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Every Night
Every night
She walks onstage
And dances
And holds him to her
And lets him go
While words tumble from her lips
To dance alongside her
Or fall and stain the wood beneath her feet

Every night
The pages of a book flutter between her fingers
She lets her eyes glaze over
While she reads words she could recite in her sleep
They are as etched into her heart
As they are into the paper

Every night
The melodies of her favorite song fill the darkness of her bedroom
With harmonies thick enough that she could snatch them 
Right out of the air
But instead she lets the music wash over her
While one of the waves drags her eyes shut

Every night
A girl falls in love
A boy learns a secret
A woman remembers
or forgets
They learn something new
But no matter how far their journey takes them
Tomorrow, they’ll be right back where they started

Spiraling Up
By FURKAN UYAR 

Cat’s Eye View
By CECILIA HE 

By DANI FALK
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We had Mandarin as a language option at school.
Seeing new cultures in the school, wasn’t that cool?
Yes, Mandarin was an option... was.
It isn’t now, because...
We spent money on new tools, new buses and clocks.
Over five-hundred thousand dollars, spending money in blocks.
Eventually, there was not enough to fund Mandarin.
In June 2024, it was removed as a language option.
Let’s ask a question:
Were those tools really worth it?
If we didn’t have those materials,
Would it really have regressed us a single bit?
After Mandarin’s cutting, cultural representation
Quickly spiraled down in the district,
Over materials that maybe weren’t needed,
As Mandarin over those tools could have been picked.
What was made to a new culture was a relation,
Eventually ending up alone at the train station.
Over new materials, debatable if they are an important part of the animation.
Maybe it should be brought back: Mandarin.
To bring back the cultural representation shown
In our district.
This poem may sound like a dreamer, but
In the end, if a wish is made to bring it back and the candles are blown,
And Mandarin is back in town,
You would see that the power in our district has grown.

A RANT FOR MANDARIN

By LEE CHO

Amsterdam Sunset
By ASHER KOLODJI

Red Sky
By FURKAN UYAR
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songs that make me think of you
By ZADIE KOLODJI

the sad one from the silly show
the Ben Platt one that I actually love 
the one you don’t know
the one that I’m really tired of 
the old albums from the band you claimed 
some for no reason at all
the one by the guy with the great name
one that feels like being handcuffed
two about growing up and being dumb
the Taylor Swift deep cuts 
obviously the one by Mckenna Grace 
the one I wish you never told me about 
of course the one about space 
not as many as I thought 

Sand Dunes

By FURKAN UYAR

Morning Dew

By FURKAN UYAR
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Ascension
By SONG PHI-HU

9 Point Star

By SALIH UYAR
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Snow flakes danced down their own tiny spiral staircases outside frosted window panes. Engrossed in
Lady Chatterley’s Lover, your thoughts are rudely disrupted by the explosion of a snowball against
glass. Peering out over the front yard, your eyes follow a trail of footprints through a thick layer of
snow. They lead to the familiar dimple-smile of a boy, neck craned, smug in his attention-gaining
achievement. You watch the falling snow slowly melt into the kinks of his dark curls. Already
dampened front pieces cling helplessly to his forehead. His perpetration of disturbance is betrayed by
the residual flakes still coating his brown wool mittens. Your mouth forms silent scornful words, yet
the faintest smile lines betray your inner amusement. Perfect white teeth are framed by lips that
exaggerate a plea for your company. His hands, with fierce motions, assist in delivering the message.
Inside you’re well aware any external hesitation is pure performance. The tip of your right pointer
finger meets the glass, willing the patience of his affections, as you fold down the corner of your book
page and lay it to rest atop a stack of unfinished romance novels. Unwelcome, adrenaline pumps with
the rising heart beat under your layered cardigan and vest. Your cheeks flush even before Jack Frost’s
cold has kissed them. With one boot out the door you’ve already experienced enough chill to send you
back in for an auburn scarf perched atop a basket of abandoned half-knit hats. In the rush of delayed
greeting you run to him, letting out an unaccounted for rush of glee. His arms lock around your waist
and you are lifted above the frozen, yet blanketed ground. Soft, warm cheeks press against each other
as your lips bury in the folds of his fleece collar; his in your frenzied curls. He grabs the scarf still
clutched between your gloved fingers, taking one end into each hand and weaving it securely around
your bare neck. So many words seem to bounce between you, despite the silence. He leads you back
to the mistletoe-green Cordoba that delivered him to your corner of the world that day. Opening the
passenger-side door, he leans in to switch on the stereo. You're just too good to be true. Your own
uncontainable laughter bubbles over as he cranks up the volume. Taking both your hands, he pulls
you toward untouched snow. Stepping one foot back he reaches, arms above, and you obediently twirl,
your one foot planted in the subdued, white dance floor, the other popped up at the knee as if to catch
the flakes that twirl with you. I love you, baby, and if it’s quite all right, I need you baby, to warm my
lonely nights. Dipping in and out of his arms, your hearts find time with the music and snowfall. And
your distant, youthful minds find harmony in the love and laughter. 

