
When society crumbles and the pavement gives way beneath us;
when the faces around us are not light and cheery
but marked with terror;
when eyes glisten with heartbreak
and palms are pressed against the window pane,
longing for outside air
and laughing friendships
and holding hands—
it is then that creativity holds the most power.
The dark moments lived in isolation
are broken with the love of slanted cursive,
of an artist’s stroke,
of a memory captured in a photograph,
of a beauty that comes only from the heart.
Art is where humanity finds its pulse.

A History of Past Widespread Illnesses
The Plague of Athens
The Antonine Plague
The Plague of Justinian
The Black Death
The Sweating Sickness
1520 Smallpox Epidemic
The Cocoliztli Epidemic of 1576
The London Plague of 1592-1593
1616 New England Epidemic
The Italian Plague of 1629-1631
The Great Plague of Seville
The Naples Plague
The Great Plague of London
The Great Plague of Vienna
The Great Smallpox Epidemic of Iceland
The Great Northern War Plague Outbreak
The Great Plague of Marseille
The Persian Plague
The Yellow Fever Epidemic of 1793 (USA)
1812-1819 Ottoman Plague Epidemic
Caragea’s Plague
The First Cholera Pandemic
The Second Cholera Pandemic
1837-1838 Smallpox Epidemic
The Typhus Epidemic of 1847
The Third Cholera Pandemic
The Cholera Epidemic of Copenhagen (1853)
The Third Plague Pandemic
The Fourth Cholera Pandemic
1875 Fiji Measles Outbreak
Fifth Cholera Pandemic
1889-1890 Flu Pandemic
The Sixth Cholera Pandemic
The Manchurian Plague
The 1915 Encephalitis Lethargia Pandemic
The Spanish Flu (1918-1920)
The Asian Flu
The Seventh Cholera Pandemic
The Hong Kong Flu
The HIV/AIDS Pandemic
The 2009 Flu Pandemic (The Swine Flu Pandemic)
The Haiti Cholera Outbreak
The Ebola Virus Epidemic of West Africa
COVID-19 / SARS-CoV-2

We’ve done it before, and we can do it again. Thank You,
Healthcare Workers!

All The Things I Wish To Do
 
Never have I felt so utterly alone,
scrambling at the slightest
drip drip
of the pouring rain.
I’m eager to make those flitting raindrops
my new companions.
We’ll argue philosophies
in my blacked-out cage
as I wish for the day
I’ll be set free.
 
And Oh! What a glorious day
that shall be,
the day I regain
my innocence
 
Oh! What a day
that shall be
the day I am
released. 
 
All the things I wish to do
I could not even begin
to write between the grains
of this paper
I may just soar
like a bird
from my cage
and fly away.
Never to return
to solitude.
I will learn the secrets
hidden in the mountains
and the regrets of 
the buggy moors.
And I will dance, again
with my lover
draped ‘round my neck.
She will be 
as beautiful as
a new rose 
Blooming.
 
But never will I forget my raindrop companions
Nor will they lose sight of me.
 

You are inside, looking out, wondering what’s
happening beyond your line of sight, out the
windows. Your world is framed by wooden
planks which hold the sheet of glass in place.
You cannot recall when you last felt the wind
in your hair or the raindrops on your face. You
don’t know when the last time you spoke
aloud and another voice answered was. You
yearn to enter the universe that lies just at
your fingertips, but you don't. Outside a
wildfire rages, you can’t see it, but it burns
nevertheless. The world as you know it is
gone, but that’s the beauty of losing
something, you get to recreate it all over
again.
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A Letter from the Editors:
 
 
The COVID-19 pandemic has slowly taken a lot from students around
the world. As Seniors, it’s upsetting not to receive the traditional
experience of our final year. Not being able to hear the shrill of the bell
or walk the locker-filled halls one last time is somewhat heartbreaking.
For our Freshman, Sophomores, and Juniors, we can’t imagine the
hardships you’ve faced this year, and we can only hope that the future
is brighter.
 
Through this hard time, we’ve still managed to collect outstanding art,
writing, and photography from our students. Pulse has worked hard to
create a magazine that embodies the talent that Orchard Park High
School hides behind its walls. In the short time the 2019-2020 school
year gave us, we held open mics and creative workshops, which we
continued online through the pandemic. We thank the hard-working
students who submitted to Pulse during this confusing time, and we
thank our club members for pushing to make this magazine thrive, even
when we couldn’t be together. 
 
Over the last two years, we’ve gotten to emerge ourselves into the
beautiful bubble of Pulse magazine, and we are truly grateful for our
time spent. Watching this magazine grow every year was an honor, and
we can’t wait to see where the future of Pulse lies.
 
Sincerely,
Rachel Chapuis and Hannah Toth
Editors in Chief 
 



Authors & Artists

Barry, Caitlin......................
Bernard................................
Blader, Nate.......................
Bogulski, Mia......................
Bowersox, Riley................
Campion, Abby..................
Chen, Michelle..................
Conaway, Jocelyn............
Crowell, Ian........................
DeLozier, Madisyn...........
Duggan, Courtney...........
Dzierba, Samantha..........
Fertel, Steven....................
Fischer, Claire...................
Fotevski, Kaitlin................
Gioia, Alexa.........................
Haseley, Megan................
Jablonski, Ashley..............
Kondol, Rebecca...............
Leckel, Kaleb......................

6
5, 6, 9, 20
21
7, 11
10, 11, 15, 24
12
8
5, 18, 19, 29
14
9, 22
23
10, 12
27, 28
17
15, 29
9, 11, 15, 18, 29
20
8
12
9

Lightcap, Lauren...............
Milo, Rori............................
Moore, Juntralai...............
O'Grady, Sara....................
Owens, Minna...................
Pandža, Mia........................
Ramsey, Hannah...............
Reynolds, Natalie.............
Schaffer, A...........................
Scinta, Jake........................
Shul, Jake............................
Sivaruban, Maijuu............
Taips, Lauren......................
Tokasz, Stephanie............
Tomkiewicz, Bella............
Totaro, Angela...................
Toth, Hannah.....................
Vendura, Abby..................
Wehrmeister, K.................
Anonymous........................

13
19
4
28
15, 23, 29
14
4
12, 14, 17, 21
13, 20
18, 22, 26
7
26
13, 19
16
14, 18
24
12, 14, 19, 25, 29
6, 28
10, 11, 12, 17, 21
4, 5, 7, 8, 10, 13, 15,
17, 19, 20, 21, 23,
24, 25, 29



Beautiful Bird
Hannah Ramsey

A Bird That Can't Fly Admires the Sky
Anonymous
 
I am a victim of the wind until the day it will fail me,
and I’ll fall hard, back to the earth. Ten billion 
irradiant petals spear my heart as my words are 
wrenched out of my lips. They are drowned out in
the roaring gale, and never reach you. Blood will
fade, and pain will dull, but the day I forget you is 
the day the world ends. Your face splits in two,
and your crimson eyes study life, flaring in a way
only I could understand. It’s impossible, but I wish
on only my life that they can one day they meet
mine. “I am your hope,” I whisper. “There is no
hope.” Someone responds. I desire the stars in
the sky.
 

