 
I’m so mad that I burst into tears. I begin bawling, allowing 
myself to go limp and crumble over. So, I take my guitar and 
run straight down the beach and ocean shore, straight to 

nowhere.
     “What was he thinking?” I choked out between gasps for 
air, watching the waves, the sand, my footprints disintegrat-
ing quicker and quicker. 
     I’m running alongside the beach. I feel the sand flicking up 
on the backs of my legs, and  the waves taking turns wash-
ing against my calloused feet. I stay lost for awhile. You’d 
think I’d visit my friends. You’d think I’d say my goodbyes be-
fore I leave for who knows where. I, however, am not scared 
of leaving or forgetting any memory of my home. It terrifies 
me to wonder if my home won’t realize I’m missing, and one 
day, all at once, my home will forget me. I’m scared that the 
waves will never be able to taste the remnants of my foot-
prints ever again. I’m scared that the wind would forget the 
sound of my guitar strings vibrating so delicately. I’m scared 
that the hammock I love will become a cocoon for someone 
else. I’ll be replaced and forgotten.

     I had left around ten in the morning, and by the time I 
come back the sun is beginning to set. When I see my Papá 
sitting silently on the porch my heart sinks as I regret running 
off before letting him explain. How could I do this to him? 
How could I not let him explain?
     “I knew you’d be okay,” says Papá Grande as he looks 
out at the sunset. “You should go see your Mamá, and your 
sisters and brothers. They’ve all been worried.” 
     It’s hard for me to respond without feeling consumed 
by guilt, so I just nod my head in acknowledgment. Before I 
leave I hear him whisper under his breath, “I wish we could 
stay, too.” A tear slips from the corner of his eye and he hides 
it, so I pretend not to notice.
      “We’re leaving because we have to, mi amor. Please just 
understand.”
      The waves crash down on the Yucatan shore and the 
sunset fades into stars. 

     There’s nothing I can do. I ask him why we have to leave, 
but he never gives me an answer, Maybe I don’t deserve an 
answer for the way I just stormed off. I overhear him talking 
about us being in danger, how our home is no longer safe 
for us. Weirdly enough, I’m not quite sure if it’s my paranoid 
ears or the truth. I guess the reason we are leaving doesn’t 
matter much. We are moving to Mobile, Alabama whether I 

like it or not. 
     The next day, we are on our way towards America. I take 
my guitar and suitcase, climbing into the car.  I’d packed of 
the essentials – mis chanclas, my favorite dress, my tooth-
brush, and hairbrush (which is very necessary for curly hair 
like mine).
     I look out the window of the cramped backseat, my knees 
pressed tightly against my chest. As upset as I am about 
the move – I’m not going to lie –our new house is beauti-
ful.  Its walls are so white that they shimmer in the sun; its 
roof towers over, the protective barrier taunting me to test 
its strength. It isn’t so bad. I stretch my legs out as I escape 
from the seat’s entrapment, hopping out of the car. 
   “What do you think?” Papá says, grinning bigger than hu-
manly possibly. 
     “I like Mexico,” I say, not giving mis padres the satisfaction 
of knowing they’d done something not completely wrong.  
     “Yo tambien,” Mamá says as she comes and places a kiss 
on my cheek. “Pero, I think this new start will be good – for 
all of us.”
     “Stop saying we need this and not telling me why we need 
this. I don’t understand. I can’t exactly run back to Mexico 
and hide anymore. Please, just tell me.”
    Papá Grande’s face turns as pale as the white sand beach 
where we once lived, and his body weakens, smacking the 
hard cement driveway.
     Mamá screams and runs to his side. What happened? I 
hear an ambulance siren going off in the distance, and my 
heart begins to beat quicker and quicker by the second. 
     I’m so mad at myself. What if I had just said I loved the 
house? Would my Papá be okay? What if I hadn’t run away 
the second he told me we were moving? What if I had just 
sat by him and watched the sunset that last night in Mexico? 
     Finally, the doctors come out, making me pause my spiral-
ing thoughts of hatred. 
    
     “Ma’am, I’m sorry, but I’m afraid your husband had a heart 
attack,” the doctors say to my mamá. I don’t understand 
though. What does that mean? Is he okay? Don’t people 
survive heart attacks everyday? 
     He’s okay. I try reassuring myself. He’s going to be okay. 
We need this. I need him to be okay. Please, oh please, be 
okay, I think out loud. I’m on the edge of tears, but I’ve never 
been one to cry and I’m not about to start. 
     We need him.
     “Peggy, qué pasa?” I imagine him walking into my room 
smiling the next morning.
     I imagined him bending over to kiss my forehead. I imag-
ine him being there to see me go to my first day of high 
school. His face smiling up at me with pride as he watches 
me walk across the stage towards my high school diploma. 
     But he is gone. 
     “Papá, te quiero. Te quiero. Te quiero. Te quiero. Te qui-

ero. Te quiero pase lo que pase. I’m sorry I never said that 
enough. Papá, please. Come back, I’m sorry I asked you 
why we had to come. I’m sorry. Please, come back. ¡Papá! 
Please! I’m sorry! ¡Te quiero! ¡Papá!” 
     I begin sobbing uncontrollably, clenching his hand so 
tightly, I almost believe his hand is holding mine, but he is 
gone. He is gone.
     No estoy lista.

     I was twelve. I wasn’t ready to learn how heart wrench-
ing losing someone you love really is. Is anyone ever really 
ready, though? There’s not exactly a handbook that says 
when you’re supposed to stop counting the days you’ve 
been without them, or when to throw away the memories of 
things they left behind. There’s not a specific song that can 
make the pain go away. There’s nothing you can do excep-
move on and look forward to the day you’ll meet once more. 

     
     Now, I’m fifty-three. I lost my mamá to breast cancer, my 
papá to a heart attack, my brother, Arturo, to himself. I’ve 

Polly Powers (10) / Short Story 
Estás Lista?

“ M e m o r i e s  c o m e  f l o o d i n g  b a c k  t o  m e , 
I  s e e  t h e  w a v e s  r o l l i n g  r h y t h m i c a l l y 

a l o n g  t h e  s h o r e  o f  m y  h o m e .“

Mollie Kelleher (11) / Carolina / Graphite and Ink

Story continued on page 14

?
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learned to live through the pain of loss, and no matter how 
much it feels like your heart will quit any second, loss is surviv-
able. The world itself is living proof of that fact.
     I’m just accepting the inevitable. I have breast cancer now, 
just like my mamá. I’ve done enough. I’m happy with the life 
I’ve lived. Some like to believe that losing my father so young 
made me the way I am, but they’re wrong. It wasn’t losing him 
that changed me, it was knowing him. Everything that’s yours 
is one day going to leave you. It’s not something I like or am 
used to, it’s just something I understand.
     I don’t want to be scared when I die though. I want to be 
calm and at peace, knowing I’ve done as much as I possibly 
can to take care of my kids and my husband and everyone I 
love. I want to die knowing my own little Peggy will be able to 
move on and live her life like she should. I want to die know-
ing my family won’t blame themselves like I blamed myself for 
my papá’s death. I need to know I’m not leaving as soon as 
everyone needs me.
     But isn’t that how it works? The moments before you lose 
something are the moments you feel you need that thing most. 
It’s those moments that you let them become your oxygen that 
you realize you have to be able to breathe on your own. 
     My eyes feel heavy as I lay in bed. My daughter, Margarita, 
my little Peggy, is standing right beside me, but just then, the 
phone rings. Margarita runs to the phone so as not to leave my 
side for too long, but everyone loses when they race against 
time. 
     “Te quiero,” I whisper, “I wish I could stay, too.”
     Memories come flooding back to me, I see the waves rolling 
rhythmically along the shore of my home. I feel the crests of 
the waves crash over me, and submerge me in its memories. 
Remember me. I feel every grain of sand stuck in my hair. I 
feel the embrace of the cocoon my hammock wrapped me in. 
I hear every melody of my guitar, every string its own separate 
beauty. Suddenly, I wasn’t scared I’d be forgotten. My home 
will always be my home. My kids will always be my kids. Just 
because something’s lost, doesn’t mean it was never yours. 
     “¿Estás lista?” Papá Grande appears and grabs my hand. I 
feel my body become light and my pain slip away. I feel every 
guilt and worry vanish. I feel a smile come back to my face and 
the once blocked air return back to my lungs. 
     Margarita, Peggy… she runs into the room, grabbing my 
hand so tightly that she thought I was grabbing hers back. I 
hate seeing her in pain, but she will be fine. 
     “Mi amor, you’ll be okay. You’ve done enough,” I try to get 
her to hear my voice one last time. 
      Estoy lista. 
     The waves crash down on the Yucatan shore, washing away 
the last memory of my forgotten footprint.

Corina Zarate (10) / Sarah X3 / Digital Photograph

Story continued from page 13
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You don’t know your worth
And how great you make me feel.

I thank God for making Earth
But so much more for making you real. 

You don’t know the joy
I feel when I see you each day.
And even when I start to annoy,
You laugh at my jokes anyway.

You don’t know the pain
Of seeing you feel blue.

I want to see the dragon slain
Who even dared to mess with you.

I’ll never know the stress
That you feel throughout the weeks.

The slightest stumble and I’m a mess,
But you’re there to dry my cheeks.

I’ll never know the struggle 
You endured to help me get here:

All the things you had to juggle
So I’d never have your fears.

I’ll never know how much you love me
Although you say it is galore.

But I will claim indefinitely
That mine for you is so much more. 