an old-timey wintry love story
By CORALLUS MEEKS

The Snow
By SALIH UYAR

E
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footprints filling in with snow
tips of just-washed hair freezing solid
catching up on assignments from sick-days past
steaming cups of chocolate comfort
hugs to calm the shivering
days gradually, eventually, reluctantly growing longer

flowers blooming, butterflies fluttering
pollen tickling noses, ants tickling skin
nice-weather days wasted inside, studying
losing an hour of sleep, gaining an hour of light
long walks, long talks
cold mornings, warm afternoons

a sweltering sun turning cheeks painfully, prettily pink
drenched bathing suits drying within minutes
empty days ahead — blissfully open, begging for routine
creaking fans drowning out all silence
late nights on a call that lasts for hours
new beginnings creeping ever closer

a crackling carpet to mirror the canopy above
leaves picked out of hair after a walk in the woods
matching new names to new faces
rewatching favorite shows for the second, fifth, eleventh time
sharing the coziest nooks of a library
burying beds in blankets

seasons, changing
by DANI FALK

Hope
By Skylor Ford
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Patroclus
I’ll be your Patroclus,
my warrior, my
Achilles.
Though you reap
short-lived glory,
I will spill every drop
of my ichorless blood
to engrave your name
in more permanent
stone.

I’ll be your Pallas,
my goddess, my Athena.
Though you reach
for Olympus,
I will lay myself down
to catch you and your
spear
when you tumble back
into my lifeless arms.

I’ll be your Echo,
my idol, my Narcissus.
Though you won’t
turn to face me,
I will stand by your side
‘til I lose my own form
to let you blossom
into your potential.

I’ll be your Penelope,
my leader, my
Odysseus.
Though you can’t
stay to hold me,
I will keep the fire
warm
and your side of the bed
so you’ll always have
a place to come home
to.

I’ll be your Penelope,
Echo, your Pallas,
if you’ll be my hero,
my lover, my savior.
So long as you mourn me
when death do us part,
now and forever,
I’ll be your Patroclus.

By JULIA KLEINBERG

Finding Reasons
By CORNELIA YE

When love gathers me so gently,
And the world opens its arms as if I were its own,

When the birds serenade me with their blessings,
And blossoms turn their radiant faces to mine,
When each morning greets me with a renewed warmth,
And the stars and moon light my way home,

When each breath flows steadily through my chest,
And light pours unbidden into my eyes,
When the wind whispers secrets through my hair,
And I am held by all that I adore,

Who am I, then, to cry?

E

E
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The Star of the Night
By SALIH UYAR

a prose poem for a flower or a slug

It is a spotless room. It is so white if I coughed up ash I’d make the whole room depressed. It is
blue and green and there are new colors in my head each time I picture it. When I am in that
room I am a slug under a size six foot wearing a size eight shoe. When I am in that room I am
small and the ceiling is out of reach. It is so cruel. When I am in that room I wish for my father
and thank him for raising me to be so damn nice. It is a spotless room. It is so white that my
wedding dress drenched itself in gasoline out of jealousy. When I am in that room I am a
pressed flower, I am a slug smeared between unfriendly carpet fibers. When I am in that room I
want to cover the walls with my skin, to make it ugly, to make it real. I wish for my father and my
mother and nothing more.