I wrote this under a pine tree
Juntralai Moore
 
Last night we speculated a bit about the stars. Unwinding the
speckled sky and breathing in everything to the scent of pine
needles and the dirt under our bodies. I imagine that animals
trail the hair from their tails like comets in the night sky.
Extending their limbs in arcs of light and bringing them back
together
 
 
 
 
 

Country Row
Anonymous4



Wise Eyes
Jocelyn Conaway

All Kinds of Human
Anonymous
 
When you walk past the woman wearing the hijab,
Don’t let your head drop.
Lift your head, and smile at her.
She means well.
When you see the gay couple holding hands,
Don’t roll your eyes, smile at them.
Love is love.
They mean well.
When you see the black man,
Don’t fear him.
Know in your heart, that he will not hurt you.
He means well.
When you want to make the worst assumptions about others,
Don’t.
It is impossible to know someone’s story before you read it.
Read their story, embrace it, and accept it.
You may learn from it.
Don’t be close-minded.
We are all more similar than we are different.
We are all kinds of human.
We all mean well. Upward Glance

Bernard

WOW
Anonymous
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Golden Hour
Caitlin Barry

Sunrise
Abby Vendura
 
Dark.
Everything is silent;
Your movement like a shout.
Songbirds yet to chirp,
Others preying to get by.
A moon illuminates.
The grass is still dark;
It hides the mouse
Who wonders when day will come.
When life becomes alive.
Everything roars,
Light.
 

Darkened
Bernard
 
My footsteps echoed eerily down the stone passage, resonating in rhythm with the water
that dripped from the ceiling, sending ripples through the numerous puddles. The faces of
the great rulers of this once magnificent palace that hung upon the walls were sunken and
smeared. Their melancholy expressions never reached their malicious eyes. Those beady
black marbles seemed to follow you. You could not evade their hate-filled gaze. I stopped at
a simple wooden door. The rotting wood felt soft under my hands. A series of jagged scars
ran through the decaying board as if a giant beast had clawed it in a fitful rage. With a
protestful moan, it grudgingly swung open. The scene that lay before me had an aura of
inexpressible sadness, causing my throat to close up, and tears to spring to my eyes. Glass
shards from a chandelier crunched under my feet. Even with nimble, carefully placed steps
the floor shifted and creaked. An icy wind blew through the opened window. The sun’s cold
glow reflecting through the remains of a stained glass image of roses, casting blood red
patches on the shabby walls, like eyes from a different world. Cobwebs veiled everything in
a hideous grey film. I carefully opened a crumbling drawer, and the contents sent a series of
shivers down my spine. The light seemed to be sucked out of the small storage unit as if I
were looking into an abyss rather than an insignificant wooden crate. I pulled out the golden
box from which this sense of inescapable gloom seemed to diffuse from. The ghastly images
carved upon the flawless surface unnerved me so much that I dropped the box. It’s lid
clicked open and out fell a single mirror. I looked into the glassy depths of that reflective
shard, but it was not my face that stared back. I saw a grand hallway, teeming with life. I saw
velvety gold-plated furniture. I saw joyous partygoers and vivid paintings. As the images
began to fade I tried to grapple with the sickening feeling of abandonment. How could such
a radiant, energy-filled place now seem so desolate? How? An angry bitterness crept into my
thoughts. How and why?
 
 
 

Shadows of the Past 
Bernard6



Lazy Men and Thoughtless Weather
Jake Shul
 
I am waiting for the stubbornness to cease.
Not the hardworking stubbornness,
the one based on integrity
research
love.
But the lazy stubbornness.
The one who won’t get off the couch
because they’re sitting on the remote
and I want to change the channel.
The same boring channel that’s always been on
and always will be
until they get off the couch.
 
I am waiting for the sun to set
and the wind to pause.
So that we can’t see
but hear.
And learn that the true division in our country isn’t what we see
but what we say.
Because beyond our ears lay the road to many voices
and voices are the instruments of our thoughts.
And yet, maybe we’d learn we care more for unity than division
If only the sun would set and the wind would pause.
 
I am waiting for the snow to melt
and never come back.
I want to go outside.
But it keeps piling up
and the only way to get out of my driveway
is to shovel it out of my own
and into my neighbor’s.
Tomorrow he will return the favor.
But tomorrow is far away
and I want to get out of my house now
So I shovel faster.
 
They are still laying on the remote
actually they may even be sleeping on it now.
The sun is still up, and the wind is still yelling nonsense
but even if they’d stop
someone would turn on the lights and plug in a fan.
A loud fan.
It keeps on snowing
and my neighbors have upgraded to snow blowers
so I guess I must do the same.
I’m sick of waiting.
 

The Dungeon
Anonymous
 
Dark the dungeon is
Covered in dust, rarely used
Tiny memories suffer
The wrongdoing trapped in a cage, never to be let out
The remembrances quickly buried deep once more
Never spoken of is this place deep in the mind
Where hidden secrets come out to play like small children
The guilt rattles at the locked door, begging to be let out
Chained up are the previous mistakes made, to prevent them from returning once more
A strong little light keeping them all at bay.
When nighttime strikes, and the guard is weaken, the door creaks open
Awkward exchanges huddle in the corner, tripping over each other for the open door
Feeding self doubt, teasing the perseverance, and playing with anxiety these memories escape
The little light fades
Discouraging with every stair taken to the surface
Every wrong decision, every bad grade comes out to haunt
Every depressing thought emerges out in the open
Pushing and shoving the depravity comes until everywhere
The light goes out.
 
 
 

 Azazel
Mia Bogulski7



 English Rose
Michelle Chen

World's Future
Ashley Jablonski
 
The snow flitters around as hands are held out
Trying to catch it,
The flakes disappear as she pouts
Never able to keep it close for long
Leaves crunch under her boots
The trees loom barren and sickly
Her eyes wander to green shoot
Peeking through the snow
No matter how cold it gets
Nature will always grow
 
And man won’t stop the bloom of spring
Nor the constant showers
They can’t resist the birds that sing
And can not kill all flowers
For life will always fight to stay
It’s instinct to survive
And man will cease to ignore it
When death is realized

A Final Companion
Anonymous
 
Do you know who I am
Of course, friend
 
Then you know why I’m here
I do
 
How do you feel
I am not scared
 
But you cannot win
Oh, I already have
 
I am here now,
and when you wake up I’ll be here again,
until your days are none
 
Yes, but I have seen many days before you,
and with them many battles more.
Yet I stand here.
 
But I am getting stronger and stronger,
your candle is burnt to its last stump of wax.
 
The memories I’ve created you cannot touch,
The life I have lived is victory in itself.
You of all, have led me to appreciate these things tenfold.
 
I am unlike anything you have ever faced,
this war you cannot beat.
 
There you are wrong, my friend,
because death is not defeat.
 