Alexandra Lang (12) /  Poem

You Don’t Know
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Oh I will walk oceans
And climb the clouds
To figure you out
And I know you won’t notice
Or even care much about it
‘Cause I’m just me 
And you’re just everything

Oh-oo oh oh
Oh-oo oh oh oh oh oh

I notice every little thing you do
The good, the bad
The tears and the laughs
The dimples on your cheeks 
And your smiling eyes
I love you, but you don’t
Love me too
‘Cause I can’t force you to take my heart in your hands

Polly Powers (10) /  Song

Oceans
I love you, but you don’t
Love me too
And maybe that might keep my heart from being broken
And I’m okay with that

‘Cause I will walk oceans
And climb the clouds 
To figure you out 
And I know you won’t notice
Or even care much about it
‘Cause I’m just me
And you’re just everything

Oh-oo oh oh
Oh-oo oh oh oh oh oh

And yeah it sucks
Sometimes
But the truth is I can’t imagine a day

Without seeing your face
A beautiful disgrace to my life
I’ll love with all my heart 
If that’s what it takes
And if you still don’t love me then 
That’s okay, I’ll still love you anyways

But I wish I wouldn’t walk oceans
Or climb the clouds
I’ve already figured you out
And I know you don’t notice
Or even care much about it
‘Cause I’m just me 
And you’re just everything

Oh-oo oh oh
Oh-oo oh oh oh oh oh

You’re everything to me
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Oh-oo oh oh
Oh-oo oh oh oh oh oh

But I will walk oceans
And I’d still climb the clouds
Even though I’ve figured you out.
And I know you don’t notice
Or even care much about it
‘Cause I’m just me 
And you’re just everything

Oh-oo oh oh
Oh-oo oh oh oh oh oh
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     The backyard breeze was calming, and the swimming 
pool glistened with the moonlight’s glare. I perched myself 
on an outdoor chair, keenly observing the sparrows and 
cardinals that had reached their nighttime destinations. The 
sleepy birds that drooped with tiredness subtly mirrored my 
own feelings, exhaustion and readiness to lay my head on a 
bed’s pillow. Mosquitoes, the despised predators of the out-
doors, weren’t bothersome in the autumn night, but rather a 
lulling noise of buzzes and hums. The honks of cars faded, 
and the city lights that I could see over the backyard fence 
began to dim, signaling the end of a long day. 
     The sight of my grandparents, a fatigued but delighted 
couple arriving from an exceedingly long overseas flight, 
jolted me out of my seated position. I readily rushed to the 
front door of my home, where my father had already turned 
the knob to embrace his parents’ anticipated arrival. My 
grandparents gladly entered our enthusiastic dwelling, and 
our tight hugs were like baby birds cuddling in their mother’s 
nest. Conversations with constant laughter, a vividly bright 
television screen, and the fact of seeing my grandparents 
after six, long months defeated my urge to sleep that night. 
The deliberate night passed as if I was nocturnal, thoughts 
of jubilance circulating through my ever so delighted mind. 
     The next morning changed my naïve perspective of life 
forever. I awoke from a short, choppy sleep, but I didn’t nec-

essarily wake up. My mother, surprised and slightly worried 
by my refusal to begin the day, uneasily stepped into my 
room, finding me, her daughter who was completely un-
aware of the moment’s content and intensity, in a strange 
position of stillness and lack of movement. She attempted to 
coax me out of my abnormal physical state, only to discover 
that her baby bird could not move, could not fly. 
     Due to my juvenile, first-grade pranks in the past, my 
mother refused to realize that my health was in danger; she 
merely believed that this scheme was another immature ploy 
to stay in bed. I was sitting up straight with a fixed posture, 
my mouth closed and eyes steadily blinking.  My right hand 
was stiffly raised to my side; my head and eyes were shifted 
to the left. After a series of monotonous lectures that I was 
unable to comprehend, my lack of speech, breaths, and mo-
tion aided my mom in realizing that something was strikingly 
wrong. She hoisted me up in a last attempt to determine if 
my behavior was a joke and placed me onto the tiled floor. I 
collapsed, legs falling onto the cold, hard ground. 
     My father, who was preparing for a rigorous day of work 
as an internal medicine physician, was interrupted by a loud, 
resonant shout of anguish and concern. My mother’s lips 
trembled like metal that was struck by lightning, preventing 
her from expressing her complete train of thought. My father 
urgently darted to my bedroom, immediately realizing the 

extremity of the situation. He lifted my weak body with his 
strong arms and frankly told my mother that no time could 
be permitted to wait for an ambulance. When I awoke into 
consciousness, I was in the driver’s seat of a Ford F250 in 
my father’s unsteady lap. 
     Stimulated by an unsettling feeling of confusion that inter-
fered with my confidence, I asked my father, “What is hap-
pening?” 
     He responded somberly. “Sophie, you are sick. We are on 
the way to the hospital.”
      I distinctly remember that moment, a time of disorienta-
tion and uncertainty that has influenced my thoughts and 
opinions every day since. I watched the cars driving on the 
windy road, comparing my situation to the imaginary people 
in my head. I didn’t know if I was going to recover, if I was 
going to be okay. The only thing I knew was that something 
was dreadfully wrong.
     After my seemingly short but drawn-out reflections, I 
arrived at Methodist Children’s Hospital, bouncing up and 
down while my father carried me in his arms, galloping like 
a race horse to the front desk of the hospital lobby. Marked 
by the suddenness of the situation, the nurses rushed me to 
the nearest hospital room, immediately scanning my brain 
and gathering blood samples, but just as expected, I wasn’t 
calmed. My anxiety, a detrimental feeling that would con-
tinue to linger for years to come, prevented me from attain-
ing a sense of security and health. Why was this happening 
to me? 

     “Daddy, am I okay?” were my first words following the 
trauma of being lifted into a hospital bed. No answer fol-
lowed my inconclusive question, leading me to conclude that 
I wasn’t okay and that my health would be altered forever.       
     Life was never going to be the same. 
     After a series of hysterics and worries from my mother, 
she finally appeared, and even though I would be released 
from the hospital in a few short hours, the apprehension on 
her face could be recognized from a mile away. I looked into 
my mother’s tearful eyes and held her shaking hand, wish-
ing to gain the assurance that an incident such as this one 
would not reoccur, but her quivering lips told me that I could 
not make an assumption of such a sort. A series of brain 
tests were conducted prior to my release, and I was over-
joyed to return to my missed home, where I laid on my cozy 
bed to contemplate the day’s sequence of events. 
     My eyes drifted upward, glancing towards heaven, a 
place that spared me today, a place where I would’ve been if 
I did not successfully recover. My mouth closed, lacking the 
ability to express my perceptions in the form of words. My 
ears listened to the crickets outside of my bedroom, inde-
pendent creatures that contained worries of their own sorts. 
My nose smelled the air, a vast space that was filled with 
people who were healthy and thriving, but my doubts and 
fears surpassed the peacefulness of the freedom to use my 
five senses. Would I have another seizure? I would soon be 
healthy and thriving, but I didn’t know that my health was 
definite. And I still don’t know that today. 
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Sophie Jaafar (9) / Personal Narrative

The Seizure
“ N o  a n s w e r  f o l l o w e d  m y  i n c o n c l u s i v e  q u e s t i o n , 
l e a d i n g  m e  t o  c o n c l u d e  t h a t  I  w a s n ’ t  o k a y  a n d 

t h a t  m y  h e a l t h  w o u l d  b e  a l t e r e d  f o r e v e r.“
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The sun is not the kind of bashful 
that winces when the trees wilt 

and the grass turns to ash.
She does not turn away

even as the air grows thick
with labored breathing,

nor as the earth begins to crack
down the middle, sand and dust

and bones, a desert in the morning
as she rises like a hot coal 
over the sloping horizon.

She smiles, 
and the ones she looks upon burn.

Isabel Bynum (11) /  Poem

low sounds, bright sounds, overwhelming sounds, small-talk chatter sounds, air 
conditioning sounds, midnight lack of sounds, sounds of wheels burning out on 

pavement, sounds of gentle waves licking the stern, sounds of taxi drivers honking, 
sounds of frustrated newborns crying, the bell sounding at noon, chewing sounds, 
sounds of torrential snores throughout the night, sounds of automated voices in the 
airport, puppies sound asleep, sounds of phone notifications, sounds of contagious 

laughter, creaking wood floor sounds, sounds of glass cups clinking, sounds of crowds 
cheering, ringing doorbell sounds in an empty mansion, sounds of whispers behind your 

back, quiet sob sounds, sounds of birds chirping at dawn, sounds of splashing in the pool, 
crackling fire sounds, sounds of toilets flushing, cicadas sounding at dusk
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Emery Wright (12) /  Poem

The Sun

Sounds
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     When I was twelve, I went to see the symphony with my 
parents. As usual, we were quite late, because my parents 
had bickered over which tie my father should wear. By the 
time we arrived, the theater lights had already dimmed, and 
the entire auditorium was filled with the sound of silence. 
Each step I took seemed to echo obtrusively, disturbing 
the almost holy peace. The usher directed us towards our 
seats; the front row of the upper balcony. Before I sat down, 
I looked down over the edge and felt a flush of vertigo course 
through my veins. I decided not to look over the edge again.
     The strings section began plucking allegretto as we took 
our seats. I craned my neck to see them, but I could barely 
see over the balustrade. Instead, I was forced to rely on my 
hearing, trained by years of forced violin lessons, to distin-
guish who was playing.
     The violins continued their pizzicato. Pluck, pluck. Now 
the violas joined, gently pulling their strings. Pluck, pluck. 
Then a lone bass thrummed, deep and bold. Pluck, pluck. 
     The winds began to carry a tune, soft at first, but building 
in intensity. After several measures, the violins and violas 
stopped plucking and began playing the main melody. Still, 
the bass plucked.
     Soon, I lost focus on who was playing what and, instead, 
let myself be transported by this symphonic time capsule to 
the Classical era. There would have been powdered wigs 
and corsets. Wine and laughter. In this fantasy, I wasn’t bur-
dened by insecurity or bound to any obligation. For the first 
time in a long time, I felt free. 