By ZADIE WANG
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  Day in  and day out ,  you re l ive  the  same system.  Wake up,  ge t  ready,  go  to  school ,  go
home,  do  your  homework,  ea t ,  s leep ,  repeat .  You’re  used  to  i t—after  a l l ,  i t’s  been the
same deal  s ince  you were  5  years  o ld .  Back then,  i t  was  only  ABCs and napt ime.  Now,
ever y  47  minutes  you push and shove your  way to  your  next  c lass ,  wai t ing  t i l l  tha t  f ina l
be l l  a t  3 :40  r ings  in  your  ears .  Wil l  i t  ever  end?
  I t’s  another  Monday.  Your  a lar m reads  7 :25  am as  you ro l l  out  of  bed .  You put  in  an
Air pod and te l l  S i r i  “p lay  Chi l l  Mix on Spot i fy” .  You g roggi ly  sta lk  up  the  sta i rs  and
into  the  k i tchen.  You toast  your  bagel ,  spread the  peanut  but ter  and je l ly  on  top ,  and
s lowly  ea t  the  same breakfast  you’ve  had for  the  past  few months .  I t’s  a  funny th ing ,
rout ine  i s .  I f  you do the  same th ing  ever y  day,  why not  ea t  the  same way as  wel l?  The
dishes  c la t te r  in to  the  s ink  as  you sta lk  back downsta i rs .  You throw on an  out f i t  (which
was  pre-picked and la id  out  the  previous  n ight )  and head to  the  ba throom for  your
mor ning rout ine .  The  cold  water  wakes  you up (a t  least  for  a  moment) .  You make your
lunch,  g rab  your  backpack,  and head out  the  door  by  8 :40  am.
  9 :00  am.  The bel l  r ings ,  s ignal ing  the  day has  star ted .  Ever yone i s  in  the i r  sea ts  ( the
same ones  they  sa t  down in  on  the  f i r st  day  of  school)  wi th  the i r  notebooks  and penci l s
out ,  whether  they ' re  ready to  lear n  or  not .  But  you should  be  ready to  lear n .  You need to
per for m wel l .  That’s  the  way the  system goes .  Those  who per for m wel l  ge t  As  on  the i r
repor t  cards ,  which  i s  seen  by the i r  proud parents ,  b iased  teachers ,  and money-sucking
col leges .  However,  you need those  As  (a l though somet imes  a  B or  C is  okay)  in  order  for
these  money-sucking col leges  to  not ice  you.  You want  them to  not ice  you.  They’re  the
gateway in to  adul t  l i fe .  A l i fe  (whether  you l ike  i t  or  not )  you wi l l  exper ience .  So you
must  be  prepared .  Amer ican  socie ty  demands  you to  make money in  order  to  sur vive .
How wi l l  you make money? Easy,  a  job .  How wi l l  you get  a  job?  Not  so  easy,  a  degree .
How wi l l  you get  a  degree?  By per for ming wel l .  I t  a l l  cycles  back.  The  pressure ,  st ress ,
anxie ty  fue ls  you to  work  hard  unt i l  you col lapse  in to  your  mother’s  a r ms,  c r y ing  over
th is  unfa i r  system.
  Anyways ,  a t  your  desk ,  you take  notes ,  chat  wi th  your  f r iends ,  pack up your  bag,  and
repeat  the  exact  same process  in  your  next  s ix  c lasses .  By 3 :40,  your  head physica l ly
hur ts  f rom being st imula ted  for  6  hours  and 40 minutes  st ra ight .  Even lunch,  a  t ime of
re laxat ion  and socia l iz ing ,  was  st imula t ing  f rom the  sheer  amount  of  students ,  teachers ,
o ther  facul ty  a l l  bust l ing  around,  whether  you in terac ted  wi th  them or  not .
  You might  be  home now,  but  the  day i sn’t  over  ye t .  You s i t  down a t  your  c lu t te red
desk ,  f i l led  wi th  stacked textbooks ,  loose  papers ,  and dead pens .  You don’t  have  t ime to
t idy  i t  up .  You don’t  have  t ime for  much e lse  bes ides  school .  You take  out  your
notebooks  again ,  th is   t ime to  prac t ice  what  you’ve  lear ned.  Two mind-numbing hours  of
homework leave  you s lumped over  the  endless  pages .  You’re  only  ha l fway through.  Your
mom cal l s  you up for  d inner,  so  you leave  the  scr ibbled  pages  behind for  a  moment  as
you venture  upsta i rs .  Once  f in ished,  you put  your  p la te  in  the  s ink  and re t rea t  back to
your  room.  You work in to  the  n ight .  The  numbers  on  your  c lock g radual ly  increase ,
before  rese t t ing  back to  1 .  What  i s  s leep?  Do you rea l ly  need i t?  What  you need i s  an  A.
Sleep can  wai t .  Af ter  a l l ,  you’ l l  just  have  to  be  awake in  s ix  hours  anyways  to  do  th is
ent i re  rout ine  over  again .

Will  It  Ever End? By JUL IA MADRID
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to  a nuthatch after  snowfal l

sof t  down over  ear th
shudders  in  the  wind,
se t t les  on  th in  t ree tops .
s i lence  dreams
the  world  anew;
the  fo lds  of
ear th’s  n ightgown
dul l .
amidst  the  st i l l ,
you s ing  the  woods  an  early  lu l laby.

By MIR IAM DEGEORGE

The Great  Fal l
By FURKAN UYAR

Standing
By FURKAN UYAR
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4.1-Cubic-Foot Top-Load Washer E

I t h ac a  E v e n i n g

E

I t  g ives  a  quie t  hum as  i t  comes  to  l i fe ,
The  press  of  a  but ton  having woken i t  f rom
its  s lumber.  

Water  r ushes  in to  i t s  stomach,  
And detergent  down i t s  throat .
I t  inhales  suds  and exhales  steam as  i t
chur ns :  
A mechanica l  dance ,
To remove even the  most  stubbor n  of  sta ins .  

As  the  water  f ina l ly  dra ins  out ,  
I t  s inks  back in to  a  s i len t  h iber nat ion ,
Leaving behind no s igns  of  ever  having been
al ive ,  
Only  a  s imple  of fer ing ,
Fresh  c lo th ing .

By CORNELIA YE

Dizzy

By CORALLUS MEEKS

By ANDRES RYAN 2nd
MUSICCOMPOSITION
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God and Teal Garages

I f  I  throw away Your  f lowers

are  the  roots  st i l l  there

Does  any of  th is  t ranscend th is

moment

And a l l  the  g race  prevai l ing  can’t  save

us

But  I  know You’ l l  stay  i f  only  for

Your  own sake

If  I  of fer  up  sounds  can  You

shape  a  prayer

Wash my hai r  wi th  gent le  hands

t i l l  I  can  s leep

sound again

By FEL IX JAMES VAST-BINDER FARIS

I  Must Apprise

Take me,  take  pr ide ,  and take  my ly ing  tongue,
For  l ips  may fa l te r  though the  hear t  stays  t r ue ;
My thoughts  abide  where  secre t  songs  are  sung,
A st ream of  wisdom,  o ld  ye t  ever  new.