 
 
 

Trees
Anonymous8



うちはオビト
Madisyn DeLozier 

Insanity
Kaleb Leckel
 
Itching, scratching
Falling away
Breaking from society
Going Insane
Warily breaking
Climbing into a shell
Becoming a prisoner
Of my own hell
Laughing hysterically
At my diagnosis
Slowly slipping
Into a mental psychosis

Untitled
Bernard
 
I don’t know
what I thinking
I seldom am
 
Perhaps I wasn’t
thinking at all
maybe I never am
 
Especially then
when 
reckless
unfiltered
rage
 clouded my thoughts
 
blinded my now
tear filled eyes
 
now he’s gone
 
maybe I saw
it coming
but
that doesn’t
make it hurt
any less
 
 
 
 

Blossoming Branch
Alexa Gioia9



Still a Kid
K. Wehrmeister
 
Didn’t you fear me?
So fragile, so young
screaming my innocence
through the windy shallows
and the mossy wood?
 
I’d count the constellations
like cracks in the sidewalks
under my toes
as I skipped home.
 
Wonder would spill over
onto my denim-clad stomach
as I stared into the vast unknown,
smiling at the giants
who stared down at me.
 
Didn’t you fear me?
So brave, so bold
as water seeped
into my sand-gritted hair
from the bayside dunes.
 
I would imagine lovely people
smiling to me
from the rushing train cars
of the bustling city
that might surround me.
 
rush, rush
they whispered to me.
 
Oh, but don’t you fear me now
as I walk away
from the adventure
and into the mist without you?
 
Don’t you wonder
where I may go?
 
 

I Fly Out the Door
Anonymous
 
I fly out the door,
crash, step, creak.
Not a single thing out of place,
crunch, step, run.
It's fairly sunny,
gasp, step, heave.
 
I float away from the world,
step, blink, fade.
My ears ringing with contempt,
out, step, out.
My brain is getting lost in a forgiving rhythm,
breathe, step, breathe.
Future assumptions and past actions mixing,
Step breathe, step breathe, step—
“I can’t even look at you”.
step, stop, breathe.
Visions of anger and disgust drown my surroundings,
blur, step, fog.
A strangers thoughts override my own,
ugly step, pathetic step, fat step, pig step—
 
step pause—
I look up.
Cars speed by.
Determined with destinations in mind.
Homes to go
To feel safe in
 
I find myself rushing down old roads,
long forgotten forest of simpler times.
Where my past still had a home.
Climb, step, grab.
I scale my old sanctuary one last time,
step, grip, plummet.

Freedom
Samantha Dzierba

Soar
Riley Bowersox10



The Empty Chair—
K. Wehrmeister
 
An old oak chair.
I quiver at the thought.
Mother’s cries bellow
for the love she thinks she’s lost.
Our every annual meeting
corners us to stone.
My father won’t move it.
My mother leaves it alone.
Old oak chair
empty is all they see.
but don’t they see Him with us?
Why don’t they believe.
 

Firework
Mia Bogulski

A Glimpse of Spring
Riley Bowersox

White-throated Sparrow
Alexa Gioia
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LTA Craft
Abby Campion
 
Your empathy has made me lighter-than-air
I am immensely buoyant
Lifted by helium
Not a balloon, but a blimp
Not free-floating, but structured
Supported
Cared for,
And I cannot help but soar.
 
 

Okay
Hannah Toth

Pond Life
Samantha Dzierba

observer
Natalie Reynolds
 
if i were a fly on the wall
i'd listen to the chaos
gladly resigned
amused by the chatter of cluttered minds
 
 

This World I Live in
K. Wehrmeister
 
This world I live in
is rotting and bruised.
You mustn’t lose
one minute, one second
of time, my Dear.
For colored in grays
and blacks and blues,
this world will prevail
and you will lose.
“Do not break the lines!
Do not bear the fruit of new!
Conform,
conform, my Dear!”
‘Tis their battle cry.
But boxes are meant
to be broken down
and good men
never die.
 
 

Tic-Tock
Rebecca Kondol
 
Time is inevitable, and as it goes by,  so does our lifespan.  Any day could be our last,
and we know that. Why don’t we change the wrongs in our life to make it better?
Why don’t we tell the people whom we care about, how we feel?  Why is it when
people die, we bring out the best in what they gave to us.  We continuously ask
ourselves what we would say to those people if they had more time.  We wish bad
things in life wouldn't happen, but there is hatred shown every day. Instead of
waiting to tell someone something, say it now, so if they died today, they would
know how you've felt.  You would not have to be filled with that regret.  Make
everyday matter, even if you do the smallest thing. For every little thing you do in
your life, one day it will become the bigger picture. And when you look back at that
time, it will have never been wasted.
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Hawaiian Sunset
Anonymous 

Knowing It's Over
Lauren Taips
 
You look stunning
Thank you
What should we do today
We need to talk
Alright
I don’t love you anymore
I know

Apple of the Earth
Lauren Lightcap
 
Dear Potato,
 

You are my most beloved food. You are always there to comfort me, to soothe me, and
to warm my heart. Nothing is more beautiful than a creamy bowl of mashed potatoes.
Newborn baby, more like a shriveled troll when compared to mashed potatoes. A bouquet
of roses, how about a bouquet of potatoes?!

But you potato, you are more than just mashed. You are smashed, roasted, baked, and
fried. Potatoes go with everything, you are like my favorite pair of jeans, right for every
occasion. Not to mention, you fit in at any time of day! 6:00am means potato time, hash
browns or roasted potatoes. 12:00pm is potato time, potato soup or potato chips. 7:00pm
is still potato time, baked potatoes or french fries.

In addition to the delicious meals you provide, you also sustain whole communities!
Who would the Irish be without you? You also know how to take care of yourself. You are
not weak like apples, you don’t bruise easily. You are humble. Yes, you are present in every
restaurant and home but you never show off. You are ok with your rough, dull exterior.
You Potato, have all the best traits. You are adaptable, reliable, gracious, and yourself. You
deserve more recognition and appreciation because the world could not survive without
you. You are the love of my life, you are a potato.
 
Love,
Lauren
 

Strawberry
A. Schaffer

Acrostic Poem
Anonymous
 
Breathtakingly blue almond-shaped eyes
Endless kindness shining through
Always smiling
Upbeat laugh ringing in the air
Truly extraordinary
Yet frowning beneath it all
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Coast of Klamath, California
Ian Crowell 

Rainshine
Hannah Toth
 
I have this infatuation with rain. I get excited when it storms, thunder rumbling, sending
my dog into hiding. Nights, where I can listen to the heaviness of the pellets sliding down
my window, are the nights I look forward to.
 
I think this infatuation stems from the idea that rain isn't perfect. It ruins people's plans
and clouds the sky, leaving a gloomy presence in the air. Rain is the Earth's way of
cleansing the damage of the days before, washing away all of the pain, flowing into the
sewers, allowing the streets to dry, and the grass to hydrate. It cleanses the drought
brought amongst nature left by humans.
 
You see, it'd be "normal" if I said I adored the sun and the happy vibes it shines down.
Instead, while others sing the "rain, rain, go away" tune, I'm coming up with excuses to go
play in the rain. To jump in the puddles or to spin around with my tongue out to catch
droplets. For any reason to feel like a child and just let the rain shower over me. Let the
chilled pellets wash away my worries.
 
So while you're out there wishing for sunny summer days, I'll be praying for rain.