     Junior year is hell. None of us sleep; we have far too 
much work to do. So it doesn’t strike me as odd when she 
sends me a text at 3:13 am.
     I love you. Your friendship means so much to me, she 
says. She’ll miss me. I tell her I love her too but that she 
should get some sleep. It’s three a.m. for Christ’s sake! She 
begins to type a response but never sends it.
     The next morning she doesn’t show up to school. First pe-
riod, second period, third. She still isn’t here. At first, I don’t 
think much of it; I figure she’s sick or simply slept through her 
alarm. I’ve completely forgotten about her text, which I only 
half-read with sleep-ridden eyes. Still, I miss her presence at 
lunch and consider texting her to ask if she’s feeling okay. 
But I quickly get distracted by some homework I forgot to do. 

     I never end up texting her.
     Yet, she doesn’t show up the next day. Or the day after 
that. Before we know it, three weeks have passed. At this 
point, all her friends are frantically texting and calling her. 
Eventually, we start calling her home phone, even emailing 
her parents. Until we get a response. She’s okay and will be 
back at school soon. She isn’t ready to talk about it right now. 
Respect her privacy. Please.
     So we stop texting and calling, but it just feels wrong to 
give up entirely. Waiting for her to reach out first feels like an 
eternity, so I try to write her a letter. But soon I realize I don’t 
know what to write it about. 

     Pluck. I felt a jolt, as if I’d just woken up. And perhaps I 
had; daydreaming is a kind of sleep. But I wanted to continue 
living in that fantasy. I had to go back to sleep. So I shut my 
eyes and let the music wash over me, just as before, but I 
couldn’t go back to that same place no matter how hard I 
tried. 
     It was the plucking that had woken me up, I was sure. 
That slow, incessant twang of the bass had invaded my 
dream and drowned out the sounds of laughter and harp-
sichords. It had ruined my fantasy. It had ruined everything.
     Pluck. The bass wasn’t stopping, and it seemed as if it 
never would. The song had been going on for at least 15 
minutes, yet it showed no signs of ceasing. 
     Pluck. I wanted it to stop. Pluck. Needed it to. Pluck. It 
was enough to drive a girl mad.

     One day, she just shows up. Unannounced. She’s not 
wearing eyeliner like she normally would. Her hair is almost 
matted. She’s wearing a jacket that she keeps pulling down 
to cover her wrists. She’s going through the motions, but I 
can tell she’s not focused on any of it. 
     I try to make her laugh, even just smile, but it’s a fruit-
less effort. She’s too far gone. Desperate to connect with 
her somehow, I offer to drive her home. She accepts, almost 
begrudgingly, and climbs into the passenger side. I let her 
choose the music and we just sit in silence, listening for what 
seems like forever. 

Story continued on page 26

Nicole Mattey (12) / Personal Narrative
The Bass-line

“ My stomach twisted into a knot that refused to untie as 
I tried to move towards the edge of the balcony. ”
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     Story continued from page 25
     
     We are about five minutes from her house when she 
reaches over, turns down the radio, and tells me to stop. Pull 
over. We need to talk.

      Pluck. I couldn’t sit still in my seat. Pluck. I had to get out 
of the theater. Pluck. I had to do something. Pluck. Some-
thing, anything. Pluck.
     I could’ve just gotten up and left, but where would I have 
gone? Worse, what would I say to my parents? Even worse, 
what if the bass didn’t stop playing in my mind even after I’d 
left?
     Pluck.
     I found a solution. It would be quick and easy. 
     Pluck.
     Painless, hopefully, but certainly deadly. 
     Pluck. 
     The drop from the balcony to the ground floor was 50 feet 
at least, and if I did it right, I’d land in such a way that my 
neck would snap. It would be all over in a second.
    Not just the plucking. Everything. 
     Resolved, I stood up, but my legs felt as if they were made 
of lead. My stomach twisted into a knot that refused to untie 
as I tried to move towards the edge of the balcony. Two feet 
seemed like a mile. 

     Shakily, I pull in to a side street and park in front of a 
random house. We sit without speaking for what feels like 
an eternity; the silence between us is deafening. Finally, she 
blurts out. I tried to kill myself. I failed, but I didn’t really try 
that hard. She explains that her parents found her before 
she could convince herself to go through with it. And she’s 
glad. She doesn’t think she really wanted to die. She says 
she still doesn’t want to, but that she worries it will happen 
again. 
     The radio crackles with static. Still, I can hear a low hum, 
maybe even a bass, plucking a mellow tune. I tell her that 
I’m proud of her for being brave enough to keep on living. 
That I understand what she’s going through more than she 
will ever know. 

     Pluck. I took it one step at a time. Inch by inch, my feet 
found their way towards the edge of the balcony. I grasped 
the cold, metal railing on top of the balustrade and looked 
down, the rush of vertigo just the same as before.
     Pluck. I wouldn’t even have to jump, I determined. Just 
lean over far enough until gravity took hold and I fell over the 
balustrade. 

     Pluck.
     I began to count to three, slowly leaning forward.
     Pluck.
    Suddenly, a hand grabbed mine, and I turned around 
in shock. It was my father, pulling me back to my seat. Sit 
down, he said. You’re blocking the audience’s view of the 
symphony.

     I drop her off and begin to drive home, but I’m shaking 
so hard that I worry I’m going to crash. In desperation, I turn 
up the radio, ignoring the static, trying to drown out the sym-
phony that’s started playing in my head.
     First the violins.
     Then the violas. 
     Now the bass. 
 
     A month after the symphony, I told my parents what had 
really happened. Why I’d stood up in the middle of a beauti-
ful symphony and stood, paralyzed, holding on to the railing, 
slowly leaning forwards. I didn’t know how to explain that a 
simple bass-line, a pluck, had made me so violently upset 
that I had attempted suicide. It sounded so foolish that I al-
most decided against telling them at all. But I knew I had 
to. I worried something else, something as stupid as a bass 
plucking its tune, would flip that switch in my brain that told 
me that death was unavoidable and I might as well get it 
over with soon. 
     At first, my parents didn’t know how to react. They told me 
how sorry they were and  how glad they were that I hadn’t 
done it. I didn’t have the heart to tell them that I would have 
done if it weren’t for my father grabbing my hand.

     I run into her in the waiting room at my therapist’s office. 
We haven’t spoke about it since that day in the car. Frankly, I 
think we are both trying to forget. But here, in this room care-
fully decorated to make patients feel at ease, I feel more on 
edge than I have since the day at the symphony.
     So I tell her the truth. The whole truth. The fact that I al-
most killed myself at age twelve and haven’t really stopped 
thinking about it since. I tell her suicide isn’t a one-time 
event. If you survive it, as we did, you relive it every single 
day. It’s painful and petrifying. But it reminds you that you’re 
alive. I tell her how much therapy has helped me and that I 
hope it’ll help her too. We hug. 
     As she pulls away, she asks if the sound of a bass still 
reminds me of it, the way certain things remind her. I tell her 
of course. Every song has a bass-line, but that doesn’t mean 
it’s not worth listening to for the melody.
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you are not a thorn in my side
that is too cliché for you
you are more like a thorn in my foot
because every step i take i can feel you digging in
and at this point 
you’ve rooted yourself into me
you’re too deep for tweezers to pry out

you are the stain on a shirt i can’t wash out
i scrub and scrub and scrub
yet here you stay
stay to remind me of the mess i made 
but i still wear the shirt
stain and all

Emily Reinholt (11) / Poem
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It’s green, like the broccoli I throw in the trash
Or pancakes subject to a child’s mash.
It writhes and expands like a breathing lung.
It has a life of its own, and it is still young.

I first saw the fungus at the age of ten.
It began on my toe. I tried to wash it off then.
But the soapy water only made it stronger.
I scrubbed even harder, and tried even longer.

It retreats, but it always leaves its scar,
A green hue on my skin, to remind me of its mar.
Thanks to the lotion, it’s less frequent than in the past,
But each time it’s itchier and thicker than the last.

They say in the human mind it lurks.
A primal necessity and evolutionary quirk.
Like for a cold, there’s no cure or vaccination.
Just short-term remedies in desperation

On people’s skin I see the green traces
They whisper of seeing it on others’ faces.
The ones who refuse or don’t learn a solution
That the experts claim can cause its dilution.

They were swallowed up whole, I hear others explain
The fungus took over and controls their brains.
They know not of a single antidote.
They accept it as king ‘cause they think there’s no vote

I know that I am not alone
To this awful disease, millions are prone.
Passersby scratch their skin discreetly
I see them, and I turn my head fleetly. 

I hear whispers and discussion
 experience and repercussions.
But why can’t we say out loud how we feel?
Can’t fix the problem if we don’t say it’s real.