Say then my name—twice  spoken wakes  my soul ,
And thr ice  shal l  b ind  me to  thy  mor ta l  p lea ;
You’ l l  hold  my hear t ,  though never  own i t  whole ,
For  st i l l  there  h ides  a  key tha t  gover ns  me.

Unseal  my core ,  ye t  know not  what  you seek,
For  knowledge bur ns  the  hand tha t  dares  to  tur n ;
The mir ror  whispers  t r u ths  to  sa in ts  and weak,
And love  i t se l f  must  wi th  the  lesson bur n .

So keep the  key,  but  guard  your  mor ta l  brea th—
To know me whole  i s  but  to  beckon death .

By CAMPBELL WRIGHT
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By OWEN KINNEY

Andromeda
By CORNELIA YE

She was  r i s ing  in  the  easter n  sky,
The day you stopped ca l l ing .

Does  she  f rown down upon you now,  
As  you lay  your  head to  rest?

Or  does  she  consecra te  your  ever y  day,
When she  se ts  a t  dawn?

3rd
CYCLES
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If you were the rain

Ripples

By LUCY PARK-HOOKWAY
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p la n t i n g  g a r l i c  a t  d u s k

Low moonr ise ;
                   over  the  yard  and behind the  t rees .

Birds  soundless  f ly  overhead.
The solar  panel  watches  the  sun se t ,
   then  tur ns  over,
                               puts  i t se l f  to  s leep ,

th inking of  sta rl ight  and Venus .
           My hands  are  shaking,
                                         the  a i r  st i l l  wi th  cold ,
garden bed before  me.
           We are  tucking in  rows of  garl ic ,
a l l  bone-bleached whi te
                             for  a  beaut i fu l  winter,
whi le  the  wind above us  dreams west .

By MIR IAM DEGEORGE
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Terri t o ria l
By OWEN K INNEY
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What  I  would  g ive  for  your  joy
Your  hope
Your  opt imism

I  am hal f  empty
And whi le  can  and are  happy
Your  out look on the  world  in t r igues  me

How does  your  world  seem so  sunny?
How come mine  st i l l  has  ra in?
How come? How come? How come?

However  the  more  I  see
The more  I  know l ike  your  world
Isn’t  idea l

Nei ther  i s  mine
But  we are  s imi lar
We just  don’t  rea l ize  i t

You are  not  just  joy
I  am not  just  sadness
But  e i ther  way,  our  out looks  are  def ined

There  i s  no  t r ue  pess imism in  your  world
Nor  i s  there  opt imism in  mine
And th is  i s  how we l ive

But  I  can’t  apprec ia te  the  colors  in  l i fe
I  can’t  apprec ia te  when someone compl iments  me
When so  many others  are  harsh

However  you can’t  apprec ia te  a  good cr y
Or  a  day where  you can  be  a lone
Or  the  re l ie f  when you don’t  want  to  be  a lone ,  and someone says  h i  to  you

You nor  I  know how to  l ive
I t’s  in  our  na ture
But  i t’s  not  b lack  and whi te

I  st i l l  fee l  joy
You st i l l  fee l  d iscontent
But  we st i l l  don’t  know how to  l ive

Living (or  the look at  the mind’s point of  view)
By BEN MELLON

We are  a l ive
But  not
Living

Nei ther  of  us  i s  whole
Each wi th  a  p iece  miss ing
Each i s  not  standing wi th  only  one  leg

And tha t  i s  why I  want  your  opt imism
And tha t  i s  why I  want  to  g ive  you my pess imism
Because  i t  wi l l  make us  whole

I  do  not  want  to  take  your  joy
Nor  to  replace  my sadness
But  for  us  to  l ive
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I .  f (1965)  =  The Bloom

  The f i r st  t ime Amina met  a  census  man,  he  emerged f rom the  thor n-scr ub wi th  a  s lur p ing
sound,  l ike  a  snai l  pul led  f rom i t s  she l l .  He wore  a  g ray  jacket  and a  smi le  tha t  t r ied  to  be  a
br idge .  He sa id  her  name careful ly  as  i f  i t  were  a  de l ica te  equat ion .

  “How many l ive  in  your  household?”  he  quer ied ,  penci l  ready.

  Amina  counted  on her  f ingers ,  Mother.  Fa ther.  Four  brothers ,  a  bantam cockera l  of  a  boy
among them who crowed a t  dawn.  Two s isters ,  the  youngest  st i l l  redolent  of  mi lk .  “Eight ,”  she
sa id ,  then  added,  “Nine ,  i f  you count  my g randmother.  She  i s  most ly  brea th .”

  The man nodded,  a l layed,  and made marks  on  paper  tha t  Amina  longed to  decipher.  He sa id
the  countr y  was  changing:  wel ls  dr i l led ,  la t r ines  dug,  vaccines  tha t  th inned what  was  th in  in
the  fevers .  “People  l ive ,”  he  sa id .  “Longer.  More  of  us  each year”  (“Demographics  of  South
Afr ica”) .