Fragments
Natalie Reynolds

Finally Safe
Mia Pandža
 
I always say how time freezes when I'm with you
In that moment, it did
We didn't hear a peep or creak in your house
The snow outside your window was silent and still
The birds didn't say a word
The sun had decided to stay up for an extra hour
We were finally alone, finally safe
Although under your blankets,
I was frozen

Dialogue
Bella Tomkiewicz
 
I have a mouth to use my voice
Keep it closed
Brilliant words, ready to release
Keep it to yourself

14



So Beautiful I could cry
Anonymous

Green Heron
Alexa Gioia

lil' dude
Anonymous

Barn Swallows
Alexa Gioia

Reflected
Minna Owens

Bumblebee on a Thistle
Alexa Gioia

Reflect
Riley Bowersox

A Saturday Sunset
 Kaitlin Fotevski
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This Place Is Ours
Stephanie Tokasz
 
“Let’s keep looking,” Carson’s dad said to her, as Carson attempted to drag him away.
Giving in, Carson looked up at her dad, who was still busy studying the art on the wall. “I
wanna see it again!” she yelled to him.
 
He turned around and let out a big smile. He then reached down with outstretched arms
and lifted her onto his shoulders. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Carson nodded in return.
In front of them lie pieces of nature that were meant to decay but were somehow
preserved so that they looked to be alive. Inside of several picture frames, multiple types of
leaves and fossils looked beautiful in their own way.
 
Carson made sure to get a glimpse of every single one as her dad read the text beside
each of the frames.
 
Just then, one of Carson’s older cousins called her name, “Carson, you gotta come see
this!” Carson looked back at her dad, who lowered himself so Carson could reach the ground.
Before running to her cousin, Carson made sure to look back at her dad. He smiled and nodded
to give her the go-ahead.
 
***
 
As Carson lay in her bed, a tear rolled down her cheek. Ten years later, at the age of
sixteen, Carson remembered this as if it were yesterday. She then reached over to her bedside
table, where she set down the picture of her and her dad from that very vacation. However, she
remembered something even more vividly than the memory of that vacation: the car crash that
took the life of her dad.
 
The screams and sobs of her mother into the phone, the sound of the machine flatlining,
the white sheet being lifted over the body; every single memory of it was etched into Carson’s
mind like how a knife can engrave words on a stone. And the last words of her dad always
seemed to ripple through her heart over and over again: “Do everything as if I never left.”
 
“It’s so hard,” Carson whispered to herself. “It’s so hard,” she repeated as more tears
began to stream down her face.
 
Carson’s cousins had invited her to come to stay with them in the same vacation spot they
had been in all those years ago, and as hard as it was, she couldn’t resist going. Carson began to
pack her bags, making sure the picture of her and her dad was laid out on top of everything.
 
“They’re waiting out front for you, sweetheart,” Carson’s mother said from the doorway.
Carson looked back at her and nodded. She quickly zipped up her bag, gave her mother a hug,
and walked out the door.
 
“Car!” Carson’s mother yelled to her as Carson began to head down the stairs. She froze
and looked back at her mother. “I know things haven’t been the same lately, but I’m going to
work on it. This is it, Carson. We’re all we have left.” Tears began to form in Carson’s eyes as
she looked down at the ground. Carson’s mother then kissed the top of Carson’s head, “I love
you lots.”
 
“I love you too.”
 
Carson then shut the door behind her, loaded her bags into the trunk, and climbed into the
back seat of her cousin’s car. She leaned her head back against the seat and closed her eyes once
they had merged onto the highway. In a ghostly manner, she could almost hear her dad whisper
into her ear, “It doesn’t get much better than this.” She smiled as she could feel herself drifting
away to sleep.
 
Before she knew it, Carson opened her eyes to finally be faced with both the dream and
nightmare of returning to that one spot. In front of her laid the cabin that she and her dad had
shared what seemed like a million memories. She gathered the courage to finally walk in and
was bombarded with every moment of every memory that was still circulating in her mind. She
walked to the very back of the cabin, where she placed her bags at her feet. This was the room
that she and her cousin, Mae, had always slept. She quickly turned around to go back outside and
continue unloading the car. However, something stopped her just as she went to leave the
doorway.

 
 
As she looked into the room across from her, she could practically see her and her dad
sitting in the bed together. She could hear the echoes of their laughter while her dad lifted her up
like an airplane. She then leaned back against the doorway she was still standing by. She could
almost feel a ghostly shadow walk by her. “Let’s go, people, it’s time for some fishing!” she
heard her dad yell. As she smiled, tears again slowly streamed down her cheeks. She then heard
the door slam open in the kitchen, and the loud chatter of her cousins filled the house. She
quickly wiped her tears away and turned back to go help.
 
Before bed that night, Carson was putting all her clothes into the drawers that were
provided. As she reached down into one of the pockets of her bag, she felt a crinkly piece of
paper. Thinking it was a receipt of some sort, she ripped it out of her bag. However, once she
laid her eyes on it, it clearly was not a receipt. “No way,” she whispered to herself as she brought
it closer to her eyes. With Mae asleep in the bed next to her, she crawled into the corner and
shone her dim flashlight right at the words.
 
Hey Car,
 
You seemed a bit sad last night because it’s our last full day here. I ran to the store with
Matt really fast to pick up some stuff for s’mores tonight, and when we get back, we’re gonna go
tubing. I bet the boat will sink because of how much weight we’re putting in it. I can’t wait to get
flung off the tube with you! I thought this might help cheer you up a bit. Even though we won’t be
back here until next year, we still have plenty of time to make these days special. When you get a
great life like this handed to, you just have to live it to the best of your ability. I hope you’re
feeling a little better about things. But you have to promise me something! Promise me that
you’ll live every moment to its fullest, so you’ll want to go back and have the same experience all
over again.
 
Love,
Daddy
 
Carson suddenly saw a drop appear on the wrinkled paper and quickly tucked it back
away. She turned off the flashlight and just sat there for a moment, trying to decipher her dad’s
words. She didn’t even have the slightest memory of reading that all those years ago.
 
As she looked at Mae, things suddenly became clear. Instead of actually living like her
cousins were all doing, she was constantly trying to honor the memory of her dad. Of course, her
cousins had only lost their uncle, but they had lost something too. They lost a great adventure
partner, just as she did.
 
And as Carson climbed back into her bed and stared up at the ceiling, she thought of her
dad. Except for this time, she decided to not only cherish her dad’s words but instead, actually
live by them. She realized that because she loved her dad so much, it was time to start living
again. Living for herself, but with his presence.
 
***
 
“Car, come look at this!” Mae yelled from the opposite corner.
 
“Hold on one second,” Carson said as she looked at the framed nature on the wall.
 
Mae slowly made her way to where Carson was standing. “Wow, these are so beautiful.”
 
“I know,” Carson said with a laugh. “They remind me of how everything can stay alive,
even long after they’re gone.”
 
Mae looked at Carson and let out a soft smile, “Did you want to come check out the
corner, or did you want to look at these some more?”
 
Without hesitation, Carson replied, “Let’s keep looking.”
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Ode to a Bread Crumb
Anonymous
 
Every living moment is one filled with dread.
A life, once plentiful now at its last.
Yet still the drums pound in my head.
As the end drew nearer, I knew my life had passed.
Was it my fault he left me for dead.
 