Anxiety

The Fungus
Alexandra Lang (12) / Poem

you are a shadow that stays when the lights are off
physically impossible
i know
but you seem to like defying the odds
all symbolism intended

you haunt me at night
but i can’t reach the light switch 
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     I didn’t even know my grandma had a brother until she 
told me he died. She had this look on her face, like she didn’t 
want to talk about it, but she also had to talk about it. She 
told me they weren’t close. She told me that she missed him, 
that she wished he had talked to her, that she didn’t even 
know where he lived until she got the call from the hospital. 
She told me that he was dead now.
     I’d never seen my grandma cry before, and even then 
it was nothing more than a quick gleam running down one 
cheek that she swiped away with a soft, wrinkled hand be-
fore changing the subject. 

     I remember my brother admitted to smashing the mirror. 
My mom says that he only admitted to it because he wanted 
out of school, not because he actually did it. At the time, I 
thought that made things better. 

     I look at my brother, and I don’t see the boy who might’ve 
smashed a mirror, who might’ve lied about smashing a mir-
ror because he hated school that much, who smiled at me 
emptily and asked me what I thought about it all. I see my 
brother. I see a list of facts—his favorite color is blue, he 
wants a tortoise for his birthday, he’s bordering on six feet 
tall nowadays. 

framed for smashing a mirror. 
     When I think back on it now, I remember the redness of 
my mom’s eyes. I remember the way she kept rubbing at 
her nose as she drove. I remember her absolute conviction, 
bordering on desperation as she told me, “He would never 
smash a mirror. That’s ridiculous. Why would they even think 
that?”

    I think it’s impossible to know a person. There’s just so 
much that goes unsaid, so many filters between someone’s 
brain and their mouth. For example—
     Sometimes I look at my family and all I see are strangers. I 
realize, all of a sudden, that there is so much about them that 
I don’t know. Who was my mom’s best friend in high school? 
What does my sister think of techno music? Who was my 

dad’s childhood role model?
     I stare at my brother. He notic-
es me staring and asks what my 
problem is.
     I have to bite my tongue in or-
der to keep the question reeled in, 
because it was so long ago. It’s 
been years since I came home 
from school to have my mom 
ranting about my brother getting 
into trouble. It’s been a lifetime 
since I went up to my brother with 
all the care of a naïve nine-year-
old girl and asked him whether he 
punched a mirror.

     I remember the look on my brother’s face after I asked 
him. He wasn’t surprised, just resigned, as if my curiosity 
and lack of impulse control combined into some kind of un-
stoppable force. He blinked, long and slow, like it was an 
effort to open his eyes back up again.
     When he smiled, his teeth flashed a sort of yellow-white. 
He was so bad at brushing his teeth. I sometimes wonder 
how he didn’t get cavities. 
     “What do you think?” he asked me, and the words weren’t 
angry so much as utterly exhausted. 

     At the time, I thought, “Of course, you didn’t do it. You’re 
not an idiot. Only idiots smash school mirrors.”
     Now, I think, “I wish you would talk to me.”

     I think all anyone can ever know is what a person tells 
them and the few bits and pieces they manage to make out 
for themselves. For example—

     I remember my brother once got in trouble at school for 
punching a mirror.
     I only knew because when my mom picked me up that 
afternoon, she was ranting about how the administrators 
had no proof of the fact. She had a sort of look on her face 
like she’d been thinking about this for a while, long before 
she’d picked me up. She insisted that my brother would 
never punch a mirror, that he was at the wrong place at the 
wrong time. He was a good kid, she upheld, even though he 
struggled sometimes. He’d never destroy school property. 
     When we got home I went straight to my brother, and I 
asked him if he really did it. He looked at me and smiled with 
all his teeth.
     “What do you think?” he asked.

     I didn’t really think much 
about anything. I took people’s 
words for what they were and 
dug no deeper. For example—
    My brother was the happi-
est person I knew. He was 
enthusiastic in everything he 
did, blasting the television at 
full volume, shouting when he 
should’ve been talking, laugh-
ing in a way that burst out of 
him like he was surprised to be 
laughing at all.
    For all that I knew him, 
raised in the same home by 
the same parents, his reactions were completely foreign. 
How he could remain happy when his life falls apart in his 
hands—how he could not even flinch—was a mystery to me. 
Bad grades were no more an inconvenience to him than hair 
flopping into his eyes, easily brushed aside. He didn’t take 
people’s anger seriously, where I’d take it as a personal at-
tack. Things that would send me panicking were nothing to 
him. It’s one of the many things I’ve never understood about 
him, how little everything seemed to affect him.
     So when I was nine years old and standing in front of him, 
overflowing with curiosity and tactlessness, I didn’t think he 
punched the mirror.
     I don’t know what I think now.

     I remember when my mom picked me up the day my 
brother got in trouble for punching a mirror, she had tears in 
her eyes. I didn’t know it at the time, because I was nine and 
I didn’t pay much attention to things like that. I was much 
more interested in the thrill of the situation. My own brother, 

Isabel Bynum (11) / Personal Narrative 

“Sometimes I look at him, 
and I’m terrified. If there’s 
one thing that every per-
son in this world is afraid 
of, it’s the unknown, and I 
can never tell what’s going 

on in his mind.”

Smoke and Mirrors
     I can see all the times he’s made me angry enough to cry 
and the times we’ve collapsed over each other in laughter. 
I can’t see the thing that I know must hang in the air around 
him. I know that sometimes there’s a weight that grabs onto 
his motivation and holds it down. I know that he must see 
himself differently than I do if it made him want to drive his 
fist into a mirror at the sight of it.  I know what I think, but 
what I’m thinking doesn’t help me decipher what’s going on 
in anyone else’s life. It doesn’t help me understand what it 
is that would drive someone to maybe, perhaps, smash a 
mirror with their bare hands—
     It could’ve been a message. Some sort of code. Bloody 
knuckles spelling out all the things he never tells me. Broken 
glass on the floor all the proof he can give of the thing haunt-
ing his steps. Confessing to a crime he might not have done 
but probably did, because it’s easier to give someone all the 
broken pieces than the whole picture.
     Sometimes I look at him, and I’m terrified. If there’s one 
thing that every person in this world is afraid of, it’s the un-
known, and I can never tell what’s going on in his mind. 
     Sometimes I look at him, and I feel all of nine years-old. 
But this time, I ask the question I wish I’d asked all those 
years ago—
    What are you thinking?
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I.
I dress up as Wonder Woman for Halloween.
I am seven years old and trying to make my muscles
look bigger than the Spiderman next to me.

I am successful.

There is more strength in the pinky toe
of the pregnant woman sitting across
the room,
and I marvel at how gracefully she sips
the coffee, cradling her stomach, 
the book on her knee, 
the air space between us,
all in perfect balance. 

II.
Tonight, I decide to take my grandmother to the mov-
ies.
Two tickets for Wonder Woman,
we sit motionless in the dark

She complains that the actress
isn’t buxom enough for the role,
and I silently promise
to never take her to the movies again.

I feel the generation that separates us
pushing her red, pleather chair
further and further from me
as the music swells to a crescendo,
much smaller than I expected.

The enigma of the Amazon
unveiled on the silver screen,
so devastatingly simple,
elementary.
I find myself angry as I drive her home.

Thousands of years of suppressed,
dense, female power
turned acidic, like vinegar.

Olivia Kane (12) /  Poem
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A New ERA
III. 
I think back to angry words
spit through the subatomic particles 
of lipstick-stained teeth
in boardrooms, kitchens, cubicles. 

The UN decides to make 
Wonder Woman a Female Ambassador,
and the world explodes.

Subtle shrieking, 
“That’s not what a real woman looks like,”
and I laugh, knowing that Superman
isn’t what a real man looks like either.

IV.
I read an article in a magazine 
about the bones men found
of tall women buried with bows and arrows,
side by side by side.

Female warriors are not just the stuff of stories,
and I begin to wonder. 

I wonder if Gaia is upset
that we have forgotten her,
or that her son is more infamous.

I wonder if men would agree to castration
if it meant the creation
of a modern Aphrodite.

Why a young boy,
struggling to reach my heart,
called out “Athena.”

I wonder why I’m so distraught
after seeing the movie
I prayed to the Hollywood gods to make.

A decade of imagining myself
as Artemis instead of Barbie,
all disappearing as I realize
I have been replaced.

The world now has a Wonder Woman. 
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Au printemps, la terre fleurit comme une fleur, 
Une saison de bonheur et de renaissance.
La petite fille qui montre sa brillance
En se parant d’une couronne de couleurs.

En été, le soleil lui donne sa chaleur,
Une saison d’aventures et de réjouissances.
La petite fille entre dans l’adolescence
Qui porte parfois des orages dans son coeur.

En automne, les feuilles taupes tombent par terre
Et la femme apprend que la vie est temporaire,
Ses années passées amassées comme les feuilles.

En hiver, le silence glacial crie bien fort 
Ayant très bien vécu, la vieillesse l’accueille
Puis, elle lâche sa peur et saisit la mort. 

Translation:
The Beauty and the Seasons

In spring, the landscape blooms like a flower,
A season of happiness and rebirth.
The young girl displays her brightest power
Wearing a crown of the colors of earth

In summer, sunlight brings incalescence,
A season of adventures and delight.
The young girl embraces adolescence
Causing fierce fires of hearts to ignite.

In the fall, amber leaves fall to the ground,
And the woman learns that life is fleeting.
Years accumulate like leaves in a mound.

In winter, cold silence roars repeating,
And having reached old age, with ragged breath,
She releases fears and embraces death.