  In  the  market ,  Madam Abara  ro l led  noodles  beneath  a  cor r ugated  t in  roof  and swore  tha t  even
her  dough was  r i s ing  faster  these  days .  The  v i l lage  doubled  in  the  span between one  har vest  and
the  next .  Fie lds  tha t  had  been pr imeval  scr ub sprouted  houses ;  verandas  sprouted  radios ;
r umors  sprouted  f rom both .

  At  n ight ,  Amina  lay  on  the  roof  and watched the  stars ,  which  g lowed deep yel low l ike  dying
embers  when the  har mat tan  moved dust  across  the  sky.  She  imagined each star  as  a  person being
bor n ,  a  breaker  upon a  beach—the same wave,  new water.  The  world’s  numbers  rose  and rose ,
and even the  e lders ,  s low,  steady dr inkers  wi th  gar r u lous  tongues ,  sa id  i t  was  a  b lessed  d ic tum:
more  chi ldren  meant  more  hands ,  more  fu tures ,  more  ever yth ing (World  Bank) .

  When the  census  man re tur ned a  year  la ter,  h is  paper  g r id  could  bare ly  hold  the  d ig i t s .  “ I t  i s
l ike  a  magic  t r ick ,”  he  laughed,  a  prest id ig i ta tor  wi th  a  c l ipboard .  “ In  1960,  there  were  three
bi l l ion  on  Ear th ;  by  1974,  i t  wi l l  be  four ;  by  1987,  f ive”  (“World  Popula t ion”) .  He t icked them
off  l ike  eggs  counted  before  they  were  ha tched.  “By the  t ime your  ha i r  i s  g ray,  the  world  wi l l
be  s ix ,  seven,  e ight  b i l l ion”  (“World  Popula t ion”) .

  Amina  lear ned to  read  f rom the  marks  he  le f t  behind.  She  t raced them wi th  a  st ick  in  red
ear th  unt i l  her  le t te rs  were  st ra ight  and her  numbers  t r ue .  Years  la ter,  she  would  wr i te  a  le t te r
of  her  own,  to  the  minist r y  of f ice  in  a  d istant  capi ta l ,  the  paper  f lecked wi th  dust  and cassava
starch .  My vi l lage  has  doubled  twice  s ince  your  last  v is i t .  We need more  wel ls .  We need more
books .

  She  d id  not  know tha t  th is  le t te r  would  be  scanned,  a rchived,  and eventual ly  fo lded in to  the
appendix  of  a  repor t  by  a  young demographer  named David ,  who would  r un  h is  f inger  a long a
swel l ing  cur ve  and whisper,  to  nobody,  “ Inf lec t ion .”

The Last  Bir th
By J INGYING XU
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I I .  f (1983)  =  The Inf lec t ion
  David  worked in  a  room wi th  wal l - to-wal l  windows and a  t raver t ine  table  tha t  d id  not  be long
to  h im.  On Mondays ,  the  l ight  st reamed in  l ike  immacula te  da ta .  He was  pa id  to  make the
world  make sense :  to  coax a  l ine  out  of  sca t te r,  to  f i t  the  unr uly  wi th  a  funct ion .

  He stared  a t  the  pr in tout .  Poin ts  rose  f rom lef t  to  r ight ,  as  obedient  as  schoolchi ldren .  Yet  a
t remor  l ived  in  the  s lope .  The  brea th  of  the  cur ve  was  eas ing  (“Model  Predic ts”) .  Inf in i tes imal
changes  mur mured tha t  change i t se l f  was  changing.

  He p lo t ted  two f i t s :  the  p ink  of  opt imism and the  b lue  of  rest ra in t .  He added c i ta t ions  in  h is
t ight ,  punct i l ious  hand:  UN World  Popula t ion  Prospects ;  World  Bank Fer t i l i ty  1960-1982.  He
footnoted  a  quote  f rom a  r ura l  le t te r  about  wel ls  and books  and the  ar i thmet ic  of  chi ldren .  A
footnote  he  never  expected  anyone to  read .

  In  the  evening,  he  stood before  a  mir ror  and studied  h is  face—tight ,  organized—wishing for
a  moment  to  share  i t s  symmetr y  wi th  the  world  he  was  model ing .  Somet imes  he  feared  beauty
the  way he  feared  neat  so lu t ions :  both  could  be  l ies .  He mused,  our  pol ic ies  gone  in  c i rc les  for
f ive  years ,  a  bureaucracy’s  pantomime;  fo isted  in i t ia t ives ,  respi ted  refor ms,  browbeat ing  and
backs l id ing  (Connel ly  312) .  The  cur ve  d id  not  care .  The  cur ve  obeyed a  deeper  appet i te .

  He presented  the  repor t  to  a  commit tee  tha t  had  the  same maddening process ion  of  thoughts
each month ,  tha t  lashed h im wi th  quest ions  l ike  whips  on  a  bare  back.  One man,  c rowed about
markets  and dest iny  and ca l led  demographic  concer ns  “as in ine .”  David  le f t  the
room stupef ied ,  in  tor por.