Even so I squander and gasp.
As the creature screeches an evil boom.
I narrowly escape his monstrous grasp.
However, I could never escape this watery tomb.
As I’m grabbed I’m bewildered by the noise it cracks.
Because who would think this beast can quack.

Ode to Hair Ties
Claire Fischer
 
A simple accessory
Worn by so many
On the wrist or in the hair
They are always there.
 
I’m not an anxious person
But they make a great escape
I pull and play with them
To give my mind a break.
 
With many creative colors
They’re like a fire on a cold night
Comforting when I need them most
Always hugging tight.
 
When my hair, my vicious enemy, blocks my face
My hero comes to the rescue too
Protecting me in different ways
To help me go and pull through.

Focus
Anonymous 

Shutter
Natalie Reynolds
 
A house with shutters
Closed up tight
Keeping the dark in 
Leftover from the night 
 
A house with shutters
Swung open wide
The light pours in
Making each room bright
 
A person in pain
With sorrow inside
Wears a cloak of despair
No one wants her here
 
A person aglow
Smiling wide
Lights up the room 
With every stride
 
A house with shutters
Closed up tight
Holds rooms full of secrets
Wanting to find the light
 
A house with shutters 
Swung open wide
Holds rooms full of secrets 
There’s an aching inside
 
A person in pain 
Trying to heal 
Finds one aglow
With secret sorrow
 
Share with me your smile
I’ll share with you my pain 
Maybe there’s something to be learned 
From the secrets we contain
 

New York City
K. Wehrmeister

17



Confession
Bella Tomkiewicz
 
To say you have no fears
Would be a deadly lie
I fear terrible things are going to happen
I’m going to fail,
People won’t like me
I fear my loved ones are in danger
I’ll lose good health with the choices I make
I won't be able to handle it,
Unable to cope.
The probability that my fears will come true,
Tremensely high.
How bad will it be if they come true?

Wrinkles
Jocelyn Conaway

April
Jake Scinta
 
The sky is still a stale, pale gray from the Winter,
Weeping at the rise in temperatures,
Tears falling, desperately trying to clean the Earth
Of the past Winter’s gloom.
 
They instead mix with the earth it falls upon,
Turning it into a disturbing, slick, dark brown mass;
The substance is soft and all-consuming, 
But also teeming with small, hidden life.
 
The air vehemently whooses,
Upset at the sudden changes,
Stinging the skin of all who feel its frigid wrath
Like frigid needles that deactivate all of the nerves on the surface
 
The trees dance because of the angry wind,
But it is not a willing or joyful dance;
Rather, it is a violent one,
A threat to the life that is trying to recover
From the long period of hazardous cold.
 
Despite this scene,
There is hope,
Hope for a new beginning. 
 
Blankets of white transform
Into blankets of green.
The birds begin to sing their songs.
The bees begin to do their duty.
 
And, eventually, there is no longer a sea of gray up above.
It fades away.
And then, no matter how long it takes,
The sun does eventually come out,
As it always does. 

Bird Among the Flowers
Alexa Gioia 
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Ara
Rori Milo

Crimes of a Kindergartner
Lauren Taips
 
Red light,
Yellow light,
Green light,
I was always on green light.
Always followed the rules,
Always listened to the teacher.
How long could I take to get to carpet time?
Sneaky smile on my lips.
What backpack pocket should I put my water bottle in?
Hurry up or you will get on yellow!
My teacher said, “Green Eggs and Ham” poised in her hand.
Red light,
Yellow light,
Green light,
I watched the clip inscribed with my name
I got yellow light.
I just wanted to see what it felt like to be bad for a day.

Dolores and William
Anonymous
 
Alone, in jail, when once your wings could soar
Atop the skies to seek the bright, warm sun.
Rebirth could come yet evermore before,
Your plan to set ablaze, once more, are done.
To blame the fire upon the world is not
The truth, as ash was born in wake of you.
Your friends and fans received only bloodshot
When faced with grisly soot of your own view.
The lock and cage entrapping you, with frost
On every bar, was right to choose. Your fate
Is doomed since you can’t repeat: accost
My soul and leave, another bird irrate.
You chose, one fateful day, the sun to swoon
In place of I, your true and loyal moon.

You, me, us
Hannah Toth
 
You slipped through the cracks.
You were supposed to be my number one.
You gave up at the sight of trouble.
You watched us fall apart.
No,
You let us fall apart.
I confused the love we had.
I was supposed to be your number one.
I lost sight of the person you are.
I watched us fall apart
No,
I let us fall apart.
We blew up one another’s happiness.
We were supposed to last life-long.
We saw our true colors.
We fell apart.

Trevor
Jocelyn Conaway19



Feelings
Anonymous
 
I’ve been walking on the sidelines of my own life.
I let those around me control my mind.
I feel robotic, moving at the command of the clicks in my program.
Sometimes I find it hard to get up.
It takes me hours and hours to do useful stuff.
I feel terrified, terrified of the conflicting nightmares in my mind.
Why do I keep on trying?
My days drag into one endless nothing.
I feel tired, tired of waking only to repeat the same mindless tasks.
No one’s listening.
I don’t know how to keep on moving.

Film Noir Fashion
Megan Haseley

Runaway
Bernard
 
Brambles and thorns snagged at my ankles, splitting the bruised skin, as my bare feet fell
in a steady rhythm upon the parched desert sand. The sun’s unforgiving light beat upon the back
of my neck, slowing my flight. I no longer remembered what it was that I was running from, I
knew not why the desperate voice called out in my head, telling me to flee. All my memory was
of panic and fear of an unknown enemy, he has always been there, always out of sight. At night
when the clouds cover the moon, and the stars cease to shine out of the dark void of the heavens
I could feel his cold breath on my skin, his clammy hands gripping my throat. When I awake he
is gone, without trace, not even a footprint to tell me his existence is true. I wondered if I would
run off the world one day, but nobody knows. Nobody would know, not unless it becomes a
reality. Tripping over a sharp stone, I fell, snapping out of my thoughts. This time I did not rise,
like I had so many times before. My legs were weary, and throat dry. As I lay there I began to
feel the cool touch of rain on my aching back, and rose onto my elbows, then to my knees,
slowly picking myself up until once more I stood tall. The light drizzle became a torrential
downpour and my spirits rose. All the fear of myself, and of the ever present shadow of death
washed away. Throwing my arms outward, I spun in a circle, breaking into song I remembered
from a time long ago. Never again would the darkness of this world rule my life, for the rest of
my days I was free to dance in the rain, and perhaps one of those days I would find my way back
home.

  Honey Vision
A. Schaffer
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Dear Corona
Natalie Reynolds
 
The crook crept around the corner
Quiet 
Then abrupt
Our lasts came before we knew it
Damn, I think I blew it
 
No insurance on my time
No recovery for us to find
 
Why did it have to steal our time?
 
We’ll try to mourn quickly
Quickly but alone
Together at home
Shared loss and private pain
To keep the crook from striking again 

N/A
Anonymous

Isometric Image of a Bathroom
Nate Blader

My Father—
K. Wehrmeister
 
“Don’t you know I love you?”

  Of course, I know it’s true,
  but often when I’m lonely
  my heart just makes me blue.

“Child, I am your father,
 all I say is true.”

  Maybe so, till your time is up,
  but times are becoming new.