La Belle des Saisons
Sonnet written by the AP French Language and Culture Class: 
Mafer Benavides (10), Brooke Braden (11), Thomas Curran (11), 
Maddie Henderson (11), Jackie Leavitt (11), Cesar Martinez (12) 
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     My first day at a “nondenominational” Christian school 
goes as follows:
     Snack time. I tentatively reach out to grab a bag of Gold-
fish. 
     My hand is swatted away, as my kindergarten teacher 
shoots me a disapproving look. 
     “What do you think you are doing?” she asks me, glancing 
around the room, gesturing to all the other five year olds who 
have formed a circle. 
     Stunned, I drop the bag into the bucket and shrink back 
into the circle, puzzled at this odd formation. 
     “Father, we thank you for this food. We thank you for the 
many blessings—” 

     My teacher stops midsentence as my eyes dart around 
the room, and I fidget in my seat. As a five-year old, I care 
about religion as much as I care about what I will have for 
dinner the next night.
 
     Am I atheist? No. I am Jewish, at least that is what I’ve 
been told. Is praying before meals honestly a foreign concept 
to me? Yes, as a five-year old, it is. It does not take long for 
me to realize I am the only Jewish person in my class. My 
best friend Aesha is the only other person who is not Chris-
tian. She is Muslim. 
     I quickly realize that everyone has bowed their heads and 
closed their eyes. Well, almost everyone. Aesha’s eyes meet 

mine, and we share a perplexed look. Our teacher narrows 
her eyes, muttering something about a lack of respect, and 
concludes the prayer.

     “Amen.” Our rabbi grins at the congregation, as we turn 
to wish our friends “Shabbat Shalom.” 
     The instruments drone on as I exit the temple.

     A year later, gathered around the dinner table, my dad 
lights the candles as my sister and I chant a short prayer, 
salivating over the challah stuffed with raisins. Saturday 
morning, I help my mother dip leftover slices of challah into 
egg yolks, in preparation for French toast. The bread, tinted 
gold on the outside, soft, flaky and sweet on the inside, fills 
my stomach with joy.

     Am I Catholic? I didn’t think I was. I am in California 
visiting my mom’s family for the holidays. Originating from 
Italy, both my grandparents are Catholic, although my mom 
reveals to me later in life that they have Jewish roots as well. 
My grandmother, Nona, inquires about my school.
     “I just can’t fathom why you don’t have bible study at your 
school!” Nona exclaims, genuinely dumbfounded. Does my 
own grandmother still not know I am being raised Jewish? To 
her, I am Catholic, like my mom. 

     Am I Jewish? I must be, because becoming a bat or bar 
mitzvah means you are officially a Jewish adult, and that 
is just what I am about to become. When my grandparents 
receive the invitation to my bat mitzvah, they express empty 
sentiments of regret. 
     Unable to attend. My heart drops to my feet like a bowling 
ball, as it dawns on me I will have no grandparents on the 
bimah. My dad’s parents are dead. After constant nagging 
and persuasion, my mom convinces her parents to fly to San 
Antonio to attend the service.
     We are rehearsing for the service. The cantor informs us 
that my mom is not allowed to participate in the ritual where 
we pass the Torah, because she is not Jewish.
     My mom isn’t Jewish? I always thought since my sister 
and I are Jewish, that made her a little Jewish as well.
     “You haven’t converted?” our rabbi asks her, and she 
looks so incredibly hurt, I wonder why she needs to change 
her religion in order to participate in a religious ceremony her 
daughter is leading. 

     I wonder why religion is used to exclude people, when 
at its core, it is supposed to bring people together. My dad’s 
brother, who had cerebral palsy, died when he was thirty. He 
converted to Christianity, so our temple refused to bury him 
in the Jewish cemetery with my dad’s family. 
     Religious labels stick with us, even when we die. Imag-
ine having your chronically ill son die at the age of thirty, 
and then be told by your rabbi that he is not allowed to be 

buried beside his family. When he was alive, my grandma 
never left his side. When my grandma died, she was buried 
next to him in the Christian cemetery; she never left his side. 
He is more than a Jew who converted to Christianity. He 
changed the world for people like him, people with disabili-
ties. He changed the world by embracing who he was; the 
world stabbed him in the back when he left. 

     “I’m not really that religious. I’m still figuring it out.”
     “Isn’t your mom Catholic, though?”
     “Yes.”
     “And your dad is Jewish! You can read Hebrew!”
     “Well, yeah. I’m Jewish.”
    “Well, not really. You aren’t actually Jewish. You’re only 
Jewish if your mom’s side of the family is Jewish. Plus, you 
celebrate Christmas.”

     I am fifteen, and I think by now I am aware of my religious 
identity.
     Do I pray every day? No. I have never genuinely prayed 
in my life. 
     Isn’t religion about more than praying though? 

     I am not Christian. I know that for sure. 
     “Lead us in Grace, Sophia,” my mom’s sister instructs. 
     Our large family piles into the kitchen, the smell of ciop-
pino, the classic fish stew Italians make on Christmas Eve, 
wafting behind us. My dad sits silently, his lips pursed, shak-
ing his head ever so slightly. He does not want me to recite 
Grace. I do not know how to recite Grace. The only prayers 
I know are in Hebrew.
     The silence is painful, really, really painful. But not for me. 
I do not think it matters whether or not I can recite a couple 
of sentences before dinner. I do not feel like I know anything 
about Jesus or Christianity or Judaism or God or religion at 
all. 
     I raise my head, and my eyes meet my grandmother’s. 
She draws in a sharp breath, and quickly recites Grace. The 
words tumble out, wrapping around each other, jumbled up, 
suffocating me. The room once again fills with laughter and 
conversation that soon turns into arguing. 
 
     “I hate temple. I have too much homework.” I’m exasper-
ated and overwhelmed. 
     Am I Jewish? I am, even if I don’t feel Jewish in this mo-
ment.
     “It’s Yom Kippur, Sophia. Cut the crap,” my mom’s voice 
is tense. “You are not going to school.” 
     “I hate God,” the words shoot out of my mouth without 
a pang of regret. God might not even exist. So why does 

Sophia Markey (11) / Personal Narrative
Hollah for Challah

“ I wonder why religion is used to exclude people, when at 
its core, it is supposed to bring people together. ”
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  Story continued on page 38
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it matter whether or not I like him? I know many parents 
who would leap back in utter shock if their child uttered that 
phrase. 
       My mom just shrugs her shoulders. It is not about religion 
for her either. My belief or disbelief in God has no effect on 
her, or anyone for that matter. She knows that. I do not even 
think she believes in a god either. Whether or not I believe in 
God, I am still Jewish. She knows that. I know that. The truth 
lingers between us, bringing us closer together. 

     I am sixteen years-old, stretched out across my bed as I 
flip through history notes. Bounding into my room, clutching 
her phone, my sister’s face is filled with horror. She hands 
me her phone, and I scroll through pictures of neo-Nazis. 
In the United States. In 2017. Marching beside the Klu Klux 
Klan. Suddenly, history does not seem so long ago. My rela-
tives who escaped Hitler’s regime in Germany fled from Na-
zis. There were Nazis then. There are Nazis now.  I scroll 
through pictures from Charlottesville, Virginia. They burn my 
eyes so I put my phone down for a minute. 
     There is a war going on within our country. 

     A couple months later, the day before Christmas vacation, 
I tell my friends I am going to visit my mom’s side of the fam-
ily to celebrate Christmas with them.
     “So you aren’t like, actually Jewish.” 
     I grit my teeth and feel my eyes rolling back into my head. 
Silly me! I’m obviously just an imposter.
     “You’re so lucky. I wish I were half Jewish and half Catho-
lic. I bet you get so many presents.”
     I am not Catholic. It is not about presents.
     “It must be hard for your mom to raise her kids Jewish. Do 
you think she misses going to church?”
     No. Who banned her from going to church? She hated 
going to church with a burning passion.
     “Do you think it’s kind of weird how your mom never con-
verted?”
     No. I do not think it is weird that my mom has a career and 
can’t find the time to attend a class every week. Why would 
she convert?
     “So you are Jewish, and your mom is not?”
     Yes, my mom and I are different people who have differ-
ent identities.
     “You look like you could be Christian. Like, you don’t actu-
ally look Jewish.”
     Awesome, thanks. I’m flattered.

     Am I atheist? Maybe. Regardless of my religion, I am still 
me. Even if I convert to Christianity, Islam, Buddhism, or any 
other religion, I will still be myself, still be Jewish. You can 
change your religion, but you cannot change your heritage.
 
     Am I Jewish? I will always be Jewish. 
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I am all of them, 
every one that screamed or went quiet,

unable to do anything against you, 
bull or swan or shower of gold 

or just a man, set afire with lightning 
that scorched their skin for years after you left them.

I am all of them, 
the ones who were blessed, the ones who were chosen, 
the ones who stumbled and fell into this thing they call

a gift from god because of your divinity.
No god can grant you that right. No god holds claim over me.

Not me, nor her, nor her, nor her.