  That  n ight ,  he  opened the  f i le  again .  He p laced Amina’s  le t te r  bes ide  the  g raph and,  on  a
whim tha t  fe l t  l ike  superst i t ion ,  t raced h is  f inger  f rom her  name to  the  poin t  where  the  s lope
began to  f la t ten .  “ I f  th is  i s  r ight ,”  he  whispered ,  “my g randdaughter  wi l l  l ive  to  see  the  peak.”
he  imagined her  standing under  a  sky  p ink  as  a  wound,  watching the  world  crest  l ike  a  wave
and then,  a lmost  tenderly,  ebb.

I I I .  f (2050)  =  The Pla teau

  The school  where  Hana taught  had  th i r ty  c lassrooms and three  students .

  The  bui ld ing  sa t  on  a  h i l l  where  the  r ich  had once  bui l t  precar ious  houses  to  prove  tha t
money could  conquer  mat ter.  The  concre te  had aged;  the  h i l l s ide  had s l ipped;  the  c i ty  had   
g rown gray,  which  Graham on the  mor ning news ins isted  was  a  “power  color.”  Hana,  mol l i f ied
by rout ine ,  wiped the  board  and wrote  the  lesson wi th  a  neat  head:  Logist ic  Growth.

    Her  students ,  s low,  steady lear ners ,  copied  the  equat ion  wi th  so lemn care .  She  to ld  them
about  car r y ing  capaci ty—about  so i l s  and aqui fers  and the  k ind  of  quie t  tha t  descends  when the
last  ch i ld  leaves  a  p layground and the  swing keeps  moving by i t se l f .  She  to ld  them about  cr ude
bi r th  ra tes :  Japan 's  s inking to  6 .7%,  then  lower ;  the  stor ies  of  f r iends  who had no t ime or  no
money or  no  des i re  for  chi ldren ,  or  who were  car ing  for  four  e lders  on  two wages  (Popula t ion
Projec t ions  for  Japan) .  She  pul led  up  Our  World  in  Data  and UN WPP 2022:  the  world  reaching
eight  b i l l ion  in  2022;  projec t ions  bending toward  a  peak between 2080 and 2100;  ha l f  the
nat ions  shr inking by centur y’s  end (Uni ted  Nat ions) .
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  At  lunch,  she  sa t  under  the  eaves  and watched ra in  fa l l  in  tor rents .  She  opened an  o ld
textbook found in  a  forgot ten  cupboard ,  i t s  pages  browned,  i t s  margins  scr ibbled  wi th  a  prec ise
hand.  A g raph had been tucked ins ide—a pr in tout  in  p ink  and b lue  wi th  a  dashed l ine  a t  e ight
b i l l ion .  In  the  cor ner,  a  s ignature :  D.H.  In  the  appendix ,  a  scan  of  a  le t te r  f rom a  v i l lage  to  a
minist r y  of f ice  about  wel ls  and books .  

  Hana fo l lowed the  thread  because  she  needed threads .  She  found a  d ig i ta ized  archive ,  a
b ib l iography,  a  photograph of  a  young demographer  in  a  g ray  su i t  b l inking in  hard  l ight ;  she
found,  unbel ievably,  a  fami ly  t ree  tha t  bent  l ike  a  branch toward  the  name of  her  own
grandmother,  who had lef t  Southeast  Asia  for  Tokyo decades  ago dur ing  a  labor  shor tage ,  who
had typed repor ts  for  the  ver y  of f ice  tha t  rece ived the  le t te r  about  wel ls  and books .

  At  dusk ,  she  walked home a long a  r iderless  road.  The  sky b led  p ink  over  the  harbor.  A
bi l lboard  touted  Pronata l i st  Incent ives!  Tax Credi ts !  Free  Crèches!  As  i f  fe r t i l i ty  were  a
product  mispr iced  by markets .  She  fe l t  a  capr ic ious  ache—chat te l  s laver y  to  duty  on  one
shoulder,  f reedom’s  ins id ious  st r ic ture  on  the  o ther.  She  wanted  chi ldren  and d id  not  want
them.  She  wanted  the  assurance  of  numbers  and the  quie t  of  a  l ibrar y.  She  wanted  a  world
where  noth ing counted  but  gent le  might .

  That  n ight ,  power  f l ickered .  She  l i t  a  candle  and held  the  o ld  g raph up to  the  waver ing
f lame.  For  a  moment ,  she  saw the  cur ve  as  a  body:  r i s ing ,  paus ing ,  respi r ing ,  fa l l ing;  a  chest
tha t  had  l i f ted  under  a  b i l l ion  b i r ths  and now exhaled ,  endless ly.  The  candle  gut tered .  The
room went  dark .  The  cur ve ,  which  had once  promised inf in i ty,  lay  against  the  wal l  l ike  a
hor izon.

IV.  f (∞)  =  The Last  Bir th

  Our  house  i s  bui l t  on  the  edge  of  a  c l i f f .  In  the  h i l l s ,  people  used  to  bui ld  anywhere ;  the
more  parlous  the  pa l i sade ,  the  more  they  needed to  ra ise  g lass  and stone  upon i t ,  a  v ic tor y  of
money over  mat ter.  Now the  road to  our  house  i s  empty.  The  c i ty’s  l ights  a re  fewer  each year.
From our  veranda ,  we can  see  the  ocean and the  b lack  r ibs  of  towers  tha t  no  longer  have
names .