“Not while I’m standing here,
 will your faith fall through.”

  But, Father, let me wonder.
  It’s time my mind grew.

“Child, I really do love you.”
 Yes, of course, I know you do.

“Child, please I’m trying.”
  Yes, Father, I am too.

A Stranger—
K. Wehrmeister
 
A stranger’s nod
the second glance
a smile, a wave
a leap at chance.
And in your arms
a fall to grace
a fuller smile
a warmer place.
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The Modern Factory Worker
Jake Scinta
 
Its world is still dark out; 
the moon is still in the sky.
It is pulled out of its brief time of peace.
It stumbles groggily around its home, eyes barely held open by a force that wants them closed,
but knows they must be open.
 
It travels to its prison, its workplace,
devoid of any color or vibrance,
heavy ball and chain strapped to its back,
containing all that it needs for the day
 
It could go to its provided chunk of storage,
to lessen the burden on its back,
but that takes too much time,
and the storage is both too far away, 
and too small to hold its stuff. 
So, it instead sits down at its first station,
waiting.
 
The sharp scent of strong coffee fills its nose,
clinging onto every nose hair.
The smell is coming from its cup and the cups of the other beings around it;
there is more life in one cup than in all the beings combined.
 
The room is identical to all of the others;
the beings are identical in their lack of individuality;
they are clones, a colony of ants
programmed to do the exact same things all of the time.
 
Any sense of individuality in these beings
that had existed before
has been mercilessly beaten out of them
through piles of busywork and meaningless restrictions.
 
The bell tolls;
the machine starts;
it churns out the same old boring stuff like it has, and like it will.
 
No creativity.
No originality.
No individuality.
No imagination.
 
It, and its peers, are the modern factory worker,
except their work doesn’t take a form at all similar to factories of old. 
 
Instead of deadly machines and contraptions,
that rip limbs off,
there is the pen and paper. 
 
Instead of a meager pay and a mass produced product,
there is a number, 
the only identity the beings are told to assume. 

NEKO
Madisyn DeLozier
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Perhaps, Mother
Courtney Duggan
 
Why are you so sad?
 
You’re so negative.
 
What happened to my little girl?
 
Perhaps, Mother, school is holding me by the throat in a vice like grip, draining and pulling every
ounce of life out of me for stuff that will be on no help to me, or my future.
 
Perhaps, Mother, I’ve come to realize that the planet is dying, because the human race is
conceited, selfish, and ignorant about everything, just because we don’t want to hear the truth.
 
Perhaps, Mother, I am just a measly little speck in this gargantuan universe, that has no impact on
anything, anywhere, and I cannot do anything about it.
 
Or, perhaps, I’m just in a mood. Let’s go with that.
 

Burgundy-Haired Girl
Anonymous

Genesee Falls
Minna Owens
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Ode to My Phone
Anonymous
 
We expect so much from you
So much information
All in one touch
Used all across the nation
People abuse your intentions
You’re a privilege that isn’t appreciated by many
But you stay silent
You don’t fight
Even as we look for a better version
Break you, replace you
You give us so much and we give so little back
 
We expect so much
From a record that captures and plays back our memories
And we watch them
Gasping, giggling over old times
You bring me closer to family
Connect me to the ones I love
You distract me when I’m feeling anxious
Help me to escape when I’m sad
Hold me in your arms like a mother
Sing a song
And I’ll listen as I fall asleep
 
We expect so much
From something I can come to with my problems
Ask you questions
And you won’t judge them
Write down my thoughts and you’ll keep them safe
I panic when you’re gone
Because you’re filled with who I am
A puzzle with pieces of me put together
I depend on you a lot
We expect so much

Disney View
Riley Bowersox

Charcoal Feathers
Angela Totaro24



The Words of her Undoing
Hannah Toth
 
The sunbeams through her shades, illuminating her pale skin. She sighs, mechanically getting out
of the comfort the soft fabric brings her. 
 
Before most can even begin to think about their hair, or their outfit, or perhaps the cereal they’ll
have- she’s planning the whole day. Methodically going through her day, preparing the sentences
she’ll say, praying no surprise encounters take place. 
 
She’s already mastered an excuse if someone asks to make plans. 
 
She’s checked, for the eighth time, that all of her school work is complete because God forbid she
embarrasses herself before her classmates. 
 
She’s made sure that not a single thing is out of place. 
 
She’s survived this way—the way that protects her from any little thing sending her into an
anxiety-induced nightmare. 
 
She’s survived by making the little things, the things most may not think twice about, the big
things. 
 
To them, she’s perfect. She’s the seemingly confident, sarcastic brunette who can therapize until
her lips fall off.
 
But inside, she’s screaming into the abyss, waiting for someone to scream back, releasing her
from the profound emptiness she feels. 
 
So when the rays of the sun persist on waking her up, she prays that one day she won’t have to
wake up. That soon, she can peacefully move on. That soon, she’ll be up where nothing matters,
where systematically knowing every little move would be simply impossible. 
 
But she’s painfully aware that that day may be far off, and for now, there are people here she
needs to feign happiness for.
 
For now, she’ll do that. She’ll be the fake bright smile they need. 
 
For now, she can be there, even if it’s slowly killing her inside. 

Knox Farm Sunset
Anonymous

Rainbow Mountains
Hannah Toth

Silly Giraffe
Anonymous
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The Shepherd 
Jake Scinta
 
Thousands of men and women, mostly men, gather where they had been planning to go. These
people are not much different from each other; they work similar jobs, wear similar clothes, hold
similar signs, and believe similar ideas. They are packed in a convention center, waiting for what
they were promised. Anyone who looks at the full stadium would have to wear sunglasses so the
significant amount of white doesn’t strain or damage his eyes, and he would have to cover his nose
with whatever he is wearing to safeguard it from the fetid smell of beer and unwashed bodies that
is normally present in these types of gatherings.
 
Eventually, the crowd gets what they want. They get it when their shepherd, the shepherd that they
trust exclusively, walks on stage.
 
The shepherd looks and behaves unlike other shepherds. Today, he is wearing an outfit he normally
wears: white suit underneath a dark, shady navy blue suit coat, bright, oppressive red tie that
contrasts heavily with the white underneath it and the blue around it, navy blue dress pants that
matched the suit coat, and long black dress shoes that bounced light back at any who looked at
them. The rest of his look is the same as normal. His bright but graying blond hair that looks like it is
haphazardly attached to his head by a careless sculptor contrasts with the red tie and the blue suit,
making him stand out even more among the crowd. His skin is the most vibrant of all of his features.
It is a nuclear, unnatural orange that looks as if his skin was painted with the fake orange cheese
found in Kraft Mac and Cheese boxes. He has a peculiar posture that makes him lean forward so
that his chest is a significant horizontal distance from his feet; it is a line starting at the bottom that
begins straight but curves forward for seemingly no reason. The extensive amount of fat on his
body makes his upper body a large marshmallow barely contained by his suit.  Meanwhile, his pants
are loose-fitting as if they were five sizes too big. All and all, he looks like he is a plump child with
skinny legs in a full-grown businessman's clothing. There are wrinkles surrounding his white-rimmed
eyes and in uniform parallel lines on his neck. His eyes seem to be in a permanent squint; his lips are
facing outward like a fish; his mouth is always open in some capacity; it is hanging open like the
jowls of a dog on a hot summer day. As he walks out, the crowd erupts into a unanimous cry of joy
at the sight of their shepherd, the sound uniform as if its creators had been rehearsing to shout at
the same time for all of their lives.
 
