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The Lonely Tree 

Logan Navar

The solitary green tree, 
Her slender branches framed in delicate green leaves
,V�FRQ¿QHG�LQ�D�ZKLWH�ZRRGHQ�ER[�
On the school’s blacktop. 
$�ZRRGHQ�SRVW�UXQV�SDUDOOHO�WR�KHU�ERG\�
3UHYHQWV�KHU�LPEDODQFHG�ZHLJKW�
)URP�WRSSOLQJ�KHU�WR�WKH�JURXQG��
+HU�URRWV�DUH�LWFK\�DQG�XQFRPIRUWDEOH��
6WUHWFKLQJ�WR�WKH�HGJHV�RI�WKH�ZKLWHZDVKHG�FUDWH��
5HDFKLQJ�IRU�ZDWHU�EXW�¿QGLQJ�RQO\�IDFWRU\�VRLO�DQG�ZRRGFKLSV
+DYH�WKH\�IRUJRWWHQ�WR�ZDWHU�PH�DJDLQ"�VKH�VD\V�WR�QR�RQH��
7KH�TXHVWLRQ�KDQJV�WKHUH�LQ�WKH�DLU��XJO\�DQG�XQDQVZHUHG��
%HFDXVH�HYHU\RQH�IRUJRW�KRZ�WR�WDON�WR�WUHHV��
6KH�VLJKV�DV�D�VWDPSHGH�RI�FKLOGUHQ�KXUWOHV�SDVW��
Taller ones carelessly tear off her leaves, 
5LSSLQJ�WKHP�XS�VORZO\�DV�WKH\�VFUROO�WKURXJK�WKHLU�SKRQHV��
7KHLU�H\HV�FDQQRW�EH�WRUQ�IURP�WKH�VRIW�JORZ�RI�WKH�VFUHHQV��
Minds chained there, imprisoned, 
/LNH�KHU�LQ�WKLV�ER[��
7KH�ZKLWH�VXQ��KRYHULQJ�LQ�WKH�PLGDIWHUQRRQ�VN\��
+XUOV�FDVFDGHV�RI�EOD]LQJ�ZKLWH�OLJKW�
5LSSOLQJ�DFURVV�WKH�IHDWXUHOHVV�FRQFUHWH��
7KH�WUHH�HPEUDFHV�WKH�PLJKW\�VXUJH�RI�ZDUPWK��
3XOOV�VWUHQJWK�LQWR�KHU�OHDYHV�DQG�WUXQN��
%HWWHU�GD\V�DKHDG��WKH�VXQ�UHPLQGV�KHU��
And she stands a little straighter.
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Remember That Edge

Catherine Boland

WKH�ZDYHV�URDUHG�RYHU�WKH�MHWW\�
smashing into darkened stones 
slick and salty 
GDQJHURXV�\HW�HQGHDULQJ�
SHOWLQJ�ZDWHU�
VHHSHG�WKURXJK�RXU�UDLQFRDWV�IURP�ERWK�VHD�DQG�VN\�
WKH�ZLQG�JUHZ�DUPV�
DQG�D�VLQJOH�JXVW�KDG�PH�IDOOLQJ�LQWR�PLVSODFHG�VKHOOV�DQG�VDQG\�GLUW�
ZH�ZHUH�DW�WKH�PLGVW�RI�LW�DOO�
ODXJKLQJ�DQG�VKULHNLQJ�
DW�WKH�WRS�RI�RXU�OXQJV�
HYHU\�ELW�RI�VRXQG��GURZQHG�

QRZ�L�DP�KHUH�
LQ�D�EHGURRP�GDUNHU�WKDQ�RXU�VN\�
DV�ZDWHU�GURSOHWV�VSODWWHU�RQ�FRQFUHWH�
MXVW�RXWVLGH�
WKLV�WLPH��\RX�DUH�WKH�ZLQG�
SXVKLQJ�PH�GRZQ�
OHDYLQJ�PH�VKDNLQJ�XQGHU�VRIW�EODQNHWV�
ZKLOH�D�ORQJ�DJR�VWRUP�
reemerges in my mind 
take me back to the tidepools 
KROG�P\�KDQGV�DQG�ZDON�ZLWK�PH�LQ�WKH�VKDOORZV�
EX\�PH�D�EXUJHU�DQG�IROG�P\�WR\�FDU�
L�NQRZ�WKDW�L�DP�EHWWHU�
ZLWKRXW�\RX�
EXW�LW�LV�KDUG�WR�IHHO�JRRG�
ZKHQ�L�DP�PLVVLQJ�\RX�OLNH�WKLV
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Being California People

.VHQD�(YH�-HQNLQV

I can’t imagine having never been to the beach

1HYHU�WDNHQ�ÀLS�ÀRSV�RII�WR�UXQ�WRZDUGV�WKH�ZDWHU�HDVLHU�
$QG�WKHQ�LPPHGLDWHO\�UHJUHWWHG�LW�EHFDXVH�WKH�KRW�VDQG�VORZO\�EDNHG�\RXU�IHHW

+DYLQJ�QHYHU�GRYH�LQWR�WKH�FU\VWDO�ZDYHV�DQG�DFFLGHQWDOO\�LQKDOHG�WKH�VDOW\�ZDWHU

1HYHU�DFFLGHQWDOO\�SLFNHG�XS�D�FLJDUHWWH�EXWW�RU�ERWWOH�FDS��PLVWDNLQJ�LW�IRU�D�VHDVKHOO�LQ�WKH�VZHOWHULQJ�VXQ

1HYHU�KDYLQJ�VWHSSHG�LQ�VWLFN\�EODFN�WDU�WKDW�¿UPO\�FHPHQWV�LWVHOI�EHWZHHQ�WKH�ULGJHV�RI�WKH�¿QJHUSULQW�OLNH�
VNLQ�RI�\RXU�KHHOV��LPSRVVLEOH�WR�UHPRYH

1HYHU�KDYLQJ�QR�LGHD�KRZ�LW�JRW�WKHUH��DQG�QR�FOXH�ZKHQ�LW¶G�OHDYH

+DYLQJ�QHYHU�FRPH�KRPH�ZLWK�SRFNHWV�IXOO�RI�VHDVKHOOV�DQG�KXUULHGO\�ZDVKHG�WKHP�LQ�WKH�EDWKURRP�VLQN�$QG�
KDYLQJ�QHYHU�SHUPDQHQWO\�KDG�VDQG�VWXFN�LQ�WKH�OLWWOH�FRUQHUV�RI�MDFNHW�SRFNHWV�IURP�FDUU\LQJ�DOO�RI�WKHP

1HYHU�EHLQJ�VSUD\HG�E\�WKH�RFHDQ�PLVW�ZKLOH�WU\LQJ�QRW�WR�VOLS�DQG�IDOO�RYHU�DW�WKH�WLGH�SRROV��WU\LQJ�WR�JHW�D��
FORVHU�ORRN�DW�DOO�WKH�OLWWOH�FUHDWXUHV��\HDUQLQJ�WR�WRXFK�RQH��ZKLOH�VLPXOWDQHRXVO\�WHUUL¿HG�RI�RQH�WRXFKLQJ�\RX

+DYLQJ�QHYHU�WULHG�WR�À\�D�NLWH�LQ�WKH�ZLQG\�HYHQLQJ�EXW�LW�EHLQJ�WRR�KDUG�WR�IRFXV�EHFDXVH�WKH�ZLQG�NHHSV�
ZKLSSLQJ�\RXU�KDLU�LQ�\RXU�IDFH�DQG�WKH�VDQG�LQ�\RXU�H\HV

1HYHU�UDQ�EDFN�WR�WKH�ZDYHV�EHIRUH�OHDYLQJ�WR�ZDVK�WKH�VDQG�IURP�EHWZHHQ�\RXU�WRHV��LQHYLWDEO\�DWWUDFWLQJ�
PRUH�VDQG�RQ�\RXU�ZD\�EDFN�XS�WKDQ�WKHUH�ZDV�WR�EHJLQ�ZLWK

1HYHU�KDYLQJ�ZDONHG�IRUW\�¿YH�PLQXWHV�WR�WKH�ZDWHU�IURP�\RXU�IULHQGV¶�³EHDFK�KRXVH´�EHFDXVH�WKH\�LQVLVWHG�LW��
ZDV�WKH�IDVWHU�URXWH

+DYLQJ�QHYHU�ELW�GRZQ�DEVHQW�PLQGHGO\��\RXU�WHHWK�VFUDSSLQJ�DFURVV�WKH�JUDQXOHV��OHDYLQJ�\RXU�PRXWK�JULWW\�

1HYHU�KDYLQJ�\RXU�QDLOV�LQYDGHG�E\�WLQ\�JUDLQV�RI�VDQG�WKDW�QHYHU�UHDOO\�OHDYH��VWXFN�EHWZHHQ�VNLQ�DQG�NHUDWLQ�

+DYLQJ�QHYHU�SHUIHFWO\�ODLQ�GRZQ�D�WRZHO�RU�SLFQLF�EODQNHW�MXVW�IRU�VRPHRQH�WR�UXQ�XS�DQG�VSUD\�WKRVH�WLQ\�
SDUWLFOHV�RI�FUXVKHG�VKHOOV�DQG�VHD�VDOW�DOO�RYHU�LW

1HYHU�WULHG�WR�ULQVH�RII�LQ�RQH�RI�WKRVH�JRG�DZIXO�VKRZHUV�XS�E\�WKH�EDWKURRPV�WKDW�DUH�DOZD\V�FROG�DQG�IXOO�
of screaming toddlers

+DYLQJ�QHYHU�IHOW�\RXU�VRIW�ZDUP�KDQG�LQ�P\�VZHDW\�FDOORXVHG�RQH��ZHW�IURP�WKH�UDLQ�DQG�URXJK�IURP�WKH�
VDQG��ZKLOH�WDONLQJ�DERXW�HYHU\WKLQJ�DQG�QRWKLQJ�IRUHYHU�RQ�WKRVH�FRQFUHWH�EHQFKHV�E\�WKH�URDG�WKDW�WKH�ELNHV�
DOZD\V�ULGH�RQ

I don’t even like the beach
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%XW�,�SLW\�DQ\RQH�ZKR�QHYHU�JHWV�D�FKDQFH�WR�YLVLW�LW
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What is love like? 

Kaia Wang 

:KDW�LV�ORYH�OLNH"�
:HOO��VKH�WKLQNV�ORYH�LV�ÀHHWLQJ���
,W�QHYHU�ODVWV�IRUHYHU��MXVW�OLNH�PHPRULHV���
,QHYLWDEO\��\RX�IRUJHW�HYHU\WKLQJ��DV�LI�WKH�PHPRU\�QHYHU�H[LVWHG�

+H�VDLG�ORYH�ZDV�OLNH�D�ÀRZHU�SXW�LQWR�WKH�KDUVK�DQG�GU\�GHVHUW���
DOO�DORQH�ZLWK�QR�RQH�WR�UHO\�RQ�

/RYH�WR�WKHP��EHIRUH�WKH\�PHW�HDFK�RWKHU��ZDV�OLNH�D�WUDJHG\�ZDLWLQJ�WR�KDSSHQ��$�OHW�GRZQ«�D�OLH�

0D\EH�LI�WKH\�KDG�FURVVHG�SDWKV�RI�FRXUVH��
7KH\�ZRXOG�KDYH�WKRXJKW�WKDW�ORYH�ZDV�OLNH�VOHHSLQJ�LQ�RQ�D�UDLQ\�GD\��
Warm and comfortable.

%XW�XQIRUWXQDWHO\��WKHLU�SDWKV�ZHUH�QHYHU�PHDQW�IRU�RQH�DQRWKHU���
6R�,�JXHVV�ORYH�LV�OLNH�ZDLWLQJ�LQ�WKH�FROG�UDLQ��VKRUW�VOHHYHV�DQG�QR�XPEUHOOD��



Sweet Dreams

Zihui Ye

There is a place that I venture to everyday. I go when the sun glows pink above the horizon, or when 
the dawn nears and crickets chirp towards the star hung from a pole. I don’t know whether I am conscious 
when I go, I just end up in the clouds and start to imagine. Imagining a life where maybe I wasn’t a twelve 
\HDU�ROG�FKLOG��0D\EH�,�ZDV�DQ�ROG�JUDQGPD�NQLWWLQJ�D�VFDUI��RU�PD\EH�,¶P�D�¿VK�WKDW�VZLPV�LQ�WKH�VHD��WKURXJK�
dark caverns and through the reefs and eventually into the jaw of a destined predator. “Oh no,” I would say, 
and lose my train of thought. Then become swallowed whole and never to be seen again in the vast, wide, 
deep blue ocean where the vibrant reefs lay and old fossils decay. 

That is where I lay now: on the clouds. Thinking of when I shall be able to drift into the night and may-
be even a cinema where my dreams shall unwind in front of my eyes. I cannot sleep, I cannot see, and even 
more, I cannot wait until tomorrow comes. 