Isabel Bynum (11) /  Poem

pressurized air catches in my throat with the anticipation of the opportunity to exhale 
I seem to be in a perpetual state of anticipation of the next, next, next, next 

Always distracted, surrounded and drowning 
I want to feel the humidity brush the tendrils of my orange hair 

I want to touch the wax of the leaves 
to trade my matriculation for the percolation dripping off the green leaves onto the sensitive buds of my tongue

I am lonesome for solitude 
For rhythm and noise, guttural and unsophisticated 

I want to erase my education so I don’t remember what the gluttonous ache of over information feels like 
For once not to analyze what makes up the world around me but to exist, resting on the soft mossy bed of the rainforest 

my fingernails caked in mud
to watch the sweat pool between my collarbones 

to feel the density of my own breath in the warm cavern of my delicate lungs
to feel the jungle slide into night 

to hear God sing a lullaby just for me 
in the canary 
in the cricket 

in the moan of my catharsis
to exhale finally

Anne Rubsamen (11) /  Poem

I Am All of Them A Breath in the Jungle
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     When I was three years old, my best friend Paris and I 
joined our school’s soccer team. Her dad was the coach, 
and we spent every game that year sitting on the field, talk-
ing or running around in the opposite direction of the ball, 
and playing tag and laughing together. But the game didn’t 
matter. All we cared about was each other.
     The next year, Paris switched schools. It was okay be-
cause we saw each other over the weekends. She and I 
would play dress up at my house or feed the deer at hers. 
We would make brownies and cookies together and pile 
whipped cream and rainbow sugar sprinkles on top of straw-
berries. We ran around Chuck E. Cheese’s racking up points 
on Skee-Ball and the virtual jump rope game, pooling our 
tickets together to get a bag of blue cotton candy to share. 
We went to the park together and fed peacocks and geese. 
We stayed home and played board games and the piano or 
walked around her neighborhood catching frogs and lady-
bugs. 
     The memories we made together are some of the stron-
gest I have, the most vivid, the ones that immediately warm 
my heart and bring a smile to my face. I can see Paris now 
as she was: stringy blonde hair pulled up in lopsided pig-
tails, her blunt bangs shadowing the big blue eyes behind 
her rounded rim wire glasses, her nostrils flaring as she filled 
her lungs with air to sing her favorite song—”Colors of the 
Wind” from Pocahontas—with the goofiest smile plastered 
on her face, her crooked teeth flashing. I remember sitting 
mesmerized every time Paris would sing, in awe of the con-
fidence my friend radiated.
     The first few years of my life were the happiest when I 
was with Paris, but over time we lost touch. I haven’t seen or 
talked to her in six years. 
     It doesn’t matter to me.

***

     In second grade, I became friends with Kara. I cannot 
remember how we became friends, but we did and were in-
separable all year. Kara could always make me laugh, and 
we spent the school year getting scolded by the teacher for 
our constant giggling. I remember one time Kara tied my 
shoelaces together, and we snickered as we got in line to go 
to lunch, and I had to waddle like a penguin. We thought we 
were being sly, but our teacher of course noticed and repri-
manded us for our shenanigans. 
     That didn’t stop us from spending all our time together 
though. Even the next year, when we weren’t in the same 
homeroom class, Kara and I spent our recess time walk-
ing around the perimeter of the playground together, hold-
ing hands and talking, laughing about everything. Kara and 
I stayed friends throughout elementary school, and I knew I 
had found my forever friend.
     Yet when I switched schools for middle school, we lost 
touch. I was devastated, cursing my parents for making me 
leave Kara, but I easily made new friends and forgot about 
the one I had let go. 
     It just didn’t seem to matter to me.

***

     When I returned to my old school for high school, how-
ever, I was reunited with Kara, and it was like I had never 
left, like we hadn’t missed three years of each other’s lives. I 
didn’t know how I could have ever forgotten about our bond 
like I did. We fell into a rhythm again, and for the next three 
years, Kara and I were just as close as before.
     But something happened towards the end of our junior 
year. I am not quite sure what happened exactly. Maybe it 
was a boy. Maybe she just decided she didn’t like me any-
more. I felt like she was mad at me, and I tiptoed around her 
because I didn’t think she would tell me the truth if I con-
fronted her. I envisioned her rolling her eyes haughtily and 
scoffing at me for dwelling on nothing, some imagined intui-
tive feeling that she all of a sudden hated me. I couldn’t help 
but wonder what I had done, though, even in my dreams; in 
one, Kara swam by me at a pool party and muttered, “bitch” 
in my ear before splashing water in my face.
     Still I tried to be close to Kara, but she became more and 
more distant. I remember hearing her say that nobody really 
cared about her interests or liked the same things as she 
did. I remember thinking how that made no sense; the way 
Kara talked about her favorite TV shows and comics—her 
passions in general—was something that all of our friends 
admired about Kara. I don’t know why she was feeling that 
way; all I know is that I lost Kara again, this time completely, 
to some rift I hadn’t even noticed was forming. 
     I cried when I realized that whatever had happened be-
tween us meant the end of our friendship as I knew and 
loved it. Yet as long and as strong as our friendship was, 
there is no void in my life where it had been; there’s barely 
a scar.
     I guess it just didn’t matter to me.

***

     In the first lapse of my friendship with Kara, I met Mad-
elyn. We bonded over our heritage and our height (she is un-
der 5 feet too) and quickly became friends. Over the years, 
Madelyn and I have solidified our friendship, and I haven’t 
met anybody before or since who completely understands 
me as well as she does. She is my best friend, one of my 
favorite people, and a part of my family. 
     Yet we go to different high schools, and for the past three 
years I have been wondering what will happen to us when 
we go to college and may or may not be able to keep in 
touch. I haven’t lost her yet, but I am afraid of what will hap-
pen if (when) I do. I know the pain of losing her friendship will 
stay with me the longest.
     Eventually, I’ll be fine, and it won’t matter to me—that’s 
what scares me. How have I let go of these friendships I 
have claimed were so important to me? So easily too. It’s 
like I haven’t given a second thought to my friendships, nor 
made any effort to hold on to the ones I love.
     Will I do this with Madelyn? If we go to college in different 
cities, different states and I lose touch, will I lose her?
     Will it even matter to me if I do?

Vicki Lozano (12) / Personal Narrative

“ Yet as long and as strong as our friendship was, 
there is no void in my life where it had been; 

there’s barely a scar.”

No Matter
Lucie Englehardt (11) / School Children NY /  Digital  Photograph
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A girl walks into her room after a long day at school. 
She’s pulls out a giant copy of The Complete Works of 
William Shakespeare, opens it up, and begins to read. She 
tries to read, but gets fed up, pushes the book to the 
side, and rests her head in her arms. Suddenly music be-
gins to play.Confused, the girl looks up. In front of her is a 
group of dancing fairies; the fairy in the middle is Ti-
tania. The room is filled with characters from Shake-
speare’s plays. As the girl looks around in awe, she 
sees Romeo and Juliet and goes towards them.   

JULIET: O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon!   

ROMEO: Then what shall I swear by?   

JULIET: Do not swear at all; Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy 
gracious self, and I’ll believe thee.   

ROMEO: If my heart’s dear love.  

He notices the girl staring at them.   

ROMEO (CONT’D): Peace, who comes here? (to girl) 
How now, fair maiden! What plagues thee?   

GIRL: (stuttering, confused) Oh- what? Sor-
ry I was just- where did you come from?   

ROMEO: From fair Verona, where we lay our scene!   

GIRL: No, I mean, how did you get here?   

ROMEO: By some very midsummer madness, I would pre-
sume. Now I pray you, leave us be. Farewell!   

Romeo and Juliet kiss passionately.

GIRL: No, no, NO! We will NOT be doing that here!

She pushes the two of them apart.   

ROMEO: Sweet lady, there are far better things to wor-
ry about. Hamlet lies brooding about death whilst hold-
ing a skull-

JULIET: -Lady Macbeth raves in slumbery agitation-  

ROMEO: Brutus and Cassius do plot to kill Cae-
sar, and one unlucky fool yonder is pursued by a bear!   

In the distance a man screams.   

ROMEO (CONT’D): Now please leave us, gentle kindness!   
The girl spots Hamlet across the room on a stack of neatly 
folded clothes holding a skull. She walks up to him.   

GIRL: Excuse me, but how did you get here?   

Hamlet stares at her forlornly, and returns to looking at 
the skull.   

HAMLET: To die, to sleep; To sleep: per-
chance to dream: ay, there’s the rub.

GIRL: Please,if you could just tell me where you guys ca
me from, and how I can send you back, I’d really appreci-
ate it.   

HAMLET: No.   

He continues his speech.

HAMLET (CONT’D): For in that sleep of death what 
dreams may come when we have shuffled off this mor-
tal coil, must give us pause.
 
GIRL: You are completely useless!
 
HAMLET: Madam, I do not lie when I say 
that I am sick when I look on thee- so therefore away, you 
three-inch fool!
 
GIRL: Oh, I’m the three inch fool! You 
don’t even have a skull in that scene! And let me tell you 
something else...

The girl is about to make another retort when suddenly she 
hears a faint squelching sound. On her bed is a dead Julius 
Caesar, Brutus and Cassius standing over him.   

GIRL (CONT’D): Oh my god!   

She races over and frantically pushes the two Romans and 
the body aside , trying to wipe away the blood.   

GIRL (CONT’D): (to herself) How do I get this out? O
h my god, what am I going to to say? “Hey mom, sor-
ry there’s blood over everything! Some tiny peo-
ple came into my room and MURDERED JULIUS CAE-
SAR ON MY BED!”  

This last part is directed towards Brutus and Cassius, who 
just look at her and shrug. As she continus to wipe at the 
sheets, Romeo and Juliet run up to her.   

ROMEO: Dearest lady, you must leave!   

GIRL: What? Why?
   
ROMEO: Such terrible sights as these will sure-
ly make thy hair stand on end!   

He grabs Juliet’s hand and the two of them run off.

GIRL: What could possibly be worse than...
  