He turns to face his flock, and when he opens his big mouth, he begins to tend to it.  From his
mouth erupts an indistinguishable, cacophonous voice that sounds like it is coming out of his nose
more than it is out of his mouth. The passageway from which the sound comes from has no filters,
so the sound is raspy, unrefined, and hard to listen to. As this is happening, he is waving around
hands with skin that has long outgrown them, desperately trying to convey his message through
meaningless motion. The sounds slap the onlookers' ears, vigorously vibrating their eardrums with
an oppressive, painfull, agonizing sound. The voice’s clarity and subject are inconsistent. Whenever
the voice is spewing somewhat complicated and multisyllabic, but reasonable and not very
academic diction, that only any person under ten wouldn’t understand, it stumbles, stutters, and
mutters. But, when brief, short words or pat phrases escape from his mouth—“believe me,” “huge,”
“loser,” “fire and fury,” “great,” “fake news,” “millions and billions,” “winning”—his vocal cords vibrate
to an ear-piercing, deafening crescendo, and his face likely resembles the color of his tie, but his
skin hides this. The crowd loves every bit of it. The sheep are like their shepherd, for the shepherd
at least claims and pretends to be one of them, and, in a sense, might actually be one of them.
When the speaker screams one of his many infamous phrases, the mass responds with screams and
cries of their own, often repeating what he had previously shouted. They chant as one, as if the
short, simple phrases they exclaim in unison are the only things that can come out of their mouths.
 
After a while, the shepherd’s breaths are longer and more audible after a long day of tending to his
flock. Exhausted from the only part of his job he can do well, he retreats away from the vehement
crowd into a limousine with some of his sunglass-wearing confidants. He sits down in the black
luxury vehicle that he is accustomed to travel in; his life has seen nothing but luxury, after all. One
of the confidants in the car addresses the exhausted shepherd:
 
“Another job well done, Mr. President. They loved you, as they always do.”
 

Azure
Maijuu Sivaruban
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The Thief 
Steven Fertel
 

The streetlamp on the cobblestone street cast a faint orange glow across the dirty stones. 
Snow gently fell to rest on the cold ground, covering them in a white powder. Men and women 
in tight bundled overcoats walked briskly up the street, hurrying to get home before it got too 
late. The air was blisteringly cold; a light breeze tossed the powder on the ground into the air, 
catching the final light of the dying sun. A man leaned against a short brick building. He was 
dressed in a black, wool cloak with maroon stitching lining the breast pocket. Red buttons 
stretched down the middle, shielding him from the cold. He had a hood covering the top of his 
head. A mask covered his mouth and nose, making only his eyes visible. A sign over the door 
read "L.R. Jewelry" in shiny brass lettering. The man looked around, and turned into the alley 
flanking the building. He approached a window and reached into one of the many pockets in his 
cloak. He pulled out a copper strip, bending it into the shape of a hook. Slipping it underneath 
the window with finesse, he hooked it around the latch. Pulling gently, the latch clicked open. 
The man pulled the window open and swung in. The room was dark, with only the light of the 
moon casting a dim shadow on the wooden floor. Looking around, he spied a large, steel safe. 
"Bingo," he whispered to himself. Taking one step towards the safe, the floorboard underneath 
him creaked. He paused, holding his breath. Hearing nothing, he took another step. Then another. 
Then another, until he was finally at the safe. A plaque read "Baron Security, Since 1835". In the 
middle was a large dial. "Hmm. 55 numbers, with a 4 number pattern. That's almost 6 million 
possible combinations. Too easy," said the thief, smiling to himself. Kneeling down, he placed 
his ear against the safe door, his gloved hand on the dial. Turning it slowly, he listened to the 
internal clicking noises of the gears and springs. After about one minute of turning, he heard a 
prominent click. Grabbing the door handle, he turned it ninety degrees, opening the safe door to 
reveal a series of shelves. On the top shelf was a scattering of gold and silver rings, some 
crowned with small gemstones. "Perfect," said the mysterious man. Grabbing the rings, he 
dropped them into his pocket. Below that were 3 bags of what looked like coin purses. "This job 
keeps getting better," the thief chuckled to himself. On the bottom of the safe was a stack of gold 
bars. Too heavy for this job, he would have to leave them. He was about to turn around and leave 
when something caught his eye. A black button on the back wall of the safe, almost unnoticeable 
to the average thief. Luckily, he was an expert. He reached in, pressing it. A small drawer 
popped out of the side of the safe. Inside, a small cube made of a dark metal sat on a soft velvet 
fabric. On one of the faces was a large slit. Picking it up, it was heavier than he expected, almost 
15 pounds. He noticed there were small hinges on the corners. Suddenly, he heard a noise 
coming from the front of the shop. Someone was here. He pocketed the cube and closed the safe 
quietly, starting towards the window. He jumped through it with the grace of a cat, closing it the 
window behind him. He walked calmly out of the alley into the snow-covered street, heading in 
the opposite direction. Back in the room, a dark figure emerged from the doorway. Walking to 
the safe, the figure opened the door to the empty drawer that was still open. He slammed the door 
shut and ran to the front window to see if he could find the thief. Luckily for our hero, he was 
already long gone. 

The thief stepped into his first level London apartment. He brushed the light dusting of 
snow that had accumulated on his shoulders onto the floor. He walked over to a drawer at the 
back wall, opening it, and pulling out a box of matches. Striking one, he walked over to a 
fireplace that had a pile of tinder sitting between some logs. Lighting it, he slowly fed the fire 
until it was a steady blaze. The heat from the flame melted any remaining snow that was left on 
his cloak. He lowered his hood, pulling down the mask that covered his face. He had oil-black 
hair, sticking out in wild directions. His mouth was razor-thin, almost like it wasn't even there. 
He had a crooked nose and a small scar running down the edge of his nose. His eyes were like an 
owl, crystal clear and sharp as a dagger. Striking another match, he lit an old oil lamp, picked it 
up, and walked to a desk in the corner of the room. Reaching under the corner of the desk, he felt 
for a button. When the tips of his fingers ran over it, he pressed it. A small door popped up from 
the floor, revealing a ladder descending into the secret basement. 