5HÀHFWLRQ��3DUW���

Ella Beaver

“I’ve had a recurring nightmare where I look in the mirror and my re!ection breaks through the glass 
and grabs me, but I never found out what happens a"er that. When I woke up with glass shards embedded in 
my skin, something told me that my mind was more powerful than I thought.”

�



0\�7UXH�>,QVHUW�&KULVWLDQ�8QLYHUVLW\�+HUH@�(VVD\

Anonymous

� Each time a Catholic attends mass, they are expected to leave rejuvenated with holy intentions set 
for the week–that is until said intentions are forgotten afterwards while munching on the complimentary 
church do-QXW��:KR�ZRXOG�KDYH�HYHU�EHOLHYHG�WKDW�IOXII\�GRXJK�DQG�PRXWK�ZDWHULQJ�LFLQJ�ZRXOG�EHFRPH�D�
GHWULPHQWDO�sin? Or that within ten minutes of completing their weekly subscription to God, they break one 
of his rules when scalding coffee (to drink with the donut of course) spills on their crumpled cotton 
clothing.

3. You shall not take the name of the Lord your God in vain.
Now, the devoted parishioners are forced to wait until next week’s mass for the ritual spoon-feeding of

temporary inspiration (a.k.a. the sermon) all over again. While my fellow brothers and sisters trek home satis-
¿HG�ZLWK�D�IXOO�VWRPDFK��,�MXVW�ZDQGHU�FRQIXVHG��%XW�WKDW�GRHV�QRW�PHDQ�,�VWRS�IROORZLQJ��

A noteworthy part of a Catholic mass is the Preparation of the Gifts and Altar. This is when the bread, 
wine, and donations collected from parishioners are given to the priest and the altar servers. When I was 
younger, my older siblings and I were always chosen to bring up the Eucharistic gifts because we were the 
perfect number needed: three. I carried the wooden collection basket, the least fragile compared to the metal 
ERZO�FRQWDLQLQJ�WKH�FLUFXODU�SLHFHV�RI�WKH�%RG\�RI�&KULVW�DQG�WKH�JODVV�FKDOLFH�ZDLWLQJ�WR�EH�¿OOHG�ZLWK�WKH�
Blood of Christ. But even then my worries were not eased. It was the walk down the center aisle with every-
one staring at you that was the most anxiety-inducing thirty seconds of my life. I was always worried that I 
would not be able to match my siblings’ longer strides or that I would forget to bow to the altar before return-
ing to my pew. We probably did this same task twenty times from when I was four to twelve years old: basket, 
ZDON��ERZ��\HW�,�QHYHU�XQGHUVWRRG�WKH�LPSRUWDQFH�RI�LW�LQ�WKH�¿UVW�SODFH��,�ZDV�MXVW�FRQWHQW�WKDW�,�FRXOG�FRQWULE-
ute to the mass in some way.

One bread, one body, one Lord of all…We are one body in this one Lord.
,Q�WKH�¿UVW�WZR�\HDUV�RI�KLJK�VFKRRO��,�HOHFWHG�WR�EH�&RQ¿UPHG��&RQ¿UPDWLRQ�LV�ZKHQ�D�EDSWL]HG�SHUVRQ�

DI¿UPV�WKHLU�EHOLHIV�DV�D�&DWKROLF�DQG�IXOO\�EHFRPHV�D�PHPEHU�RI�WKH�&KXUFK��,W�LV�XVXDOO\�D�WZR�\HDU�MRXUQH\�
WKDW�HQGV�ZLWK�D�IRUPDO�FHUHPRQ\��'XULQJ�WKH�FHUHPRQ\��\RX�UHDI¿UP�\RXU�&DWKROLF�EHOLHIV��OLNH�WKH�³,�GRV´�
during a wedding), you announce the saint that guided you throughout the journey (St. Catherine of Bologna 
�����DQG�WR�VHDO�WKH�GHDO��\RX�DUH�DQRLQWHG�ZLWK�FKULVP��,Q�DGGLWLRQ��,�DWWHQGHG�&RQ¿UPDWLRQ�FODVVHV�WZLFH�D�
month. Each session had a theme pertaining to Catholicism (the Holy Spirit, Saints, etc.), and we were separat-
ed into small groups to discuss it–in my group, we would just play four corners instead. The leaders would ask 
questions about our faith, and we would go to the corner that aligned with our answer. The questions would be 
DORQJ�WKH�OLQHV�RI�³:K\�GLG�\RX�FKRRVH�WR�GR�&RQ¿UPDWLRQ"´�DQG�³'R�\RX�DFWXDOO\�EHOLHYH�LQ�*RG"´�

…the Father almighty, maker of heaven and earth, of all things visible and invisible.
But surprisingly, they were actually helpful because the gray area was suddenly not as blurry anymore. 

I was able to form an idea of where I stood within the Catholic community. The traditions that would guide me 
throughout life and the outdated ones I would leave behind.     

�



 
 Even though I am missing fragments of beliefs, I still consider myself a Catholic. Not because I am 
hopelessly devoted to Jesus Christ, pray the rosary four times each day, and have holy visions while staring 
at a Virgin Mary-shaped McDonald’s chicken nugget (I have picture proof) but because I try–I try to feel that 
VSLULWXDO�HQHUJ\�WKDW�PDNHV�YLVLWRUV�IDLQW�ZKHQ�WKH\�VHH�WKH�6LVWLQH�&KDSHO�IRU�WKH�¿UVW�WLPH�ZKLFK�SURPSWV�
passionate tears from the faithful during Adoration. And, I hope to Him that this is enough to get me into 
heaven. 
 Within our own eyes, we see salvation. Within our hearts, we are set free.

�



6LPSOLFLW\�LV�WKH�8OWLPDWH�6RSKLVWLFDWLRQ

Sophia Kim

 For the past few months, I’ve been obsessed with this simple game called Bee Swarm Simulator. The 
basis of the game is the same as every “click-to-collect” experience: collect pollen to buy more bees and tools, 
which will help you collect more pollen, and the cycle repeats until the developer decides to stop pushing out 
updates. Due to the addition of events, quests, gacha, AFK farming, and multipliers, serious players take full 
advantage of intricate mathematics involved in the process to progress even faster. As a serious player myself, 
I can’t tell you how many hours I could have spent doing something useful have instead been poured into sit-
ting at my desk, staring at what is essentially a block game, clicking at decals to get… 
 A coconut belt.
 Truly, this game is the highlight of my day.
 Yet, while it boasts complex mechanics, the appearance of the game itself is almost rudimentary, using 
cubes and pre-made models to make up the majority of the map. Additionally, where other simulator games 
shout at the user on the homepage, “2x XP Weekend!” or “New Update!”, the thumbnail of Bee Swarm Simu-
lator has remained the same for years: a picture of the NPCS and bees and a charmingly handcrafted title. It’s a 
gentle beckoning toward this humble game, telling the user, “Look at these cute bees and bears. Give our game 
a shot?” I had overlooked this factor, attributing it to the fact that the game was still in its early development. 
+RZHYHU��DOPRVW�¿YH�\HDUV�KDYH�FRPH�DQG�JRQH��DQG�QRWKLQJ�KDV�UHDOO\�FKDQJHG��DQG�WKH�HFFHQWULFLW\�RI�LW�DOO�
simply became normal.  
 While skimming through tips and tricks on how to progress through the game, I came across a video 
of the developer, Onett, speaking at a convention, to reveal how he attracts the attention of an average player 
and keeps them engaged in the game. I clicked, mainly because I was curious as to what this developer looked 
like, but I found myself watching the 30-minute video all the way to the end. I was particularly invested in the 
amount of thought that was poured into the seemingly basic game. I had once believed that all the effort was 
invested into the mechanics of this game, and the primitively-built map was merely an afterthought. Yet, as it 
turns out, the simplicity of the game was a deliberate move. Onett had stated that giving the game a handcraft-
ed feel made it stand out in the midst of all the other money-making machines on the platform. It signals to the 
player that genuine care and attention was paid to the creation of this game, perhaps even more so than in a 
visually-pleasing world with no complex coding behind it. When I thought about this concept more, I realized 
how true it rings for the things that we create. 
 Some of the best-selling games are, obviously, incredibly well-made in terms of aesthetics and user 
engagement. The Legends of Zelda: Breath of the Wild, is a revolutionary open-world exploration game with 
nuances and lore in every nook and cranny of the 140 squaremile map. I myself have played a few hours of 
this game, and I remember being blown away by how you can interact with every inch of the map. Rather than 
following the main storyline–defeating Ganon and saving Princess Zelda–I had the freedom to dedicate my 
WLPH�WR�FROOHFWLQJ�DSSOHV�DQG�WXUQLQJ�RYHU�URFNV�LQ�KRSHV�RI�¿QGLQJ�OLWWOH�WUHH�FUHDWXUHV�FDOOHG�.RURNV��$V�RI�
2023, it’s sold 30 million copies, which is not a small number, even for a company like Nintendo. Another fan 
favorite, The Last of Us, is praised by its players for its immersive storytelling experience, combining ac-
tion-packed zombie killing with a sweet, developing father-daughter relationship. The series did well enough 
to release a TV series, which even features an OCSA alumni we all know and love, Pedro Pascal. 
 But hidden in the depths of the internet, there are a few games that choose to stick out like sore thumbs, 
D�VWULNLQJ�FRQWUDVW�EHWZHHQ�WKH�¿QH�GHWDLO�IRXQG�LQ�JDPHV�FUHDWHG�E\�KXJH�FRPSDQLHV�DQG�WHDPV�RI�GHYHORSHUV��
Indie games, despite how simple they can be, are some of the best-selling games of all time. For instance, the 
entirety of Stardew Valley, a farming game, was created by one person, Eric Barone (AKA ConcernedApe), 
from the programming down to the pixel art; whether out of spite or passion, we may never know. It’s sold 
RYHU����PLOOLRQ�FRSLHV��2QH�SHUVRQ�ZDV�DEOH�WR�PDNH�Ҁ�RI�ZKDW�D�����ELOOLRQ�GROODU�FRPSDQ\�PDGH�RQ�D�JDPH�
WKDW�WRRN�¿YH�\HDUV�IRU�WKHLU�GHGLFDWHG�WHDP�WR�FUHDWH��2Q�D�PXFK�ODUJHU�VFDOH��7HWULV��D�JDPH�DERXW�SXWWLQJ�

�



shapes together, is the third best-selling game of all time, boasting over 100 million games sold!
 Everybody knows about Minecra!. It’s a game about building with blocks and surviving in a randomly 
generated world. It started as a side project for Markus Alexej Persson, who believed his game would only serve 
to raise more money to make the next one. As of now, it’s the best-selling game of all time by a long shot with 
238 million copies and counting. What puts these games on par with, and even above thousands of more tech-
nologically and visually advanced games? Why are millions of people so drawn to simplicity, even amongst the 
exponentially growing market? "e answer, despite its deceptively complex question, is a simple one. We are 
drawn to the authenticity of a creation rather than its evident quality.
 Simplicity plays a huge role in portraying authenticity. "ink about it this way: take a concept or object 
and strip it down to its simplest form. In many cases, what’s le! isn’t as good. In many cases, it’s the accessories, 
the graphics, the beautiful art that really immerses you in the game, not the concept of the game itself. "at’s 
not to say that pretty games aren’t genuinely good, it’s just that it’s much easier to get away with a terrible game 
when it’s all dressed up. Now, take Bee Swarm Simulator: Remove all the fancy graphics and beautiful storytell-
ing. What’s le!? "e entire game. Nothing is really overdressed or hidden. "e game retains its immersiveness 
even when it’s nothing but blocks and decals. "at’s what makes it feel authentic; it doesn’t strive to sugarcoat 
anything at all, and it’s still such an addicting game. 
 Take a look at Stardew Valley. Keep in mind that I am a very biased author and I will not hesitate to talk 
very highly about Stardew Valley. "is game has taken hundreds of hours of my life away, and I would gladly 
let down a hundred more if I was given the time. Not only is it extremely satisfying to progress in the game, 
it’s also incredibly easy to fall in love with the game itself. Sure, the game is merely a 16-bit, 490 MB game (for 
context, Minecra! is 1 GB), but never have I played a game that so easily calms me with its fun, janky music, 
the activities of just farming, #shing, and foraging, and the loveable yet well-written characters that I can inter-
act with. "ere is something so magical, so peaceful about playing Stardew Valley, a vibe that I have yet to #nd 
within any other experience. I’m doing a terrible job at show-not-tell, but really, I’d hate to ruin your experience 
of Stardew Valley with spoilers. You’ll have to play it for yourself, and I know you will. You have no choice now. 
 Minecra! is a game that embodies the concept of freedom. As revolutionary as BOTW was, Minecra! 
truly reinforces the “open” in open-world exploration. "e player starts in a randomly-generated world at a 
random location. "at’s it. No pesky tutorial, no companion that guides you through the game. "ere’s no sto-
ryline, no quests, no characters–it’s just the player, mobs, blocks, and simple physics. "e player begins to move. 
"ey begin to break blocks. "ey learn how to cra! with the broken blocks to create items that will help them 
progress further. "ey learn to #ght o$ mobs and to #nd or kill their food. "ey venture deeper and deeper into 
the world, discovering wonders in every natural biome, and biomes outside of this world. "ey are constantly 
faced with the threat of losing it all, or at the very least, temporarily losing it all, but they play anyway. Why? 
Because this world is now theirs. Out of the trillions of worlds generated, this is the world that they were given, 
and they now understand it’s their world to shape. Sure, you’d be able to #nd an oak tree in this world just as 
easily as in another world, but nothing is ever completely the same. "eir experience in this game is completely 
unique, and they have the freedom to go about it anyway they want. "e magic of Minecra! is something dif-
#cult to describe, but so much has stemmed from the concept of this game. Whether it’s building, #ghting, or 
creating stories, Minecra! is the perfect catalyst for players to do something unique each time they click play.
 Finally, there’s Bee Swarm Simulator. As a seasoned veteran of Bee Swarm Simulator, this charming 
game will always have a place in my heart. Besides, the game has yet to die out completely, as the player base 
only gets more and more creative given the empty platform to shine on. No longer do I sit at the computer for 
hours, because I utilize an outside script created by a fellow player to automatically farm for me. I’m well-aware 
of the best bees, the most e$ective bu$s, and the tips and tricks that truly dedicated players have passed down. 
"e road before me is well-traveled and paved by the thousands of players before me, which is something that 
could not have been possible without the charm of this small, blocky game that they have decided to love. Even 
as the player base dwindles due to limited updates and becomes saturated with hardcore, endgame players, 
I’ll look back fondly on those lazy days where I happily frolicked in %ower cubes and collected pollen with my 
army of bees. 
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)DGLQJ��EDVHG�RQ�³&ORXGV¶¶�

Kaia Wang

Before the rose in your cheeks disappeared like the color of an old photo 
You were a cloud, quietly swimming across the sky.
<RX�ZHUH�WKH�WLQ\�ÀRZHUV�LQ�D�JDUGHQ�ZKR¶V�IUDJUDQW�DURPD�PDGH�YLVLWRUV�VLJK�LQ�GHOLJKW��
But that memory of you seems so distant now. 
You became a rainbow void of its colors.
<RXU�VPLOH�ÀLFNHUV�DQG�ZDYHUV�OLNH�D�FDQGOH�DERXW�WR�GLH��

:KHQ�\RX�ZHUH�D�ELUG�WKRXJK��\RX�ÀHZ�KLJKHU�WKDQ�WKH�RWKHUV�
You were the battery charging everyone’s happiness and joy. 
You were the sky, seemingly endless and beautiful.
You were the light in our dark. 
A beam to carry heavy burdens and hold everyone up. . 
A bright red strawberry, the only strawberry everyone wanted a bite of. 
A warm, thick, knit cardigan wrapping around our arms. 

But then your battery died and everyone else’s was fully charged. 
Your candle was out but everyone else’s was still lit. 
No one seemed to notice when your light was dimming, 
because they were too busy trying to shine as much as you did. 

Maybe your wick had been running for far too long… 
Perhaps that’s why you began to fade.
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Beyond Life

Eesha Tangirala

An animated screen with the words ´Business Pitch Presentationµ written in neon pink stared back at 
DQ�LQTXLVLWLYH�JX\�ZLWK�JODVVHV��2QH�FRXOG�VHH�WKH�ZRUGV�RI�WKH�SUHVHQWDWLRQ�UHÁHFWHG�RQ�KLV�VLOYHU�OHQVHV�DV�
he stared intently at the computer screen.

“Hey man,” he called to his teammate, “What do you think about this? I think it could use a little 
more pink.”

Maze stared at the screen in silence pondering the questioning. Without a word he grabbed the com-
puter and clicked on a few keys before handing the device back.

“What matters is how well we pitch ourselves, not how well we can decorate a title page.”
With a lopsided grin Maze pushed against the table leg back to his seat as Jareh’s laughter echoed 

in the background. What stared back at Jareh was a blank screen that read The Business Pitch Presentation: 
How to tell what’s real and what’s fake.

As the duo continued to work in silence Maze heard someone call out his name as they hollered the 
usual your orders ready! Maze silently stood up as he continued to rub his left ear as he felt a soft ringing 
VRXQG�ÀOO�KLV�HDUV��:LWK�D�SOD\IXO�KLW�WR�-DUHK·V�EDFN�KH�PDGH�KLV�ZD\�XS�IURQW�WR�ZKHUH�KLV�IRRG�ZDV�ZDLWLQJ�
as Jareh’s murmured something about needing to borrow Maze headphones once he came back.

“One cheese pizza with chicken tenders. What sauce would you like with that?”
“Can I have ketchup please?” Maze asked as he looked down to grab his sound canceling 

headphones as he felt the ringing sound in his ears intensify. I need to get earbuds. These things are too big 
to carry, he tKought as he handed the cashier his card.

“Sorry no ketchup, but we have hell fried with a side of death,” a darker voice slurred in a raspy tone.�
Maze tensed up at the familiar voice and dropped his headphones and card midway, but made no move to 
grab it. Instead Maze clutched his ears as the ringing sound grew louder and louder. Loud enough to drown 
out every other sound in the room except for the person before him chuckling at his discomfort. Maze felt 
everything shift out of focus for a second as he stumbled on his feet, but snapped back to reality as a sense 
RI�XUJHQF\�ÀOOHG�KLP��$QG�VR�FDUHIXOO\�DYRLGLQJ�KHU�JD]H��0D]H�JUDVSHG�RQWR�WKH�FRXQWHU�DQG�SXVKHG�KLP-
self off of it before making a break for the door. He barely registered the sound of footsteps behind him. �
Maze almost dropped his phone in his haste to hail down a cab watching as it leisurely drove down the road 
into his line of vision. Maze felt his breath getting heavier and as he looked around unseeingly through the 
tears that began to build.

What the hell? Why is this happening now? I thought I had a few more years. Shit.
Without waiting for the car to slow down Maze wretched open the car door and shoved into the tiny 

backseat and gave the driver instructions while putting on his belt, missing it a few times before hearing a 
subtle click.

´My bad. I meant, would you like hell fried in death? It’s a package deal.”
Maze felt his breath escape his chest as the car gave an abrupt start and a familiar face entered his 

peripheral vision. Her. Sitting next to him with her cheek resting on her hand in a brown paint suit and her 
hair pulled into a neat bun, Jini looked just about ready for an interview - or murder.
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� Jini pushed into Maze’s personal space, sweaty breath hitting his face as she began, “Hello Maze, I 
have a polite favor to ask of you. Cooperate or I’ll give you a matching scar,” she giggled and pointed to the 
jagged and torn scar that decorated her pale cheek.
 Maze could feel himself going lightheaded as he pushed himself up against the car door.
� “No no no,” Maze replied while clutching his chest frantically. Not again, he thought before 
exclaiming, 
� “NO! I’ve done enough!”
� The car abruptly swerved left and the sound of furious car honks attempted to break their 
conversation. Attempted to.
� “Not nearly enough. Your mother wants you back, hope you don’t mind the early homecoming 
present,” a voice upfront chuckled.
� Maze looked upfront with a start. Only now noticing the alarming rate the car was moving at as tree 
branches crashed against the windows. There in the driver’s seat sat a girl with a similar scar and voice, but 
with her hair down and makeup down heavily. A clone?

0D]H�ODWFKHG�RQWR�WKH�GRRU�KDQGOH��QHDUO\�ULSSLQJ�LW�RII�LQ�KLV�DWWHPSW�WR�HVFDSH�KLV�FRQILQHPHQW��+H�
PXFK�SUHIHUUHG�WKH�FKDRV�RI�WKH�WUDIILF�RXWVLGH�WKDQ�EHLQJ�VWXFN�ZLWK�QRW�RQH���EXW�WZR�-LQL¶V��%XW�WKH�GRRU�
wouldn’t budge and Maze could only helplessly watch as the  bright downtown setting around him slowly 
transformed into a desolate forest shrouded in darkness.

Without warning a sudden torrent of thoughts raced through his mind. The one face he had blocked 
from his memory for so long was forced into the forefront of his memory. A woman. A woman in red. A 
woman in red dragging him by the feet. A woman in red dragging his ten year old self by the feet and 
throwing him to the pits of death gar²home to hell’s worst demons. His mothers own play toys.

� 7RR�JRRG�IRU�KHOO�\RX�DUH��%H�JRQH�DQJHO�FKLOG�
� Maze shook his head frantically as the humming grew louder and a broken cry tore through his 
WKURDW�
� ³Stop it! Leave me alone!”

As the thrumming numbed out his senses and left Maze gasping for air he resorted to his last option 
DQG�\DQNHG�DW�D�SLHFH�RI�-LQL¶V�KDLU��+H�ZDWFKHG�KHU�EULHÀ\�FKXFNOH�DW�KLV�DFWLRQ�EHIRUH�VKH�DQG�KHU�GXSOL-
cate disintegrated into smoke. So they were clones. Suddenly the car was swerving wildly through an empty 
back country road with no end in sight. Through a daze of adrenaline and panic, he could make out the faint 
outline of a woman in the middle of the road. She wore a shiny black gown torn on the left side with ruby 
red hair brushing against the veiny black scar on her left cheek. In a rush Maze grabbed the driver’s wheel 
and attempted to reroute the car’s path without success. Unable to hear past the buzzing sound Maze could 
only watch as the front of his car met a tree trunk in a burst of silver and brown pieces.
� The buzzing sound cut out as the approaching click of heels bled into the silence. Through the 
smoke Jini emerged with a devious glint in her eyes. The real pale eyed and bloody Jini. With her unseeing 
eyes, she scraped her calloused nail across Maze’s bloody chest before plunging into it and ripping out his 
heart. And as she predicted he disintegrated into smoke. 

Jini watched the smoky fumes with a crooked smile, “Maze, you hypocrite. What happened to be-
coming a better man? Hell, is that even your real name?” she chuckled into the silence, letting out a screech-
ing laugh of mirth.
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From the other side, in his low recliner seat sat a shaking Jareh as he watched his clone fade into a cloud of 
foggy smoke before fading to nothing more than air. And as his vision began to cut out, Jini’s parting words 
!lled the still silence around him.

“Hell wants its angel back.”
And then it went black.
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   We Are OSCA Lightbulbs by Aliena Sutcli! & Brigitte "ompson
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Survival Games

(OOD�%HDYHU

 

Dead or Alive

(OOD�%HDYHU��
 
 

One Non-Zombie

(OOD�%HDYHU

 “I just got this new ghost detector app, but there seems to be a glitch. It’s not supposed to detect the 
living… right?”

 “I never wanted the zombie apocalypse to begin. You must admit though, when else do you get the 
chance to eat someone’s brain and be told that it wasn’t your fault?”

 “Ever since the government found out that the aliens could take the form of any human, doppelgangers 
ZHUH�EHLQJ�NLOOHG�OHIW�DQG�ULJKW��'U��0HGLQD�ZDV�KRUUL¿HG�ZKHQ�VKH�IRXQG�KXPDQ�RUJDQV�GXULQJ�WKH�DXWRSV\�´
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What are you?

Ksena-Eve Jenkins

You don’t know what it’s like to go through life
With people who think it is their right
To know who you are
What you are

That’s what they say, 
what you are
What are you?
Not, who, or how, but what
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             
Oh, but you just look so exotic
No, it’s not rude, I’m just wondering
Their mindless, spoken aloud thoughts
%OXQGHULQJ
Where are you from
The subtle condescending chuckle
No, where are you from

What are you?
To live in a country where everyone is “free”
And by everyone they mean the white majority
I’m proud to be an American where at least I know I’m free
Unless I’m a minority
Or gay
Or poor
Or an immigrant
Or anything
That’s not a straight 
cisgender 
able-bodied 
man

The American Dream of a white picket fence, 
a two story suburban home, 
and barbecues on Sundays, 
This crap that we’re told is attainable if we just work a little bit harder

7KH�GUHDP�SHRSOH�¿JKW�WKHLU�ZKROH�OLYHV�IRU��
across deserts, oceans, barrages of bullets, just to have a chance at it

7KLV�ODQG�WKDW�VWUXJJOHV�VR�KDUG�WR�VWD\�DÀRDW�RQ�WKH�EDFNV�RI�LPPLJUDQW�ZRUNHUV

Labeled as aliens on their own land,
Stolen from them, 
Rebranded,
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What are you?
What I’m asked in this nation meant to be a place for all who want to be able to breathe without being perse-
cuted for what they believe

Where our bodies aren’t ours anymore
Instead dictated by regulations and government
America the great
With teens sleeping on every street corner, tossed away for their identities

It seems kids only matter when they haven’t been born yet,
they love to argue about abortion and the right to forfeit
%XW�ZKHQ�DQ\�RQH�RI�XV�FRPHV�IRUZDUG�ZLWK�D�SOHD�IRU�KHOS�LQ�WKH�WRUUHQW�
They like to sit by as we fall into more debt.