  I  car r y  the  por table  moni tor  to  the  makeshi f t  c l in ic  we keep in  the  o ld  garage ,  where  the
AI  chass is  hums sof t ly  and the  so lar  ba t te r ies  b l ink .  There  are  perhaps  e ight  hundred thousand
of  us  le f t  on  Ear th .  The  last  t r ue  c i ty  went  dark  f ive  years  ago,  a f te r  a  long exodus;  aqui fers
fa i led  in  regions  tha t  had  been g reen for  centur ies ;  coast l ines  revised  the i r  c la ims.  We are
thoroughbred sur vivors  and ragamuff in  mechanics ,  smugglers  of  seeds ,  s low,  steady s ippers  of
ra in .  We l ive  by  count ing .  We are  counted  by  no one .

  I  am in  labor.

  Graham is  pa le  and fey,  a  l i t t le  card  of  a  man who cracks  jokes  when af ra id .  He says  g ray
is  a  power  color.  He says  the  der iva t ive  of  our  fear  i s  constant .  He doffs  h is  cap  to  the  AI  and
te l l s  i t  to  mind i t s  beds ide  manner.

 Contrac t ions  come l ike  breakers  upon a  beach.  There  i s  new water  each t ime,  but  the
wave looks  the  same.  I  brea the .  I  th ink  of  a  g raph I  found in  an  archive  on  an  o ld  ser ver,  the
document  tha t  out l ived  i t s  makers :  p ink  and b lue  cur ves .  In  the  notes ,  a  school teacher  in
xxxxxxxx xxx
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Tokyo scanned the  g raph and wrote  i l leg ib le  scr ibbles .  We are  k in  only  by  cur ve ,  but  tha t  i s
enough.

  The  moni tor  beeps .  A s ine  wave b looms.  The  AI  announces  cer vica l  change wi th  the
off ic iousness  of  a  c lerk .  I  ha te  i t s  bureaucracy and b less  i t s  competence .

  Pain  takes  me to  the  edge  where  language  becomes  in imi table .

  “Push,”  Graham says  sof t ly.

  I  push .

  For  a  moment ,  ever yth ing nar rows to  a  l imi t .  The  world  i s  a  brea th  toward  zero ,  not
reaching i t .  The  funct ion  t rembles  a t  the  axis  and refuses  to  cross .

  She  ar r ives  wi th  a  sound tha t  sp l i t s  the  room l ike  l ightn ing.

  The  moni tor  s ings ,  a  smal l ,  per fec t  per iodic i ty.  The  cur ve ,  our  cur ve ,  r i ses  one  poin t .  The
AI  announces  Apgars  wi th  profess ional  obl iqui ty.  Graham cr ies .  I  laugh,  and we both  are
s i lent  because  the  sound of  her  i s  enor mous .

  We wrap her.  We name her  Lina ,  f rom l inea ,  the  l ine  tha t  connects  poin ts .

  I  car r y  her  in to  the  showroom.  The projec tor  i s  on ,  and I  ca l l  up  the  g raph.  I  add a  s ingle
dot  wi th  my f inger t ip .

  “Look,”  I  pur r  to  her,  though her  eyes  are  c losed ,  lashes  l ike  a tomic  commas.  “Amina’s
vi l lage ,  David’s  margin  note .  Hana’s  lesson.  And you.”  I  want  to  cross  the  stars  for  us ,  but  I
se t t le  for  t rac ing  tha t  smal l  conste l la t ion  of  names  on  the  wal l .

  I  th ink  of  the  words  in  David’s  repor t—car r ying capaci ty—and wonder  i f  we
misunderstood the  metaphor.  We spoke as  i f  the  Ear th  were  a  beast  of  burden wi th  a  number
stamped on i t s  f lank.  I t s  capaci ty  i s  a lso  what  a  vesse l  has  for  hold ing.  Perhaps  the  vesse l
was  a lways  us :  our  capaci ty  for  each o ther,  for  rest ra in t .

  I  k iss  Lina’s  forehead.  Her  sk in  i s  war m and smel ls  fa in t ly  of  i ron  and mi lk .