A horn blows. The girl looks down to see two armies pre-
paring for battle: Richard III and Henry Tudor.   

RICHARD: Prepare to die, thou sodding milksop!   

HENRY: First you shall meet the devil in hell, foul bunch-
back toad!   

GIRL: Oh no.   

Chaos erupts, the room filled with characters wreaking 
havoc.   

RICHARD: A horse, a horse, my kingdom for a horse!   

From above, Henry shouts, holding a toy horse above his 
head.   

HENRY: Here be your horse, deformed lump!   

He pushes it over the bed, where it lands on Richard with a 
thump. The chaos continues, the noise louder and louder, 
the girl standing in the middle of it all, frozen with disbe-
lief and horror.   

GIRL: (quietly) Stop it! Please!   

Finally, taking control, she grabs Richard and Henry, sepa-
rating them.   

GIRL (CONT’D): (louder) I said QUIET!   

Everyone freezes. One by one, the characters all vanish. 
The girl collapses in relief, then gets up and returns to 
her desk. She looks at her book of Shakespeare, pushes it 
aside, and opens Frankenstein. She begins reading, only to 
hear a loud clap of thunder behind her.   

FRANKENSTEIN: It’s alive!

GIRL: Oh my...

Arianna Muñoz (11) / Screenplay

Forsooth!

These stills are from the film Forsooth! starring Olivia Kane 
as Girl, Drake Leach as Romeo and Hamlet, Emily Reinholt 
as Juliet, Will Brown as Richard III, and Dante Jarrett-Izzi 
as Henry Tudor. This film was written and directed by Arian-
na Muñoz and produced by Will Brown. The short film was 
still in production at the time of this magazine’s publication.
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Your Grasp
Vicki Lozano (12) /  Poem
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Gridlocked, solidly standing;
powerless against the current.

The sea of words and people rushing by,
the ever-shrinking hallways of my mind

confining me in the aura of you.

Trapped in the vibrations closing in,
I suffer from my own insignificance:

the way you make me feel.

My arms, quivering with the distinct recognition of 
inability, instability.

On the brink of that precipice 
I can neither jump over nor back away from.

You hold me on the edge with your cold grasp,
and there is no release, no relief.

The words do not come—
but you will not have them anyway.

No release, no relief, 
no means of getting out,
no calamity to distract.

Just the permeating intensity of you
strangling me softly

in your metallic clutch.

No release! Oh, no relief!
Not a moment to pass without your presence.

Inescapable, you dwell in my conscience.

You dwell in my world,
a phantom harboring my body,

interlocking your long, wiry digits with mine,
wrapping your shadow around my chest—

and tightening.
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     A white picture frame rests on my dresser, holding a col-
lage of small photographs inlaid in yellowed white matting. 
One picture shows in its glossy glimmer two young boys in 
matching blue and white striped shirts, another those same 
boys in a bathtub. I, the younger boy, still an infant, gaze 
at my older brother, Mikey, with an expression of curiosity 
and wonder – he is unlike anyone or anything I had seen 
before. My early perception of his idiosyncratic mannerisms 
and speech, the sole subject of my attention at family meals 
and long car rides, persisted throughout my childhood. How-
ever, as I became older, I began to recognize that my fas-
cination with Mikey was caused by his inherent difference 
from other people – I took interest as an eight-month-old 
infant that, while everyone I met looked straight at me with 
a grin, Mikey’s eyes always wandered, never meeting my 
own for any substantial duration as if they were magnetically 
repelled. I was six when my parents told me my assumptions 
were correct. Mikey was indeed different from the rest. 
     Autism, they said. He doesn’t think the way we do, that’s 
why he talks and acts funny. I believe this moment analo-
gous, albeit dampened and transposed to the thoughts of 
a child, as when my mother, with her two year-old son who 
was still non-verbal, sat petrified in a doctor’s office filled 
with pictures of a normal family, being told that her fairytale 
dream of a normal motherhood was gone forever before it 
had started. Like her, I was no longer an observer of Mikey; I 

was a guardian of him against the cruel outside world, or at 
least what I thought of it.      
     In New York City, where we lived until Mikey was five and 
I only one, my mother was excluded and shamed for her 
disabled son, shunned by the other mothers and nannies 
at the park and cursed behind her back for keeping her son 
on the swings for too long because the repetitive motion 
eased his nerves. I never had to go through what my mother 
did, but I knew Mikey’s disability made him a target of scorn 
and ridicule, and I spent my youth obsessed with protect-
ing him from hateful people. Upon noticing someone star-
ing at Mikey in a restaurant and whispering to the people 
at their table, complaining of his loud speech or distracting 
arm-flapping, I would stare back at them with the same per-
plexed look until they were too uncomfortable to look at him 
any longer. When my elementary school classmates came 
over to my house and asked to play somewhere away from 
Mikey, I would swear never to let them in the house again. 
Perhaps I hated outsiders for treating Mikey with the same 
curiosity I did as a child, but it was my right to have that 
curiosity, not theirs. 
     In middle school, Mikey began having small tantrums, 
usually when he lost his wallet or phone, or was denied des-
sert because he stole some ice cream from the freezer. He 
clenched his jaw until his head trembled and squeezed my 
parents and my wrists when we tried to calm him, leaving 
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Matthew Leonard (11) / Personal Narrative 
My Soledad

red marks and bruises in the shape of his hands turned tal-
ons. All the while, unlike almost all other families with dis-
abled children, Mikey had grown to be six feet and four inch-
es tall and over 250 pounds, his size greatly amplifying any 
outbursts he had. But these were isolated incidents in the 
privacy of our own home, and we learned to live with them, 
not so much as a family secret, but as a family idiosyncrasy, 
a component of our daily routines.
     It got worse. Mikey became more and more violent, and 
every new medication my parents put him on would work for 
a month, maybe two, then fade to the overwhelming power 
of his psychosis. He was routinely having violent outbursts 
everywhere, not only with my parents and I but with caretak-
ers, teachers, and friends, some of which were my own. He 
charged at my best friend, fists ready to strike, only to be 
outrun as he violently pursued him. Multiple times his best 
friend, a woman named Samantha, who had been a student 
aid at his high school, came to our home crying because 
on the car ride home from 
dinner he had attacked her. 
But the most targeted person 
was our father. He constantly 
threatened our dad, and often 
attacked him; he hit, kicked, 
and scratched until we could 
restrain him or he was too tired 
to continue. Rage burned in his 
eyes when he shouted in his 
lumbering, distinctive dialect, 
Dad, I’m going to punch you in 
the head, Dad. Dad, I’m going 
to bloody your eye, Dad. 
     Life with Mikey became 
unbearable. I stopped blam-
ing other people for staring at 
Mikey or wanting to be away 
from him and started blaming 
him. He was no longer a source 
of fascination and wonder but 
one of disorder and anguish in my life. When I had to tell a 
group of friends in the middle of a pool party that it was time 
to go home, lying that Mikey was feeling sick and needed 
care when he was actually brawling with our nanny, I could 
feel my face turning red as tears welled in my eyes. I could 
only think about how much I hated life with Mikey. I hated 
coming home to open the door to a brother who pinched 
and scratched me. I hated crying in my room as I heard him 
screaming at my dad, I want to hurt you. But I also hated my 
hatred of life with Mikey. When I read Of Mice and Men, I 
cried not at the ending but at the beginning because I knew 
I had abandoned caring for Mikey as George did for Lenny 
in that small town of Soledad. I felt that I had faltered under 
the weight of circumstance, that I was weak in the face of 
life and had failed to be the brother Mikey so desperately 
needed in a time full of anguish of his own. As my shame in 
Mikey grew, so did my shame in myself.
     Ironically, I became the person that I tried to protect Mikey 
from all these years. I was the one who glared at him across 
the room when he became agitated, who moved my friends 
to the opposite side of the house from him before he saw 

me. The pride I had once held at being the quintessential 
sibling of a disabled child inverted into a pit of shame and 
guilt. I winced when people asked me, How’s Mikey, and 
when unknowing cheek-pinching mothers extolled my car-
ing commitment to brotherhood, I felt I was going to vomit. 
Yet my vehement desire for an escape from the chaos never 
ceased. Hot tears of confliction rolled down my cheeks when 
I stood paralyzed in my dining room, staring through a win-
dow, on the other side of which was Mikey, rippling the Plexi-
glas with his fists. I could only think, I want you out of this 
house. I want you out of my life. 
     I knew I was a bad person, or at least in that moment, 
when he saw my scornful gaze and stopped pounding the 
glass and, lip quivering, began to cry. He bawled and sobbed 
and said, I won’t do it again, Matthew. I won’t hit again. I love 
you very much, Matthew. I ran to my room and fell on my 
bed, incapacitated by the shame I felt with myself, sobbing 
until my whole body convulsed with sorrow and grief. 