Abortion

Prejudice 

Racism

Suicide

The unwanted children they hated, 
They threw aside, 

Poverty

Flashbacks

PTSD

Panic attacks

Depression

Homophobia

Rape

They say it’ll all be okay, don’t hide your face,
%XW�LW¶V�QRW��DQG�LW�ZRQ¶W�EH��
America isn’t a safe place

What are you?
I am a child of my ancestors
The ones who fought to be in this country full of people who hate me in so many ways and kill the ones brave 
enough to speak out

I am a queer woman of color in a nation of blank white canvases
��



While they carve their molds of normalcy, demanding we comply,
That’s not how it unfolds, we were born to defy
For in our jagged edges and the stars we draw to cover our scars
Lie the colors that we proudly bleed from our pulsating hearts

I am one of countless who yearn for change, for justice, but can’t bring themselves to be heard

I am a voice

Scratch that

I want to be a voice

A voice in the suffocating void of blank stares and deaf ears

A voice who doesn’t just devolve into hot and silent tears 

A voice to speak out against injustice in the howling mass of society’s din
$V�LI�FRQIRUPLW\�ZHUH�YLUWXH�DQG�¿WWLQJ�LQ�WKH�XOWLPDWH�ZLQ�

What are you?
7KH�¿UVW�WLPH�,�KHDUG�WKH�WHUP�LPSRVWHU�V\QGURPH�,�WKRXJKW�
Finally,
Someone who gets it

%RUQ�LQWR�D�ERG\�WKDW¶V�WRR�SHUIHFW�D�¿W
And yet just wrong enough to make me not submit

Too pale to be Mexican
%XW�WRR�EURZQ�WR�EH�ZKLWH

Too queer to be one of the girls
%XW�WRR�JLUO\�WR�KDQJ�ZLWK�JX\V

You’re just an imposter

Words said to the bathroom mirror

You’re just an imposter

Words dripping with venom

You’re just an imposter

Words sobbed with bitter tears dripping from my eyes
You’re just an imposter

Words told like pretty lies
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%XW�DFWXDOO\��,¶P�QRW�P\�VL]H

I’m not the clothes that I wear
I’m not the money I have
Or how much I swear

I’m not my grades
I’m not my gpa
I’m not how well I wing my eyeliner
Or my gender display

I’m not who I love
I’m not the color of my skin
I’m not my race
Or the place in which I live

I’m not my sexuality
I’m not my thoughts
I’m not the words I never speak
I’m not
I’m not all these things
I can’t be

I can only be me

%XW�ZKDW�DUH�\RX"

��



       [untitled] Allyn Richardson

��



       [untitled] Allyn Richardson        Frog  Macy Wong

��



Requiem for Banana Bread 

Haley Kleinman
 
The paper is old and wrinkled 
Tapered along the edges like a fairy’s carpet 
%LOORZLQJ�RXWZDUG��ÀRZHULQJ��FUHDVHV�XQIROGLQJ�LQ�ZDYHV��
5LVLQJ�RII�WKH�ZRUGV�LV�WKH�VFHQW�RI�EURZQ�VXJDU��ROG�SDUFKPHQW�GDQFLQJ�RQ�WKH�NLWFKHQ�LVODQG��,W�UHPDLQV�
YLEUDQW�LQ�HYHU\�KRXVH�LW�WUDYHOV�WKURXJK�
&UXQFKHG�LQWR�ORYLQJ�SRFNHWV��
Pocketing 
The whispers of eager tongue 
Secrets of the newborn generation 
Time tests its durability 
But memory is stronger 
This recipe proudly crossed the border, 
Lit up with the promise of new opportunity 
,W�JOLVWHQHG�LQ�WKH�SDOP�RI�$EXHOD¶V�KDQG�DV�VKH�VWHSSHG�LQWR�WKH�QH[W�OLIH�%XW�LW�UHPHPEHUV�
$V�P\�PRWKHU�DQG�,�VWLFN�EDQDQDV�LQ�WKH�EOHQGHU��ODXJKLQJ�DW�WKH�FXUVLYH�WKDW�XUJHV�8QD�WD]D�\�PHGLD�GH�
D]~FDU��
²2�XQD�WD]D��ZULWWHQ�GLVFRXUDJLQJO\�LQ�SDUHQWKHVHV��ZH�PHOW�DW�WKH�FKDUPLQJ�YRLFH�WKDW�5LVHV�IURP�WKH�SDSHU�
$QG�VXUYLYHV�DQRWKHU�GD\�
,Q�RXU�KDQGV��DV�ZH�PL[�WKH�EXWWHU�LQWR�WKH�ERZO�DQG�SXOO�RXW�WKH�EUHDG�SDQ�,�NQRZ�LW¶V�KHU�ZDUPWK�WKDW�
spreads through me comfortingly 
7KH�VRIW�HFKR�RI�KHU�JLJJOH�,�KHDU�ZKHQ�,�IROG�P\�KDQGV�WRJHWKHU�DW�WKH�GLQQHU�WDEOH�+HU�KHDUW�WKDW�,�KROG�LQ�
PLQH�ZKHQ�,�XQIXUO�WKH�ZRUGV�VKH�ZURWH��
Press them to my lips like gumdrops, 
$QG�ZDWFK�WKHP�FRPH�WR�OLIH
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Painting a CanvasPainting a Canvas

Rachel Sung 

Reaching towards the glowing stars
)HHW�JURXQGHG�LQ�WKH�FRRO�HDUWK�
Breathing deeply,
/HWWLQJ�DLU�RXW�
6WHDG\�KDQGV�EUXVK�WKH�DLU�
&RPSOHWH�VLOHQFH�
:DQGHULQJ�WKRXJKWV�
)DU�DZD\�IURP�QRLVH�
6WLOOQHVV�
)UR]HQ�LQ�D�PRPHQW�RI�WLPH�
7ULFNLQJ�WKH�H\H��

Blown Back

Emma Rhodes

,I�ZLQG�FRXOG�EULQJ�\RX�EDFN�
,¶G�PDNH�VXUH�WR�SXVK�HYHU\WKLQJ�DVLGH�
,�ZRXOGQ¶W�ZLWKKROG�\RXU�IDYRULWH�VQDFN�
$QG�ZH�FRXOG�PRYH�DV�LI�ZH�ZHUH�LQ�D�SDFN�
6WD\�LQ�WKH�SODFHV�\RX¶YH�WDXJKW�PH�WR�H[SORUH��

,I�ZLQG�FRXOG�EULQJ�\RX�EDFN�
The unforbidden couch will be your new spot 
,�ZRXOG�PDNH�\RXU�EHG�XS�RI�ZKDW�LW�GLG�ODFN�
(YHQ�DOORZ�\RX�WR�PDNH�\RXU�RZQ�GLUW�WUDFN
<RX�ZHUH�FOHDUO\�WKH�EHVW�PDVFRW��

,I�ZLQG�FRXOG�EULQJ�\RX�EDFN�
7KHQ�,¶G�WDNH�DQRWKHU�SKRWRJUDSK��IUDPH�WKH�YLGHRV�ZH�GR�KDYH�
,�ZLVK�,�FRXOG�WDNH�LW�DOO�EDFN�
7KLQNLQJ�RI�WKH�WKLQJV�WKDW�DUH�QRZ�PLVVLQJ��JDYH�PH�D�ÀDVKEDFN�
You always made me laugh 

Only if wind could bring you back 
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sundrop

$QRQ\PRXV

i stare at her golden hair as it glows in the daylight
L�OLVWHQ�WR�KHU�VLQJ�OLNH�D�ÀRZHU�VRDNV�XS�WKH�VXQ
KHU�YRLFH��KHU�ZRUGV�DUH�WKH�VXJDU�VXSSO\LQJ�PH�ZLWK�OLIH

L�ORRN�LQWR�KHU�H\HV²EULJKW�DQG�JUHHQ�OLNH�¿UHÀLHV�
they light up my soul each time she looks at me

her hand embraces mine
KHU�WRXFK��VRIW�DQG�JHQWOH��SURYLGLQJ�PH�ZLWK�DQ�HYHUODVWLQJ�ZDUPWK

we breathe together
SXOOLQJ�HDFK�RWKHU�FORVHU�ZLWK�HDFK�LQKDOH�DQG�HDFK�H[KDOH
in this moment we lay together
JUDVSLQJ�HDFK�RWKHU��QHYHU�ZDQWLQJ�WR�OHW�JR
LQ�WKLV�PRPHQW�ZH�NQRZ�WKDW�RXU�OLYHV��RXU�EHLQJV��DUH�IRUHYHU�WDQJOHG

��



The Sound of Silence

$QRQ\PRXV�

7KH�ODQGVFDSH�VHHPHG�SDLQWHG��,W�PLJKW�DV�ZHOO�KDYH�EHHQ��/LIH�DQG�OLJKW�ZHUH�VR�VWLOO�KH�VHHPHG�QRW�WR�EH�
DOLYH��WR�EOHQG�LQ�ZLWK�WKH�ZKLVSHUV�RI�WKH�VKDGRZV�VWUHDNLQJ�WKH�GDSSOHG�IRUHVW�ÀRRU��2QO\�KLV�H\HV�PRYHG��
WDNLQJ�LQ�WKH�VLQJOH�YLROHW�ÀRZHU�SHUNLQJ�XS�ZHDNO\�IURP�D�VPDOO�VSRW�RI�VXQ�WR�WKH�FDQRS\�RI�OHDYHV�WUDFLQJ�
WKH�VN\�IURP�DERYH��

+H�VWRRG��QRW�UHDOO\�VXUH�ZKHUH�WR�JR��QRW�ZRUULHG�HQRXJK�WR�FDUH��+H�KDG�WULHG�WR�FRPSHQVDWH�IRU�ZKDW�KH�
KDG�GRQH��WKH�EORRG\�PHPRULHV�VOLSSLQJ�WKURXJK�KLV�¿QJHUV��KDQJLQJ�WR�KLV�WKRXJKWV�E\�MXVW�WKH�WDXW�SXOO�RI�
KLV�KHDUWVWULQJV��+H�ZDQWHG�WKH�VWULQJV�WR�VQDS��+H�ZDQWHG�WR�IRUJHW��+H�ZDQWHG�WR�OHW�JR��

7KHUH�LV�QR�GHDG�VLOHQFH��,W�LV�DOZD\V�DOLYH��H[SDQGLQJ�DQG�JURZLQJ�DQG�FKDUJLQJ�WKH�DLU�ZLWK�WKH�VWHQFK�RI�
EORRG�DQG�PDGQHVV�DQG�UHJUHW�XQWLO�WKHUH�LV�VR�PXFK�LW�FRQVXPHV�ZLWK�D�UDYHQRXV�KXQJHU��,WV�SUH\�UDUHO\�HV�
FDSH�LWV�XQUHOHQWLQJ�JUDVS��

:KHQ�WLPH�SDVVHG��QRWKLQJ�KDG�FKDQJHG��6HFRQGV��PLQXWHV��KRXUV��XQHQGLQJ�FLUFOHV�DURXQG�WKH�FORFN��1R�
VRXQG�ZDV�HPLWWHG�VDYH�IRU�WKH�LQIUHTXHQW�UK\WKP�RI�KLV�EUHDWKLQJ�RQFH�D�PLQXWH��0D\EH�PRUH��PD\EH�OHVV��
7KH\�ZHUH�GHVSHUDWH�VLJQV�RI�OLIH��¿JKWLQJ�WKHLU�ZD\�IURP�KLV�FKDSSHG�OLSV�WKURXJK�WKH�ZDQLQJ�UK\WKP�WKDW�LV�
KLV�KHDUW��+H�WULHV�QRW�WR�EOLQN��WR�VHH�DQ\�PRYHPHQW��D�ZKLVSHU�RI�D�OHDI��D�KLVV�RI�WKH�EUHH]H��RU�PD\EH�MXVW�D�
OLJKW��

+LV�H\HV�JUDE�KROG�WLJKWO\�WR�WKH�LPDJH�RI�D�VPDOO��UHG�ELUG�VOHHSLQJ�SHDFHIXOO\�DERYH��DQG�WKH\�KROG�RQ�WLJKW�
O\��XQZLOOLQJ�WR�OHW�JR��$QG�WKH�VWULQJV�WKDW�VWLOO�KROG�RQ�WXJ�YLROHQWO\�DW�KLV�PHPRULHV�DV�WKH\�FRPH�UXVKLQJ�
EDFN��WKH�ZRUGV�RQ�WKH�WLS�RI�KLV�WRQJXH��WKH�EORRG�VWLOO�ZHW�RQ�KLV�KDQGV��,W�ZDV�DOO�WRR�SDLQIXO�DQG�VLFN�DQG�
UHG��VR�UHG��KH�WKRXJKW�KH¶G�EH�EOLQGHG�IRUHYHU�E\�WKH�FRORU��

$OO�RI�KLV�PHPRULHV�DUH�WDLQWHG�\HOORZ��7KH�KXH�RI�\HOORZ�WKDW�ZDV�KHU�SHUVRQDOLW\��KHU�YLEUDQF\��KHU�ORYH��KHU�
OLIH�WKDW�LV�VWLOO�OLYLQJ�LQ�WKH�YDJXH�SDVW�RI�KLV�PLQG��EXW�QRW�KHUH��1RW�QRZ��7KH�\HOORZ�WKDW�KH�FDQ�RQO\�VHH�
DJDLQ�LQ�KLV�PHPRULHV�

$QG�LW¶V�DOUHDG\�IDGLQJ�
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[untitled.] Jessica Yang

��



The 12th of September

'DQLHO�*DU]D

They tell us we need to grow up
+RZ�,�ZLVK�WKH\�ZHUHQ¶W�ULJKW
:KR�VD\V�ZH�FDQ¶W�VWD\�NLGV�IRUHYHU
Ride our bikes throughout the night

:H¶UH�XVHG�WR�OLYLQJ�OLIH�ZLWKRXW�FDUH
What happens when those days come to an end
Reality is gonna to catch up to us
$QG�VKH¶V�QRW�VRPHRQH�,�ZDQW�WR�EHIULHQG

,�QHYHU�ZDQW�WR�WDNH�\RX�IRU�JUDQWHG
2XU�ORYH�KDV�SURYHQ�WR�EH�XQERXQG
<RX¶UH�DOO�,¶YH�HYHU�NQRZQ
So please say you’ll always be around

Our dreams are too big for this world
Maybe we should try Mars
Life has felt like a rollercoaster
,¶P�MXVW�WU\LQJ�WR�KROG�RQ�WR�WKH�EDUV�

We’re so young
There is still so much more we need to be taught
:H¶YH�DOUHDG\�H[SHULHQFHG�VR�PXFK
<HW�,�KRSH�ZH¶UH�DEOH�WR�H[SHULHQFH�W\LQJ�WKH�NQRW

Our future, what a daunting thought
<RX¶YH�EHHQ�P\�EHVW�IULHQG�IRU�DV�ORQJ�DV�,�FDQ�UHPHPEHU
$OWKRXJK�ZH�PLJKW�JR�RXU�VHSDUDWH�ZD\V
,�KRSH�\RX�QHYHU�IRUJHW�WKH���WK�RI�6HSWHPEHU

��



[untitled.] Sasha Zaree
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Looking From the Inside Out

$QRQ\PRXV

 Most people are aware of the fact that the older we get, the more our thoughts, feelings, or  opinions 
FKDQJH��:KHWKHU�RU�QRW�FKDQJH�LV�VRPHWKLQJ�ZH�FKRRVH��LW�RFFXUV�DW�RQH�SRLQW�RU�DQRWKHU��&KDQJH�FUHHSV�XS�
RQ�\RX��,W�KLWV�\RX�ZKHQ�\RX�OHDVW�H[SHFW�LW��2XW�RI�WKH�EOXH��\RX�¿QG�\RXUVHOI�LQ�LWV�TXLFNVDQG²WKH�PRUH�
\RX�WU\�WR�HVFDSH�LW��WKH�PRUH�LW�FRQVXPHV�\RX�

*****

� ,W¶V�ZKHUH�WKHUH�LV�DQ�XQEDODQFH��,Q�DGROHVFHQFH��WKHUH�LV�D�WHQGHQF\�IRU�RXU�QDLYH�OLWWOH�PLQGV�WR�EH�
OLHYH�WKDW�ZH�KDYH�HYHU\WKLQJ�SODQQHG�RXW�LQ�RXU�IXWXUH²ZKLFK�LV�620(�FRQ¿GHQFH�IURP�VXFK�DQ�XQVRSKLV�
WLFDWHG�SHUVSHFWLYH�RI�WKH�ZRUOG��2EYLRXVO\��EHLQJ�WKLV�\RXQJ��\RX¶UH�QRW�DV�SURQH�WR�WKH�SUHVVXUHV�RI�QHHGLQJ�
WR�KDYH�WKHVH�WKLQJV�DOO�¿JXUHG�RXW��7KH�XQEDODQFH�WKDW�FKDQJH�LQWURGXFHV�FRPHV�IURP�WKLV�LQQRFHQW�GHOXVLRQ�
\RX�KDG�DV�D�FKLOG��PDVNHG�E\�WKH�P\VWHULHV�RI�WRPRUURZ��

*****

� ,W¶V�ZKHQ�WKLV�XQEDODQFH�UHYHDOV�LWVHOI��<RX�VWDUW�WR�UHDOL]H�KRZ�PXFK�RI�D�EOHQG�WKHUH�LV�EHWZHHQ�
WKH�WKLQJV�\RX�PDVN�LQ�\RXU�OLIH��ZLWK�WKH�WKLQJV�WKDW�DFWXDOO\�FKDUDFWHUL]H�\RX²WKH�UHDO�\RX��1RW�KDYLQJ�WR�
JHQXLQHO\�TXHVWLRQ�LI�GRLQJ�VRPHWKLQJ�ZDV�IRU�\RX��RU�WKH�SHUVRQ�\RX�ZHUH�WU\LQJ�WR�EH��%\�WKLV�WLPH��\RXU�
RSWLRQV�DUH�NLOOHG��JRLQJ�EDFN�DQG�DODUPLQJ�\RXU�SDVW�VHOI�LVQ¶W�RQH�RI�WKHP�

*****

� ,W¶V�KRZ�WKHVH�VXEFRQVFLRXV�FKDQJHV�VXUIDFH��:KHQ�D�SDUW�RI�\RX�LV�VORZO\�EHLQJ�GHWDFKHG�IURP�WKH�
FKLOGKRRG�\RX�ZHUH�RQFH�VR�IDPLOLDU�ZLWK�DQG�FRQQHFWHG�WR��7KHUH�LV�MXVW�QR�FRQWURO�RYHU�LW��$QG�HYHQ�ZLWK�
WKH�VHOI�UHFRJQLWLRQ�RU�DWWHQWLRQ�\RX�WU\�WR�EULQJ��LQ�D�GHVSHUDWH�DWWHPSW�WR�XQORFN�WKHVH�P\VWHULHV��LW�KLGHV�
DZD\�HYHQ�IXUWKHU�WKDQ�EHIRUH��

*****

� �3HRSOH�OLNH�WR�VD\�WKDW�³FKDQJH´�LV�RND\�DQG�DOO��VWLOO��WKH\¶UH�QRW�ZURQJ�LQ�DQ\�ZD\�VKDSH�RU�IRUP��,�
ZLVK�,�ZRXOG¶YH�DW�OHDVW�SURFHHGHG�ZLWK�FDXWLRQ²VR�,�ZRXOGQ¶W�KDYH�ORVW�D�ELW�RI�P\VHOI�LQ�WKH�SURFHVV���
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Cailee Copeland

To the author of my story
How are you?
I know its hard; my story is a mess
But I’m here to listen if you need to decompress
7HOO�PH�WKH�ÀDZV�DQG�EHDXWLHV�RI�WKH�VWRU\�\RXU�LOOXVWUDWLQJ
%HFDXVH�,¶P�VXUH�WKH�VWRU\�ZRXOG�EH�PXFK�EHWWHU�LI�ZH�ZHUH�FRPPXQLFDWLQJ
,¶OO�WHOO�\RX�KRZ�,¶G�OLNH�LW�WR�EH��HYHQ�WKRXJK�,�NQRZ�\RX�ZRQ¶W�OLVWHQ
%HFDXVH�,¶YH�OHDUQHG�WKDW�\RX�ZRXOG�OLNH�IRU�PH�WR�KLGH�ZKLOH�,�GHVLUH�WR�JO\FLQH
$QG�,�JHW�LW��,¶P�D�ZULWHU�WRR
:H�ZULWH�WR�UHOHDVH��EXW�ODWHO\�,�IHHO�OLNH�,¶P�LQWHUFHSWLQJ�\RXU�JULHI
6R�OHW¶V�VLW�GRZQ�DQG�WDON�LW�WKURXJK
<RX�FDQ�WHOO�PH�KRZ�LW�IHHOV��HYHQ�WKRXJK�,¶P�WKH�RQH�ZKR�UHDOO\�QHHGV�\RX
6R�LI�\RX�JHW�WKLV��NQRZ�WKDW�LW�ZRXOG�EH�QLFH�WR�KDYH�D�IULHQG
Sincerely the life at the end of your pen

Columbidae

-HVVLFD�<DQJ

7KH�EDOO�LQ�P\�VWRPDFK�XQIXUOV�XQWLO�LWV�WHQGULOV�VWUHWFK�WKURXJK�P\�ULEV�DQG�ZULJJOHV�LQ�P\�WKURDW
&ROG�VWHSV�HFKR��HQWDQJOHG�LQWULFDWHO\�EHWZHHQ�H[SRVHG�ZLULQJ�DQG�QDNHG�OLJKWV
,QGXVWU\�VPHOOV�OLNH�GXVW�DQG�PHWDO��DQG�OLNH�OLQROHXP�UHÀHFWLRQV
:KHQ�ZH�WRRN�RXU�¿UVW�VWHSV�LQ��,�VDZ�D�EHDXWLIXO�PRXUQLQJ�GRYH�RQ�WKH�KLJK�FHLOLQJ�UDIWHUV
6KH�ZDV�IUDJLOH�DQG�URXQG��5XVW\�UHG�IHDWKHUV�ÀRDWHG�GRZQ�IURP�KHU�IUDQWLF�À\LQJ
:LQJ�EHDWV�ÀXWWHUHG�WKURXJKRXW�WKH�SLSHV�DQG�IDQV��LQGXVWU\�PHW�ZDUP�ÀHVK
:H�ERWK�ÀHZ�LQ�RI�RXU�RZQ�YROLWLRQ��1RZ�ZH�GRQ¶W�NQRZ�LI�ZH�FDQ�JHW�RXW�
0\�H\HV�EXUQHG�XS�DW�WKH�OLJKWV�DQG�VKH�EXUQHG�XS�FUDVKLQJ�LQWR�WKH�OLJKWV
6KH�ZRXOG�VHWWOH�VLOHQW�LQ�H[KDXVWLRQ��ZDWFKLQJ�XV�VFUDPEOH��SODQQLQJ�KHU�QH[W�KHOSOHVV�ÀLJKW
,�ZRXOG�VHWWOH�VLOHQW�LQ�KHVLWDQF\��ZDWFKLQJ�WKHP�DFFRPPRGDWH�XV��ZRQGHULQJ�ZKHQ�,�FDQ�OHDYH
My eyes hurt
6KH¶V�SDQLFNLQJ
(YHU\�ZRUG�VHWV�LQWR�P\�VWRPDFK�OLNH�VWRQHV
,�ORRN�XS�WR�WKH�UDIWHUV�DQG�VSUHDG�P\�ZLQJV�
2QO\�WR�IDOO�GHDG�RQWR�FROG��VKLQ\�ÀRRUV
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Untied

Anonymous

3ODFH�\RXU�VKRH�RQ�D�ÀDW�VXUIDFH
7KUHDG�RQH�ODFH�RYHU�WKH�RWKHU�DQG�WDNH�LW�XQGHU
� 3XOO�WLJKWO\
Make a loop with one of the laces
%H�VXUH�WR�KROG�WKH�ODFH�EHWZHHQ�\RXU�WKXPE�DQG�¿UVW�WZR�¿QJHUV
+DYH�\RXU�RWKHU�KDQG�ZUDS�WKH�RWKHU�ODFH�DURXQG�WKH�ORRS
0RYH�LW�WRZDUG�\RX�UDWKHU�WKDQ�DZD\
3XOO�WKH�VKRHODFH�WKURXJK�WKH�KROH�WR�IRUP�DQRWKHU�ORRS
� 3XOO�WLJKWO\

:H�OHDUQ�WR�WLH�RXU�VKRHV�DW�D�\RXQJ�DJH
7KHUH¶V�WKH�EXQQ\�PHWKRG
standard knot
W\LQJ�WKH�ERZ
circle method
and more 
3HRSOH�OHDUQ�KRZ�WR�WLH�WKHLU�VKRHV�RQH�ZD\�DQG�VWLFN�ZLWK�LW�IRU�WKH�UHVW�RI�WKHLU�OLYHV