This basement was his true home. Some could say it made him who he was. Downstairs was a 
work table, his wardrobe, a small wood stove, and his safe. He opened the safe, reaching into the 
various pockets in his cloak, emptying it of the riches he had stolen. After hanging up his cloak 
on a small hook, he walked to his worktable. It was littered with various trinkets, tools, and 
gadgets he had been working on over the past few months. Sitting down, he set the strange cube 
he had found. He opened a drawer, pulling out a magnifying glass. Looking closer at the strange 
object, he noticed that the slit on the face of the cube was some sort of keyhole. This thief, 
however, was no amateur. No lock was safe, no combination was hidden, and no door was 
impenetrable. He grabbed a set of lock picks off the table. Inserting the wedge first, he slid the 
 
 

 
pick into the slit. Almost immediately, the pick snapped. The thief sat back in his stool, surprised
at what had just happened. "It's too late for this," the thief shrugged "I'll try again in the
morning." He grabbed his lamp, heading upstairs, the trapdoor closing with a thump.
Waking up early the next morning, the thief left his apartment, heading towards downtown
London. He approached a shop that said "Gary's Pawn Shop" in faded blue text across the
window. He stepped into the shop, being met with a blast of warm air. The bell above the door
jangled, and the man at the counter, Gary, looked up. He was an older gentleman with graying
hair and wrinkled skin; a pair of glasses sat perched on his nose. He looked up at the man.
"Ah, you're back," he said, "What do you have for me today?" The thief walked to the counter,
placing the various rings and coins on the counter.

"How much for all of this?" asked the thief. Gary produced a jewelers lens from his 
pocket, picking up one of the rings. 

"Well, I could probably remove the gems from the rings and fence them to hide your tracks. 
And the coins could be melted down for the silver. The rings are very high quality," replied the 
man, peering at one of the rubies embedded in a silver ring. 

"Sounds excellent, how much for all of them?" asked the thief. Gary reached for a pad of 
paper, jotting down some quick numbers. 

“Well, I could give you 350 crowns for the coins, 450 for the rings, and 600 for the gems. A
total of 1400 crowns.”
"Not too shabby for a quick job," said the thief, smirking. The pawnshop man took the stolen 

objects to the back, coming back with a large bag of coins. The thief took the bag of coins, 
slipping them into his pocket. 

"Oh, one more thing," said the thief, reaching into his pocket. He pulled out the strange 
cube, setting it down. "What is this?" he asked. The man's eyes widened with fear. 

"Where did you get this?" Gary demanded. 
"Same place as I got the jewelry. L.R. Jewelry," said the thief, "Why, what's wrong?" The 

blood drained from Gary's face. 
"L.R. Jewelry? Don't you realize what you've done?" Gary shouted. 
"No? What's the problem?" said the thief, confused 
"L.R. As in, La Rosa," Gary replied, trembling in fear. The thieves' eyes widened. He 

realized what he had done. 
"La Rosa? As in, the crime syndicate?" asked the thief. Stealing this box was a grave 

mistake if it belonged to the La Rosa family. They were a massive organized crime system, with 
power all over London. They owned Scotland Yard, parts of Parliament, and some even believed 
that they had control over the royal family. 

"Well, regardless, what is this thing?" the thief asked, pointing to the cube. 
"Well, what I've heard is that they can only be unlocked by a member of the organization. 
As for what's in them, no one knows. They've never been opened." 
"Interesting. Thank you, but I've got to go," declared the thief, turning to leave. He had 

missed something inside the safe. He turned out back towards his apartment to wait for nightfall. 
Twelve hours later, the thief was back in the alley. He popped open the window with 

ease, sliding into the room. He already knew the code to the safe, opening the door with ease. 
The secret drawer was closed. Someone knew he had stolen the cube. Reaching into the back of 
the safe, he pressed the hidden button. The drawer popped open, empty. The thief reached in, 
feeling around the sides of the drawer. His fingers stopped as he reached a hard spot on the base 
of the drawer. He reached towards his belt, grabbing the knife that was strapped to him. Cutting 
open the fabric, he peeled it back, revealing a silver key. Picking it up, he could tell it fits the box 
immediately. 

"Drop it." a voice said behind him. The thief stood up, turning to face the voice. A man 
stood about eight feet away. He was holding a steel sword, pointed towards the floor. 

"I believe you have something of mine," stated the man, pointing the sword at the thief. 
"I'm just a common thief. I don't know what you're talking about," answered the thief, his 

eyes darting from the man to the window. 
"Liar! I know who you are. You're the Ghost of Caldwell. The one who stole the Eye of 

India." 
"How do you know who I am?" asked the thief? 
"No other thief could break into a safe like that. It is the top of the line security. Now, 

return what is mine, and I might spare you," the man said. 
"I sold it," the thief spit.
 
(continued)
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The Thief (continued)
Steven Fertel
 
"Then why are you back for the key?" the man demanded. The thief was out of lies and 
had overstayed his welcome. He moved towards the window quickly, but the man stepped in 
front of him, raising his sword to slice downwards. The thief rolled to his right, the blade missing 
him. Using the momentum, he pushed off his feet from the roll, exploding into the man's 
abdomen. They fell to the ground, the sword clattering to the ground. The thief pinned the man to 
the ground, holding his knife to his throat. 
 
"What's in the box?" the thief said through clenched teeth. 
 
"I'd rather die," said the man, sneering. The thief didn't kill. It was unprofessional. He 
rolled off the man, and sprung through the open window, escaping into the darkness of the night. 
 
The thief returned to his secret basement. Setting the box on the table, he slowly inserted 
the key into the slot. The box unfolded at the hinges, revealing a small roll of parchment. The 
thief slowly unrolled it, his eyes widening at the paper. Suddenly, he heard a banging on his door 
upstairs. Dropping the paper to the ground, he climbed up the ladder. A scuffle could be heard, 
as well as glass breaking. The trapdoor slammed shut, muffling the shouting. Then, the 
apartment was quiet. The oil lamp on the desk slowly burned down until finally, it ran out of oil. 
 
The flame went out, and the basement was covered with a thick darkness. 
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Even through all this noise, we can be heard.
Through our stories, through our art.
We are our own author.
No matter the path we choose.
We have the right to our own moral interests.
We have the ability to escape from the visions of the mess that is our exterior world.

Away in a book,
Away in the sketch of a drawing,
Away.

That feeling
when the adrenaline rush hits.
When your thumb flips the clean-cut edge of your favorite ppiece, you’ve been dying to read.
“What will she say next?”
“How will he react?”
It’s almost as if a life is in your own hands.

The smell of that fresh paint,
dispersed in air,
as it escapes and evaporates from the painted surface into yyour nose.
That’s when you realize that your work has become yours.

Or when you’re immersed into your sketchbook
on a day that felt like it lasted an eternity.
The side of your hand covered in a temporary work of its owwn.
Finely ground graphite.
Stamped,
proudly
celebrating the hard work you’ve just achieved.
The excitement
that almost radiates off you
when the picture focuses just right,
just in time for you to capture the life behind it.
You’ve grown up in the sense that creativity is a healer.
Your healer,
and you’ve never even noticed.
We have the ability to touch lives in our creativity.
Because creativity will never stop beating.

It’s always in our heart
It’s always in our mind
It’s in our soul.

When you feel your heart shatter,
mind begin to turn,
because they’re not laying beside you
to make everything feel right again.
When you miss the warmth of their hand,
in the cold of your palm, on a past night that feels even more
distant
than before.
I want you to feel them with you.

This time when you pick up your pencil,
open a book,
snap a picture that you can’t wait to share,
because you know they’ll like it too.
Understand that there’s a new story,
in any form you choose,
right before you.
It’

g
’
g
s been there all along,

through thick and thin.

So when you feel the chills the whole world is feeling,
you’re not alone.
An author’s story,
a painter’s picture,
is waiting for you.
To depict a whole new life before your eyes.
Because our art beats together.