     My parents decided the 
only way to alleviate his 
present condition was to 
have him live away from 
home, and so Mikey moved 
out into his own house a 
couple blocks down with 
his own caretaker, Charles. 
Eventually, he settled in and 
returned to his former self 
– a lover of life and people, 
the purest-hearted person I 
have ever met. But the sud-
den and rapid decrescendo 
of the torment I felt left me 
apprehensive to see him. 
He continued to lash out for 
the first few months, espe-
cially when I came around. 
I wanted to say, Hi. I want-
ed to say, I’m sorry I wasn’t 

strong enough to work this out.  I feared that there were still 
embers, waiting to reignite the flames of violence and an-
guish, another new medication waiting to wear off. 
     However, after countless Saturday lunches and Sun-
day morning breakfasts, Mikey once again became my 
companion, my Lenny. We silently forgave each other in 
the months following his moving out and relegated our dark 
times to a small segment of our brotherhood’s history. But 
that small segment hasn’t left my mind entirely – every time 
he clenched his jaw or wildly flapped his arms or hugged me 
a little too tightly, I felt myself tensing in anticipation of the 
next meltdown. 
    Our relationship has forever changed, in some ways for 
the worse, in some ways for the better. At times, I still try to 
run from my Soledad. I am a rabbit, seeking refuge from a 
cold winter in the warmth of a bear’s hibernating body; while 
I rejoice in my comfortable, warm new position, I constantly 
fear the bear might awake. So, I tread lightly, but lovingly, 
cherishing every second I spend with Mikey, treasuring the 
present with him, regardless of the past or what the future 
might hold. 

I r o n i c a l l y ,  I  b e c a m e  t h e 
p e r s o n  t h a t  I  t r i e d  t o  p r o -
t e c t  M i k e y  f r o m  a l l  t h e s e 
y e a r s .  I  w a s  t h e  o n e  w h o 
g l a r e d  a t  h i m  a c r o s s  t h e 

r o o m  w h e n  h e  b e c a m e 
a g i t a t e d ,  w h o  m o v e d  m y 
f r i e n d s  t o  t h e  o p p o s i t e 
s i d e  o f  t h e  h o u s e  f r o m 
h i m  b e f o r e  h e  s a w  m e . 
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     I wake up in my house, in my room.  
     The sun is shining through my window a little too brightly, 
but it’s welcoming. The cool Colorado breeze ripples the 
curtains and brings me out of my daze. I take a moment to 
look around the room; everything is where it should be. My 
boots are set on the floor near the foot of my bed, pristine, 
not a speck of dirt on them. Sam’s Polaroid is set on top 
of his stack of photo albums. I feel tempted to open one of 
them, to look at all the animals he’s found.
     Sam isn’t here, and his bed is made. It looks still, as if 
it hasn’t been slept in in months, sitting in the opposite cor-
ner of the room. His summer shoes aren’t sitting where they 
usually do. He must have already left for the day. Funny, 
he didn’t wake me up. I pull my blanket off of me and place 

my feet on the ground. I realize I’m wearing my favorite blue 
dress, the one with the flowers on it. 
     Sitting upright, I can tell that something is not right. Ev-
erything seems to be glowing, too bright, too clear. I stand 
up and feel the wooden floor under my bare feet. I want to 
go find Sam, but I don’t know where he’s gone. I look out the 
window to see if he’s in the square, but the square is empty. 
Only the clock is there to greet my eyes. 
     I turn my head towards the door and feel something shift 
on my head. I’m wearing a crown of wildflowers, a summer 
ornament paired with my winter dress. As I take a step for-
ward I seem to float along the floor, as if I am not there at all. 
     This is a dream. I know that somehow, but it feels so in-
explicably real, and that is terrifying. This place doesn’t exist.     

     Not anymore. 
     I rush down the stairs and out the back door, which is al-
ready open for me, and sprint into the tall grass of sprawling 
meadow. There are no children running through the grass 
today, and that makes the once comforting field seem eerie. 
No one is pretending to be bears today. Little Lydia Craft isn’t 
there to throw pinecones at me. Easton Wallisch isn’t there 
to call me a princess. 
     This is the first time in a long time that I have felt truly 
alone, and I am strangely at peace with it. Still, I call Sam’s 
name into the field, just to make sure he isn’t there. 
     But he is. He calls back to me, “Jane! You have to see 
this! Quick! At the lake!” 
     Elation overwhelms me because I think I know what I’m 
about to see. Christopher the turtle will be in his arms, be-
cause that’s the way this dream is going. Everything that I 
adore is in this dream—my dress, my crown, my room, the 
meadow, summer, Sam– Christopher would top it all off. 
     I jog through the meadow towards the lake, running my 
arms along the tall grasses. There was nothing better in Hy-
dentown than a cool summer day with a blue sky and no 
school. I haven’t a care in the world. I feel as though I could 
sing, and no one would be around to judge my mediocrity. 
     Finally, I come out of the grass and stand on the bank 
of Face Lake, and I see Sam holding something, crouching 
around it some ways around the lake’s edge. 
     “What is that?” I ask him. 
     Sam looks up at me, but his face is not joyous as I thought 
it would be, but instead pale and thin. His eyelids are droop-
ing and he has dark circles. He looks ill. 
     And he is definitely not holding a turtle. He reveals a 
quaking hand, and within it a shiny white circle with a green 
light in the middle. I have seen one of these only once be-

fore. It doesn’t belong in this dream. I will it to go away, but 
it doesn’t. I am powerless, and so is Sam. He is so frail, he 
is about to fall into the water, but before he does, he drops 
the white circle. 
     The world has slowed. I hear myself screaming at Sam 
not to drop it. I knew what was coming. 
     This can’t be happening… no, no, NO!
     Time speeds up again and the white circle hits the sand, 
sending water, dirt, grass, parts of Sam, parts of me, and the 
whole of Hydentown into the air, and incinerates us until we 
are just smoke on the wind. 

     I was not startled awake. My eyes gently drifted open. I 
knew where I was. I was in Virginia, thousands of miles away 
from Hydentown. So far away. 
     That place doesn’t exist. Not anymore. 
     Sam was shivering at my side, cold and sick and breath-
ing shallowly. 
     Everything from that dream is gone, even the memory of 
it is slipping away as I tell you this. 
     What had I done to God to make him want to treat us 
that way? Why would He have Hydentown and everyone I 
love obliterated? Why was he making Sam so sick? What 
unspeakable sin had I committed? 
     And then I started to wonder about God. Was he even 
watching us? Did he have a single clue what was going on? 
He had come down to Earth once, on the top of the moun-
tain that overshadowed my town. But I knew enough about 
hunger to know that it can make you see things that aren’t 
really there. That had to have been what happened all those 
generations ago, when old Serot went up on the mountain. 
     What other reason was there for why God never came 
back?
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Sophie Schoenbrun (12) / Excerpt from a Novel 

My Last Good Dream
“ E v e r y t h i n g  f r o m  t h a t  d r e a m  i s  g o n e ,  e v e n  t h e 
m e m o r y  o f  i t  i s  s l i p p i n g  a w a y  a s  I  t e l l  y o u  t h i s .”
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Jane Doe (12) / Title / Medium 

it would be easier if I could just go to church
sit in a dusty booth with an old man 
confess my sin
although I’m not quite sure if it counts as sin (maybe I should ask a Catholic)

it would be easier if I could just pray to some god 
kneel down and surrender myself 
admit and repent
but I’m not sure anyone is listening (or if they’d even care)

it would be easier if I could just tell you how I’ve wronged you
hold hands and make amends
apologize for it
and I know you would forgive me (at least I hope you would)

but I won’t
go to church 
or learn to pray

hell
I don’t even have the guts to apologize to you 
let alone a higher power

no
I’ll let this eat me alive until I die
and then we’ll find out if I’m right (and they’re all wrong)

because no one was listening anyway

Atheists Are Guilty Too
Nicole Mattey (12) / Poem
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I began questioning God on a Tuesday in third grade
as we cut thick, black-brown planarian in half
with a scalpel that made my fingers twitch.

“It doesn’t feel pain,”
but I wonder if it screamed.
---

My mother shakes and closes her eyes,
palms up with strings of tension running the length of her arms.

A heavy breath dropped from lips,
rage,
nicotine streaming through engorged veins.
Tears lace her wet eyelashes like a net
and she looks up.

We stand in church beside my father 
and I reach out to touch her,
to see if she is real.
---

I stare at the list 
the College Board offers 
for religious belief.

Maybe I’m a spiritualist,
an aesthetic Catholic,
a Santayana without the thick Spanish accent.

But my trachea encloses,
holes burned from brimstone 
and I swallow,
checking UNDECIDED instead.
---

Heaven seems too sterile
for a woman like my mother.

Valhalla, 
with its dark evergreens and glowing cinders,
more fit for such a fighter.
---

The man tells me, through thick glasses 
clouding his corneas,
that religion stimulates that same part of the brain
that drugs and sex and music do.

I don’t argue, I don’t agree.
---

Olivia Kane (12) /  Poem

Jane Doe (12) / Title /  Medium

Thoughts from a Believer
She cries with little girl tears,
shouting to the “I Am” that lives in our attic.

Yellowed with age, her eyes search the cracks in the ceiling
for answers,
as I place a pillow over my head and scream,
blocking her out.

God is too tired to create a burning bush for my mother.
---

One hot night, I have a dream about 
the land of the Israelites.

Cascading dunes of fossilized finger bones, folded in prayer,
trees relinquishing leaves of brittle parchment
to a sleepy wind,
heaving from countless tired lungs,
the Holy Spirit,
a large grey duck sitting atop a throne,
pretending to be a dove.
---

My little sister lays on a dirty blanket
and wonders what life will be like when we die.

I ask if she remembers the time before she was born,
as if the question is the answer,
and our eyes well in unison.
---
To whatever God there is:

You saved my mother from a hell that burned
in between her ears.

I’m not sure if I should thank you.
---

I reach out to pull a single white thread
from the infamous veil
in front of my face,
and it unravels completely.
---

From across the lake we stare,
watching her heavy ashes sink to the bottom,
and I dare you to say that there is something 
bigger than us.

Nicole McCormick (11) / Untitled / Mixed Media
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