It is easier to untie your shoe than to tie it
:KDW�RQFH�WRRN�VR�PXFK�EUDLQ�SRZHU�ZH�QRZ�GR�LQ�VHFRQGV
,W¶V�EHFRPH�SDUW�RI�WKH�URXWLQH
7KUHDG�RQH�ODFH�RYHU�WKH�RWKHU�DQG�WDNH�LW�XQGHU
� 3XOO�WLJKWO\
Make a loop with one of the laces
Wrap the other lace around the loop
7DNH�LW�WKURXJK�WKH�KROH�WR�IRUP�DQRWKHU
� 3XOO�WLJKWO\

7KH�SDWWHUQ�IROORZV�\RX�GD\�E\�GD\
(YLGHQFH�RI�\RXU�DFFRPSOLVKPHQW�DW�\RXU�IHHW
But it is easier to untie your shoe than to tie it
1R�PDWWHU�KRZ�PDQ\�WLPHV�\RX�WLH�\RXU�VKRH
<RX�KDYH�WR�FRPH�EDFN�DQG�XQGR�\RXU�HIIRUWV
-XVW�WR�UHWXUQ�WKH�QH[W�GD\
And repeat

Tie a standard knot
Make a loop
Make another
� 3XOO�WLJKWO\

&DXJKW�XQGHU�WKH�FKDLU��VWHSSHG�RQ�E\�\RXU�ULJKW�IRRW��WUDSSHG�XQGHU�VRPHRQH¶V�VKRH
You tie your shoe multiple times a day
Because no matter how many times you tie it
It comes undone
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<RX�FDQ�HLWKHU�OHDYH�LW�RU�WLH�LW�RQFH�PRUH�
(LWKHU�ZD\�\RX�NQRZ�\RX¶OO�EH�EDFN�DJDLQ
$FFHSW�WKH�IDFW�WKDW�\RX�PXVW�LQWHUUXSW�\RXU�URXWLQH�WR�UHSHDW�ZKDW�VKRXOG¶YH�VXVWDLQHG
%HFDXVH�,�UHIXVH�WR�GRXEOH�NQRW
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Hope

Anonymous

Hope is a word that is always one step ahead
-XPSLQJ�LQ�IURQW�RI�)RFXV�
2XWUXQQLQJ�5HDVRQ�
<RX�FKDVH�LW�LQ�ZRQGHU��
:LQG�LQ�\RXU�KDLU��ZRUULHV�JRQH�
$QG�\RX�GRQ¶W�ZRQGHU�ZKHUH�WKH\�ZHQW��
+RSH�OHDSV�RYHU�7UXWK�VR�IDVW�\RX�IRUJHW�WR�ORRN�GRZQ
7R�UHPHPEHU�7UXWK�LV�VWLOO�WKHUH
7R�JURXQG�\RX��
+RSH�F��U�D�V�K�H��V�LQWR�\RX�VZLIW�DQG�VWURQJ�DQG�RYHUZKHOPLQJ
/LNH�D�WLGDO�ZDYH�RQ�VDQG
'LVUXSWLQJ�WKH�FDUHIXO�OLQHV�WKH�ULSSOHV�OHIW�EHKLQG�
5ROOLQJ�RYHU�DQG�RYHU�DQG�IDVWHU�DQG�KLJKHU±
8QWLO�\RX�DUH�FDXJKW�LQ�LWV�XQGHUWRZ�
8QWLO�\RX�DUH�VRDULQJ�VR�KLJK�\RX�IRUJHW
)RUJHW�&DXWLRQ�DQG�LWV�VWURQJ�VDIHW\�OLQH
)RUJHW�-XGJHPHQW�DV�LW�ZKLVSHUV�LQ�\RXU�HDUV�
)RUJHW�7UXWK��ZKR�\RX�VLGH�VWHSSHG�VR�ORQJ�DJR�
:KR�VWLOO�DZDLWV�\RX��PLOHV�EHORZ�
6WDULQJ�\RX�LQ�WKH�IDFH�ZLWK�FROG�H\HV�DQG�D�PHUFLOHVV�JULQ��
0DNLQJ�\RX�ZRQGHU�KRZ�\RX�ZHUH�HYHU�VR�EOLQG�DV�WR�EHOLHYH�\RX�FRXOG�À\�
<RX�QHYHU�ZHUH�À\LQJ�
)HHOLQJ�OLJKW�DQG�IUHH�ZLWK�WKDW�VPLOH�RQ�\RXU�IDFH��
It was just one second in the air
:HLJKWOHVV�
And then you are fall 
����� � � )DOO
� � � �������)DOOLQJ�
7XPEOLQJ�GRZQ�WKH�VDPH�VSLUDO�RI�D�ZDYH�WKDW�+RSH�XVHG�WR�VZHHS�\RX�RII�WKH�JURXQG��
+RSH�LV�DOZD\V�RQH�VWHS�DKHDG��EXW�\RX¶YH�IDOOHQ�D�VWHS�EHKLQG
)DFH�¿UVW�LQWR�7UXWK��
7UXWK��ZKR�ZLOO�QRW�FDUU\�\RX�DERYH�WKH�FORXGV�WR�IHHO�IUHH�
2U�EULQJ�\RX�ZLWKLQ�DQ�DUP¶V�UHDFK�RI�D�IXWXUH�VR�EULJKW�LW�LV�EOLQGLQJ��
7UXWK��ZKR�UHPDLQV�VWLII�DQG�XQIRUJLYLQJ�DV�\RX�IUHH�IDOO�LQWR�LWV�KHDY\�ZHLJKW
%RG\�E�U��R�N�H��Q��KHDUW�WRUQ��

$QG�DIWHU�WKDW�IDOO��\RX�ZRQGHU�ZKHWKHU�\RX�ZLOO�HYHU�À\�DJDLQ����
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[untitled.]

.VHQD�(YH�-HQNLQV

� 7KH\¶UH�ZDWFKLQJ�D�PRYLH²VKH¶V�QRW�UHDOO\�VXUH�ZKLFK²LW�DOO�EOXUV�WRJHWKHU�QRZ��WLPH�DQG�GHQLDO�
ZLOO�GR�WKDW�WR�WKH�WKLQJV�\RX�RQFH�WKRXJKW�ZRXOG�QHYHU�OHDYH�\RX��+HU�IDWKHU�SUHSDUHV�GLQQHU�LQ�WKH�FUDPSHG�
NLWFKHQ��WKH�VWXII\�IHHO�RI�LW�JDYH�RII�WKH�HIIHFW�WKDW�LW�ZDV�QHYHU�TXLWH�YHQWLODWHG�HQRXJK��7KH�JLUO�VWDUHV�RXW�
WKH�ZLQGRZ�DW�WKH�GHVSRQGHQW�VWUHHWV�RI�(DVW�.L]HU��7KH�GXVN�VKURXGHG�DOOH\ZD\�ZLWK�WKH�GLQJ\�JUHHQ�GXPS-
VWHU�RQ�WKH�FRUQHU��7KH�RQH�ZLWK�WKH�FURRNHG�OLG��1RQH�RI�WKLV�ERWKHUHG�KHU�WKRXJK��
� 6KH�UXQV�KHU�¿QJHUV�WKURXJK�KHU�GDUN�KDLU��KHU�VRIW�ZDYHV�EUXVK�SDVW�WKH�WLSV�RI�KHU�QDLOV��6KH�DOZD\V�
NHSW�WKHP�VKRUW��OLNHG�WKHP�WKDW�ZD\��%HVLGHV��VKH�QHYHU�FRXOG�EUHDN�WKDW�KDELW�RI�ELWLQJ�WKHP��VR�ZKDW�ZDV�
WKH�SRLQW�RI�WU\LQJ�WR�JURZ�WKHP�RXW"�7KH�JLUO�JODQFHV�RYHU�DW�-DPLH��+HU�SRODU�RSSRVLWH��7KHLU�ZLGH�HPHUDOG�
H\HV�WRWDOO\�HQWUDQFHG�E\�WKH�¿OP��$�MRNH�LV�WKURZQ�RXW�DQG�-DPLH�JULQV�DORQJ�ZLWK�WKH�VWLOWHG�ODXJK�WUDFN��
7KDW�&KHVKLUH�JULQ��WKDW¶V�WKH�WKLQJ�DERXW�-DPLH��WKH�JLUO�GRHVQ¶W�WKLQN�VKH¶V�HYHU�VHHQ�WKHP�ZKHQ�WKH\�ZHUHQ¶W�
VPLOLQJ��HYHQ�LQ�WKHLU�VOHHS��WKH�FRUQHUV�RI�WKHLU�OLSV�DUH�DOZD\V�OLIWHG�XSZDUGV��$QG�LW¶V�DOZD\V�WKH�VDPH�
VPLOH��WKHLU�VLJQDWXUH�&KHVKLUH�VPLUN��7KH\�MXVW�VHHP�WR�UDGLDWH�OLJKW��
� 7KH�PRYLH�HQGV�DQG�KHU�GDG�KDQGV�KHU�D�VWHDPLQJ�VW\URIRDP�FXS�RI�UDPHQ�QRRGOHV��+HU�SDUHQWV�VKDUH�
D�ORRN��DQG�LQ�WKDW�VLQJOH�PRPHQW�WKH�JLUO�ZDV�FRPSOHWHO\�FHUWDLQ�WKDW�HYHQ�DOO�WKH�ORYH�LQ�WKH�ZRUOG�FRXOG�QRW�
FRPSDUH�WR�WKH�IRQGQHVV�EHLQJ�VKDUHG�EHWZHHQ�WKHP��JOLVWHQLQJ�LQ�WKHLU�H\HV��
� ³'LJ�LQ�´�+HU�GDG�VD\V�DV�KH�EULQJV�D�KHDSLQJ�VSRRQIXO�XS�WR�KLV�FUDFNHG�ZKLWH�OLSV��7KH�JLUO�WXUQV�WR�
KHU�PRWKHU�WR�DVN�KHU�D�TXHVWLRQ��RU�WR�FRPPHQW�RQ�KRZ�QLFH�KHU�KDLU�ORRNHG�WKDW�GD\��IRU�LW�UHDOO\�GLG��DQG�
VKH�KDGQ¶W�VDLG�LW��RU�WR�WHOO�KHU�VKH�ORYHV�KHU��RU�DQ\WKLQJ��EXW�D�EOLQGLQJ�ÀDVK�RI�ZKLWH�OLJKW�LJQLWHV��VWRSSLQJ�
KHU�IRUHYHU��
� 6KH¶V�WKURZQ�WR�WKH�JURXQG��WKH�ROG�FRXFK�FDUHHQLQJ�WR�WKH�OHIW��VKH�ODQGV�RQ�WKH�VWDLQHG�FDUSHW�ZLWK�
WKH�RQFH�FKHHU\�\HOORZ�ÀRZHUV��QRZ�ZRUQ�DQG�IDGHG�WR�D�GXOO�WDQ��7KH�¿EHUV�RI�WKH�UXJ�WLFNOH�KHU�QRVH�DQG�
WKH�VLGH�RI�KHU�IDFH�EXULHG�LQ�LW�VWLQJV��
� +HU�OHJ�LV�WZLVWHG�XQGHU�KHU�VPDOO�IUDPH��VKH�JODQFHV�XS��WU\LQJ�WR�JHW�KHU�EHDULQJV��WR�VHH�SLHFHV�RI�
WKH�WKLUG�ÀRRU�DSDUWPHQW�FHLOLQJ�FUXPEOLQJ�GRZQ�WR�PHHW�KHU�WKHUH�RQ�WKH�JURXQG��/DUJH�FKXQNV�RI�FHPHQW�
DQG�GU\ZDOO�UDLQ�GRZQ�IURP�DERYH��2QH�VXFK�SLHFH�SOXPPHWV�GRZQZDUG�DQG�VPDVKHV�LQWR�WKH�OHIW�VLGH�RI�KHU�
KHDG��
� $�VHDULQJ�SDLQ�HFKRHV�WKURXJK�KHU�VNXOO��VKH�FDQ¶W�WKLQN�RI�DQ\WKLQJ�EHVLGHV�WKH�SDLQ��SDLQ���$QG�ZLWK�
WKDW��WKH�JLUO�EODFNV�RXW��
� :KHQ�VKH�RSHQV�KHU�H\HV��WKH�JLUO�GRHVQ¶W�NQRZ�KRZ�PXFK�WLPH�KDV�SDVVHG��$�PLQXWH"�)LYH�PLQXWHV��
$Q�KRXU"�6KH�KDV�QR�LGHD��6KH�NQRZV�VKH�VKRXOG�KHDU�FUDVKHV��VFUHDPLQJ��DQ\WKLQJ��EXW�WKHUH¶V�VLOHQFH�DSDUW�
IURP�WKH�GXOO�ULQJLQJ�LQ�KHU�HDUV��6KH�UHDFKHV�XS�WR�KHU�OHIW�HDU�DQG�KHU�¿QJHUWLSV�FRPH�DZD\�UHG��6KH�ORRNV�
DURXQG��GHYDVWDWLRQ�HYHU\ZKHUH��6KH�FDQ¶W�VHH�KHU�PRWKHU²RU�KHU�IDWKHU��&DQ¶W�¿QG�WKHP�DQ\ZKHUH�LQ�KHU�
¿HOG�RI�YLVLRQ��QR�PDWWHU�KRZ�KDUG�VKH�GHVSHUDWHO\�VHDUFKHV�ZLWK�KHU�JD]H��

There.�7KHUH¶V�D�¿JXUH�LQ�IURQW�RI�KHU��D�IUDLO�FKLOG¶V�ERG\��Jamie,�OD\LQJ�LQ�WKH�GXVW�DQG�UXEEOH�WKDW�
ZDV�IRUPHUO\�WKHLU�DSDUWPHQW��7KHLU�IDFH�KROGV�D�EODQN�H[SUHVVLRQ��WKHLU�OLSV�DUH�VWLOO��VHW�LQ�D�SODFLG�VWDWH�RI�
XQPRYLQJ��HPRWLRQOHVV�QRWKLQJ��7KH\¶UH�RXW�FROG��
� 2U�GHDG��
� 7KH�JLUO�LV�FU\LQJ��6KH�NQRZV�EHFDXVH�RI�WKH�KRW�OLTXLG�WKDW�VWUHDPV�GRZQ�KHU�IDFH�LQ�PXUN\�EXUVWV��
2U�PD\EH�LW¶V�EORRG��$�ELW�RI�ERWK"�6KH�GRHVQ¶W�NQRZ��6KH�GRHVQ¶W�FDUH��+HU�HDUV�DUH�VWLOO�ULQJLQJ��6KH�FDOOV�
RXW�IRU�KHU�0RP²KHU�'DG²DQ\RQH��EXW�VKH�DQG�-DPLH�DUH�DOO�DORQH��RU�PD\EH�WKH\�KDYH�DOUHDG\�OHIW�KHU�WRR��
6KH¶V�OD\LQJ�LQ�WKH�EURNHQ�VKHOO�RI�KHU�ROG�OLIH��&UDGOLQJ�KHU�WKUREELQJ�OHJ��,PDJLQLQJ�ZKDW�VKH�PXVW�ORRN�OLNH�
ULJKW�QRZ��7KLV�VFUDZQ\�NLG��7KLV�EORRG\�IUDLO�PHVV��DOO�DORQH�LQ�WKH�GXVW�WKDW�MXVW�KRXUV�DJR�ZDV�D�KRPH�
� 6KH�ZDV�D�VPDUW�NLG��VKH�NQHZ�KHU�SDUHQWV�ZHUHQ¶W�FRPLQJ�EDFN��7KH�ERPE�GHVWUR\HG�WKHP��7KH�
ERPE�GHVWUR\HG�HYHU\WKLQJ� The President GHVWUR\HG�HYHU\WKLQJ��7RRN�HYHU\WKLQJ�IURP�KHU��1RZ�VKH�KDG�WR�

44



      [untitled.] Sasha Zaree
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The Porcelain Oasis

Anonymous

� ,�RIWHQ�¿QG�P\VHOI�SDUDO\]HG�DW�WKH�IRUHIURQW�RI�WKH�VDFUHG�SRUWDO�WKDW�LV�P\�EDWKURRP��$�FHUDP-
LF�FKDSHO�WDSHUHG�ZLWK�HJJVKHOO�SDLQW�DQG�ÀRRUERDUGV��IURVW\�WR�WKH�WRXFK��$V�,�XQOHDVK�WKH�GRRU��WKH�VDPH�
FKLOOHG�DWPRVSKHUH�DQG�WKH�DURPDV�RI�SRVW�OLW�YDQLOOD�FDQGOHV��FRWWRQ�SDSHU�PXVN��DQG�GULHG�FRFRQXW�FRQGL-
WLRQHU�UHPDLQV�RQ�WKH�ZDOOV�VXUURXQGLQJ�PH��7KH�SRUFHODLQ�WKURQH�JUHHWV�PH�¿UVW�DV�,�FRPIRUWDEO\�VOLS�LQWR�
WKH�IDPLOLDU�FXUYDWXUHV�RI�WKH�OLG��7KRXJK�WKH�EDFN�RI�P\�KHDG�LV�SRNHG�E\�VKDUS�FRQWDLQHUV��WKDW�RQH�GHFRUD-
WLRQ�EDVNHW��DQG�RWKHU�PLVFHOODQ\�VSUDZOHG�DW�WKH�WRS�RI�P\�VHDW��WKH�YLHZ�IURP�GRZQ�EHORZ�LV�DOZD\V�ZRUWK�
WKH�GLVFRPIRUW��)URP�P\�WKURQH��P\�H\HV�ZDQGHU�WR�WKH�ZHOO�ORYHG�UXJ�EHQHDWK�P\�IRRW��,W�KDG�VLQFH�ORVW�
DQ\�PHQWLRQ�RI�ZDUPWK�RU�IX]]�\HDUV�DJR��DQG�DOO�WKDW�ZDV�OHIW�ZDV�D�PXGGOHG�SDWWHUQ�ZLWK�GLVFRORUHG�HGJHV��
6WLOO��P\�IHHW�VQXJJOH�EDFN�LQWR�WKH�FRPIRUWLQJ�GHQW�,¶YH�EHHQ�FDUYLQJ�RXW�DOO�P\�OLIH��,�NQHZ�,�ZDV�PLVVHG�
� 7KLV�KDV�EHHQ�P\�EDWKURRP�IRU�QHDUO\����\HDUV��,W�PD\�EH�VKDUHG�E\�WKH�RWKHU�IRXU�SHRSOH�OLYLQJ�
DW�KRPH�RU�WKH�UDQGRPV��EXW�QR�RQH�HOVH�HYHU�QRWLFHV�WKH�FUDFNHG�ZRRG�EHQHDWK�WKH�FRXQWHU��WKH�VSOLQWHUHG�
FRUQHUV�RI�WKH�VLQN��RU�HYHQ�WKH�DEVXUG�ZDWHU�FROOHFWLQJ�EHKLQG�WKH�WRLOHW��OLNHO\�GHYHORSLQJ�D�IUHVK�ELRKD]DUG��
2QO\�,��)URP�WKH�PRPHQW�,�SDLQW�P\�IDFH�LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ��WR�WKH�WLPH�,�SU\�GLUW�RII�P\�IDFH�LQ�WKH�QLJKW��WKH�
EDWKURRP�KDV�EHHQ�P\�VDYLRU��,W�IHHOV�IRUELGGHQ�WR�DGPLW�WKDW�\RX�GR�DQ\WKLQJ�LQ�WKH�EDWKURRP�EHVLGHV�\RXU�
EXVLQHVV��%XW�WKLV�LV�D�PLVXQGHUVWDQGLQJ��$V�,¶YH�GLVFRYHUHG��WKH�EDWKURRP�LV�D�KRO\�SURPLVHG�ODQG�IRU�WKRVH�
ZKR�DUH�UHDG\�WR�DFFHSW�LW��:KDW�KDV�EHHQ�IRUHWROG�LV�D�OLH��IRU�WKH�EDWKURRP�LV�P\�WUXWK��
� 7KH�SDLQW�GXVWHG�VLQN�SRVLWLRQHG�QH[W�WR�WKH�WKURQH�EDSWL]HV�P\�KDQGV�RI�DQ\�¿OWK�ZKLOH�DGGLQJ�DQ-
RWKHU�KDUPRQ\�WR�WKH�VXUURXQG�VRXQG�H[SHULHQFH��,�VOLJKWO\�ÀLQFK�DW�WKH�FKLOOHG�VWUHDP��OLNH�DOZD\V�LW¶V�PXFK�
WRR�FROG�IRU���D�P��)RU�P\�KDQGV�WR�EH�WKDZHG��,�ZDLW�DW�OHDVW�DQRWKHU�¿YH�PLQXWHV�EHIRUH�WKH�VHOI�LQVWDOOHG�
ZDWHU�V\VWHP�NLFNV�LQ��DOO�WKH�ZKLOH�FXUVLQJ�DW�P\�IDWKHU¶V�UHOXFWDQFH�WR�FDOO�WKH�UHSDLUPDQ���$QRWKHU�¿YH�
PLQXWHV�LV�VSHQW�UHOLVKLQJ�LQ�WKH�QRZ�VWHDP\�ZDWHU�DV�WKH�GLYLQH�VWUHDP�JHQWO\�VFRUFKHV�P\�IUR]HQ�¿QJHUV��
,Q�WKLV�WLPH��,�PDNH�LQWHUQDO�FKHFN�XSV�DERXW�WKH�VWDWH�RI�WKH�EDWKURRP��$Q�DUUD\�RI�GULHG�ZDWHU�VSORWV�RQ�
WKH�PLUURU��PLVXVHG�OD\HUV�RI�ULSSHG�WRLOHW�SDSHU��FRXSOHG�ZLWK�ZDWHU�WUDSSHG�EHQHDWK�WKH�KDQG�VRDS��:KDW�D�
YLVLRQ�VKH�ZDV��,¶P�EURXJKW�WR�WHDUV�WKLQNLQJ�DERXW�KRZ�WKH�UDQGRPV�WUHDW�KHU��DV�LI�VKH�ZHUH�VRPH�PHDVO\�
SXEOLF�QHFHVVLW\�RQO\�VHUYLQJ�WR�IXO¿OO�WKUHH�EDVLF�WDVNV��/LWWOH�GR�WKH\�NQRZ�WKH�KLVWRULFDO�VLJQL¿FDQFH�RI�WKLV�
HWHUQDO�EDWWOHJURXQG��$UPDJHGGRQ�RI�WKH�%OHHGLQJ�1RVH��7KH�%DWWOH�RI�6WRPDFK�)OX��DQG�WKH�IDPRXV�)ORRGV�
RI�������7KH�EDWKURRP�ZDV�D�YHWHUDQ�WR�WKH�DQFLHQW�KRUURUV�LW�KDG�VHHQ��DQG�LW�FOHDUO\�KDG�WKH�VFDUV�WR�SURYH�
LW��<HW�LW�ZDV�,��WKH�E\VWDQGHU��ZLWQHVVLQJ�WKHVH�DOPLJKW\�GHHGV�WLPH�DQG�WLPH�DJDLQ�
� ,�NQRZ�,¶YH�FRPSOHWHG�WKH�GDLO\�SURFHVV�RQFH�,¶YH�HQWLUHO\�ORVW�WUDFN�RI�WLPH��\HW�,¶P�VWLOO�XQDEOH�WR�
UHPRYH�P\VHOI�IURP�WKH�ÀRRU�QRRN�,¶YH�VHWWOHG�LQWR��+RZ�DP�,�WR�VD\�JRRGE\H"�$W�WKLV�SRLQW��WKH�SRUFHODLQ�
RDVLV�LV�ZRUQ�DQG�ZDUP�ZLWK�PH��7KH�WRLOHW�¿QDOO\�VLOHQW�DIWHU�WKH�LQLWLDO�ÀXVK��WKH�VLQN�ZDWHU�ZDUP�HQRXJK�
IRU�KXPDQ�FRQWDFW��0\�KHDUW�DFKHV�VR�PXFK�,�FDQ�EDUHO\�KHDU�WKH�KDUDVVPHQW�RI�IRXU�UDQGRPV�IURP�WKH�
RXWVLGH��6ORZO\�SU\LQJ�P\VHOI�RII�WKH�ÀRRUERDUGV�DQG�FUDZOLQJ�WR�WKH�RWKHU�HQG�RI�P\�WHPSOH��,�WDNH�RQH�ODVW�
ORRN�XSRQ�P\�ORYH��7KH�VSRWWHG�OLQHQ�VKRZHU�FXUWDLQV�WUHPEOH�NQRZLQJ�LW�LV�WLPH��:LWK�RQH�VZLIW�PRYHPHQW��
,¶P�PHW�ZLWK�WKH�WUHDFKHURXV�KDOOZD\�DQG�WKH�OLIH�,�PXVW�UHWUHDW�WR��2XWVLGH��WKH�VLQ�ZDVKHV�RYHU�
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The Ferris Wheel Effect

Sonali Dhanidina

It starts with the lock of a door
NHHS�XU�DUPV�DQG�OHJV�LQVLGH�WKH�ULGH�DW�DOO�WLPHV
KDQJ�RQ�WLJKW�WKLV�RQH¶V�D�URFN\�RQH�NLG�
kid
strapped in a one way sally
WDOO\�WKH�WLPHV�\RX�ZDQW�WR�JHW�RII�RQ�WKH�VROH�RI�\RXU�VKRH
WKH�WZR�EHQHDWK�\RXU�IHHW�
EUDQG�\RXUVHOI�ZLWK�WKH�SLW\�RI�VHOI�V\PSDWK\�WKDW�URWV�RQ�WKH�JURXQG
You’re too far up now
Swallow that pill
/RRVH�\RXU�ZLOO��WKH�RYHUVSLOO�
'RQ¶W�IDQJLUO�RYHU�FRQVSLUDF\�
A theory 
GH¿QH�LW�ZLWK�HPSW\�SURPLVHV�DQG�EURNHQ�SLQNLHV
$UH�\RX�WKH�KHDGOLJKW�RU�WKH�GHHU
1R�JHDU�FKDQJHV�LQ�ZRQGHUODQG
7KH�PDG�KDWWHU�ZDQWV�KLV�KDW�EDFN�
Kid
6WHDOLQJ�LV�ZURQJ
Kid
:DWFK�WKH�UDEELWV�FORFN
Tick tock 
Cheshire teeth
2Q�FKDONERDUG
Whiteout
Scratch your eyes
Pry your eyelids wide
+LGH�EHKLQG�D�VHQVLWLYH�SV\FKH
Condole one’s sense of self
7KH�MRNHU��
)DNH�D�JHQXLQH�KDSS\
Slap me
Blackout
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7KH�OLJKWV�DUH�GLPPHU�DW�WKH�WRS
&DUQLYDO�DW�\RXU�WRHV�
1RVHEOHHG�VHDWV�DW�\RXU�RZQ�VKRZ
Present yourself
Platter yourself
/D\��JUD\��ÀRZHU
$�ZLOWHG�GLVSOD\�
Silhouette yourself
<RXU�ERG\
Your Skin
Play your role
6WRS��\RXU�VWULQJV�
61$3
$�ODXJK�
)URP�\RXU�SXSSHW�PDVWHU
Porcelain face
%5($.

You’re at the top
But its slower here
,W¶V�KDUGHU�WR�EUHDWK�EXW�WKH�VTXHH]LQJ�RI�\RXU�OXQJV
7KH�FUXVKLQJ�RI�\RXU�KHDUW
Bones 
/LNH�WKH�WRQH�RI�DQ�2UFKHVWUD�
%HHWKRYHQ�
&UHVFHQGR�ZRYHQ�DO�QLHQWH�
HUSH
7KH�VWDUV�DUH�SUHWWLHU�WRQLJKW
Did you look at the sky kid
/RRN�DW�WKH�VN\
'R�\RX�IHHO�WKH�EUHH]H
7KH�ZLQG�LV�NLVVLQJ�\RX
%LWLQJ�\RX
<RXU�FKHHN�LV�EOHHGLQJ�NLG
2U�LV�LW�EOXVK
The rush of silence
HUSH
Whisper your prayer
Gods deaf either way
0LQG�\RXU�WRQJXH
Knot your airway
Hush kid
7KH�VN\�LV�VWDULQJ�
,V�LW�EHWWHU�KHUH�RU�MXVW�TXLHW
5HG�KHUULQJ�
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But the wheel starts to spin
.LG�DUH�ZH�IDOOLQJ
Up and down
5RDU�WR�WUDQTXLO�
Whiteout
Blackout 
Around around
7KH�PHUU\�JR�URXQG
7KH�)HUULV�:KHHO�HIIHFW�
1HJOHFW�WKH�WKRXJKWV�RI�ZLOG
You child 
Your life
A ride 
A circle
5HSHDWLQJ�DQG�UHSHDWLQJ
JHWWLQJ�EHWWHU
JHWWLQJ�ZRUVH
+LJK��ORZ
*RRG��EDG
A seesaw of sensation
Withdraw
Get out youre sick
<RX¶UH�ORVLQJ�DW�\RXU�RZQ�JDPH
Card trick    
Grid split 
Did you step into this cart
A ride
Or did you trip
5LQJ�PDVWHU�
House of lies
Kid
Get out 
7KH�WKUHH�EOLQG�PLFH
7KHLU�NQRFNLQJ
6OHHSZDONLQJ
Wake up and open the door
Get out of this ride
,V�WKH�)HUULV�:KHHO�WLSSLQJ
)LQJHUQDLO�WKH�ORFN�
&XWLFOHV�EXUQLQJ�
7KHLU�EOHHGLQJ�NLG
Open the lock
POP
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You did it kid
0RFN�WKLV�MRNH
<RXU�VFDULQJ�\RXU�IRON
Step out your free 
Get out of this ride
<RXU�)UHH
Can you Breath
Your free
Shoe off cart
<RX�OHDYH�
Stop kid
Wait kid
Your cart was at the top
Did you look at sky kid
7KH�VWDUV�DUH�H[WUD�EULJKW�WRQLJKW
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Entry 27

2OLYLD�+DQ�

$QG�DV�ZH�VLW�XQGHU�WKH�GDPS�RYHUKDQJ�RI�FHPHQW�WKDW�IDOOV�GURS�E\�GURS��ZH�VLQJ�D�VRQJ�RI�KRPH��7KH�
VRXQG�HFKRHV�WKURXJK�WR�WKH�EODFN�LQ�IURQW�RI�XV��,W�ZDV�DQ\WKLQJ�EXW�EOHDN��7KH�VXQ�VR�JHQWOH��ZH�KDG�WR�
VTXLQW�WR�IHHO�DQG�VHH�WKH�ZDUPWK�IURP�KHU�HPEUDFH��WKH�SLQV�RQ�WKH�ÀRRU�RIIHULQJ�SURWHFWLRQ�HYHU\�VWHS�ZH�
WRRN��QR�PDWWHU�LI�LW�SLHUFHG�RXU�DQNOHV�DQG�PDGH�XV�FU\��$QG�HYHU\�QLJKW��WKH�YRLFHV�RI�D�EUHDWKLQJ�HQJLQH�
VRXQGHG�RYHU�XV�OLNH�D�OXOODE\��QR�PDWWHU�LI�ZH�KDG�WR�VWXII�RXU�EOHHGLQJ�HDUV�ZLWK�FUXVKHG�SDSHU�DQG�VWRQH��
7KH�QH[W�PRUQLQJ��ZH�VLQJ�RXU�VRQJ�RI�KRPH��WKH�SODFH�ZH�UHVLGH�EDFN�WR�EHIRUH�ZH�ZDNH�XS�DQG�VWDUW�DJDLQ��
:H�VLQJ�RXU�VRQJ�RI�KRPH��WKH�SODFH�ZKHUH�ZH�ZRXOG�ODXJK�VR�KDUG�WKDW�WKH�KHDUWVWULQJV�LQ�P\�FKHVW�ZRXOG�
WUHPEOH�DQG�ULS�VR�,�ZRXOG�KDYH�WR�VHZ�WKHP�EDFN�XS�HYHU\�QLJKW��7KH�SODFH�ZKHUH�WKH�VFUHDPV�RI�ELUGV�DQG�
WUHHV�WKURXJK�ZLQG�VDQJ�VRQJV�VR�EHDXWLIXO�,�EURNH�P\�WHHWK�IURP�ELWLQJ�DW�VWRQHV�WKDW�PDGH�P\�PRXWK�GU\�
DQG�P\�H\HV�ÀRZ�VDOW�ZDWHU��$QG�DV�ZH�VLW�XQGHU�WKH�FROG�FRQFUHWH�RYHUKDQJ��PDGH�RI�VDQG�DQG�ORYH��P\�
NQXFNOHV�VQDS�WR�HDFK�GURS�RI�GHZ�IDOOLQJ�RYHU�XV��VQDS��VQDS��VQDS��7KH�EODFN�GRW�LQ�IURQW�RI�XV�JURZV�VPDOO-
HU�DQG�VPDOOHU��P\�KDQGV�VZHDW\�DQG�P\�OLSV�GU\��%XW�DV�,�VLW�ZLWK�\RX��WKH�SLQV�RQ�P\�IHHW�DQG�\RXU�EURNHQ�
VPLOH�RIIHUV�XV�ERWK�D�KRPH�WKDW�LV�QRWKLQJ�OLNH�WKH�VXUIDFH�EXW�PXFK�PRUH�WKDQ�DQ\WKLQJ�,�FRXOG�HYHU�RIIHU�
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Snake 1LQR�5DLPRQGR
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two interests. She used to lead the comics section in the OCSA newspaper. Currently, Fanny is working on a 
horror graphic novel about a cult built around a portal to a world of otherworldly entities.

Haley Kleinman. Haley Kleinman is a novelist with a background in performing arts. Recently, she published 
KHU�¿UVW�QRYHO��$�:RUOG�RI�6KDGRZV��DQG�LV�FXUUHQWO\�ZRUNLQJ�RQ�KHU�VHFRQG�LQ�WKH�JHQUH�RI�UHDOLVWLF�¿FWLRQ��
She’s been recognized by the Wilbur and Niso Smith Foundation and Scholastic Art and Writing and pub-
lished in Feral Poetry, The Borderline, and Cathartic Youth Lit. When she’s not writing, she’s quoting her 



favorite movies or impulsively buying new books.

Jessica Yang. A wayward frog king moves through the rivers, unperturbed by the burbling creek. I have an 
DI¿QLW\�IRU�EDQDQD�EUHDG�DQG�DOO�FUHDWXUHV�DPSKLELRXV��DQG�LI�\RX�OLVWHQ�FORVHO\��,¶OO�VSLQ�\RX�D�WDOH�

Jodi Hou. I sketched this in my (conservatory) art class (I used a reference drawing), and I used peacock 
designs to make the human eye pop. I was so excited about the result because I don’t usually do art, and I was 
surprised at my own talent. I love the colors and the patterns on this piece of art.

Kaia Wang. Kaia Wang, 9th Grade. A writer who dabbles in all aspects of art and plays with her three cats in 
KHU�IUHH�WLPH��:KHQ�VKH¶V�EXV\��VKH¶V�HLWKHU�RXW�DQG�DERXW�RU�DW�KHU�GHVN��¿JXULQJ�RXW�KHU�QH[W�ELJ�PDVWHUSLHFH�

Ksena-Eve Jenkins��,¶P�D���WK�JUDGHU�DQG�KDYH�EHHQ�ZULWLQJ�IRU�¿YH�\HDUV��,¶P�DQ�DVSLULQJ�DXWKRU�DQG�SRHW�
and an avid sushi enthusiast. I really appreciate Ms. Knox for helping me foster my writing ability and Ms. 
Brady, who continues to do so. I love to write, and I hope that my work will not only bring people joy but 
make them think about what often we choose to ignore.

Logan Navar. Hi, I’m Logan. I’m a 7th grader who aspires to be an author. I grew up in rural Southern Utah, 
but for the last year, I’ve lived here in Orange County. I’m so excited to see where my OCSA journey will take 
PH��DQG�GHOLJKWHG�WR�SDUWLFLSDWH�LQ�WKLQJV�OLNH�%RQ¿UH�PDJD]LQH��WR�VKDUH�VRPH�RI�P\�WDOHQWV�ZLWK�WKRVH�LQWHU-
ested and hopefully bring some smiles to peoples’ faces.

Macy Wong. Hi, my name is Macy Wong. I have been taking art classes since I was about seven from Maril-
O\Q�%UDPH��D�QLQHW\�¿YH�\HDU�ROG�ORFDO�DUWLVW�EDVHG�LQ�0LVVLRQ�9LHMR��,�HQMR\�ZRUNLQJ�ZLWK�GLIIHUHQW�PHGLXPV�
and materials and hope to spread joy and happiness through my art. For the past year, I have also been taking 
ceramic classes at Muddy’s Studio and really enjoy creating art with clay. In my spare time, I like to crochet 
stuffed animals and spend time with my two cats.

Nino Raimondo. Nino Raimondo IA 9th 27’. Been in OCSA and IA since 7th grade, loves art. Wants to pro-
ceed with a career in acting or visual arts.

Olivia Han. I love to write and ramble in my journal sometimes, no matter if it makes sense or not. 

Rachel Sung. Hello! My name is Rachel Sung, I am a 10th grader and have been in the Integrated Arts Conser-
vatory for the past 4 years! I love writing, singing, acting, and more! 
I am submitting a poetry piece.

Sasha Zahree. Since a young age, I’ve been drawing. I’ve always had such a strong connection to it, and hav-
ing gotten into digital art over the pandemic, that solitude has helped me in my artistic development greatly. 
I’m so thankful for the people who have nurtured my passions and supported me along the way.

Zihui Ye��,�ZURWH�D�SURVH�WKDW¶V�VHSDUDWHG�LQWR�WZR�VHFWLRQV��WKH�¿UVW�RQH�LV�RI�PH�LQ�EHG��DQG�WKH�VHFRQG�LV�DW�
school. Both sections represent the thoughts of what I think about in each setting. My interpretation of the 
prose is how a worry-less life is not possible; however, I would like readers to think about the prose in their 
own way because people with different experiences might think differently about my writing.
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