  “ f (x)  =  0  for  the  world ,”  I  te l l  her,  “except  for  us .”
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Downh i l l

By FURKAN UYAR

By FURKAN UYAR

Lighthouse

By OWEN K INNEY
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  Frankl in  George  was  a  World  Class  Cycl ist .  He spr ung out  of  bed  each
mor ning and hopped on the  sta t ionar y  b ike ,  ready to  tackle  the  world .  His  wal ls
were  laden wi th  shelves  tha t  he ld  ever y  t rophy under  the  sun.  He made sure  to
ea t  properly,  and he  fo l lowed a  st r ic t  7-day meal  p lan  fu l l  of  power  g reens  and
ra ther  b land prote in .
  St i l l ,  Frankl in  George  wasn’t  exact ly  what  you must  be  imagining.  At  74 ,  he
was  perhaps  the  o ldest  world-c lass  cycl i st  tha t  had  ever  been.  But ,  of  course ,
tha t  d idn’t  stop  h im.  His  t ra in ing  was  as  v igorous  as  ever,  and h is  hamstr ings
bounced back as  eas i ly  as  tha t  st ress  ba l l  h is  daughter  bought  h im.  No,  o ld  age
wasn’t  a  problem for  Frankl in  George .
  The  World  Cycl ing  Off ic ia l  Race  Board  d isagreed.  They had deemed him “ too
old  to  race”  a t  the  r ipe  age  of  45  and he  hadn’t  seen  an  of f ic ia l  course  s ince .  I f
Frankl in  was  honest ,  i t  had  been depress ing .
  This  mor ning was  much l ike  many other  Tuesdays ,  except  i t  was  worse .  The
sta t ionar y  b ike  was  broken,  and the  screen  showed a  f lashing red  er ror  symbol .
His  ka le  smoothie  had tasted  l ike  d i r t  (he  rea l ly  should  star t  washing h is
produce) .  His  shower  had begun to  r un  cold  ha l fway through shampooing and
was  never  war m again .  But  tha t  wasn’t  even the  f ina l  st raw.
  His  pr ize  t rophy shel f ,  h ighest  of  them a l l ,  had  lost  a  screw and s l ipped off  the
wal l .  Frankl in  George  was  l iv id .  His  World  Class  Cycl ist  award  had chipped.  He
stor med out  of  h is  house ,  got  in  h is  car,  and fur ious ly  drove  to  the  hardware
store  to  buy more  na i l s .  Pul l ing  in to  the  parking lo t ,  he  saw a  b ig  red  s ign  in  the
window:  c losed .
  Fur ious  again ,  Frankl in  George  drove  back to  h is  house  and pul led  in to  the
dr iveway.
Slamming the  door,  he  crossed  the  lawn to  h is  ne ighbor’s  house .
  “Hel lo!”  He knocked on the  door,  red  wi th  anger.
  Behind the  door,  he  could  hear  ta lk ing .  He checked h is  watch ,  watching as  the
minute  hand c l icked up to  meet  the  hour.  I t  was  e ight  AM.
  The door  creaked open,  “hel lo ,  Mr.  George .”  A pre t ty  face ,  s l ight ly  ner vous ,
peaked out  f rom behind the  door.  He forgot  tha t  these  were  new neighbors .
  “Do you have  any nai l s?  My shel f  has-”  he  stopped abr upt ly.
  Behind the  mother,  a  smal l  boy was  tee ter ing  on  a  t r ike .  Frankl in  George’s  jaw
fel l  open.  He had just  found h is  pur pose .  This  boy would  be  the  next  World  Class
Cycl ist ,  and Frankl in  George’s  new projec t .

Cycling
By KATE THOMAS
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Unt i t led (1)
By CYA-JADE VOLCY

City Map
Popu lat ion  Pro ject  Part  2

By SKYLOR FORD

34



By RUFUS PEARCY EDWARDS

Gin i  Index  Pro ject
By SKYLOR FORD
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    I  knew I  was  dreaming the  second I  opened my eyes ,  the
woods  pressed  in  around me,  t rees  twist ing  in to  g rotesque
shapes  tha t  seemed distor ted .  Each leaf  v ibra ted  wi th  an
unnatura l  in tens i ty,  the  colors  g l i tch ing,  going f rom too
br ight  to  too  shar p ,  as  i f  rea l i ty  had been cranked up to  an
unbearable  level .  A cold  dread washed over  me as  I  rea l ized
I  was  be ing watched,  a  phantom mimicking my steps  l ike  a
shadow,  never  los ing  i t s  g r ip  on  me.  I  bol ted ,  the  g round
uneven beneath  my fee t ,  roots  snaking out  l ike  g rasping
f ingers .  Behind me,  I  could  sense  i t  ga in ing  speed,  i t s
footsteps  heavy on the  ear th ,  echoing off  the  a tmosphere  as
i f  there  was  an  invis ib le  bar r ier.

    I  looked back and saw i t .  My brea th  h i tched in  my throat ,
hor ror  seeping in to  my bones  and root ing  me to  the  g round.
I  took an  exper imenta l  step  backwards ,  the  forest  sh i f t ing
wi th  ever y  step ,  fami l ia r  pa ths  d issolv ing in to  mazes  of
thor ny bushes  and looming shadows,  each tur n  leading back
to  where  I  began.  I  stopped,  despera t ion  c lawing a t  me as  I
began to  r un ,  the  i l lusor y  woods  mocking my ef for ts .  The
t rees  b lur red  in to  a  d izzying i l lus ion  of  colors ,  the  unseen
ent i ty  g rowing c loser,  i t s  presence  suffocat ing .  The  woods
had become a  maze  of  roots  and v ines ,  ever y  d i rec t ion
mir ror ing  the  last ,  t rapping me in  an  endless  loop of  te r ror.
I  was  lost ,  t rapped in  a  n ightmare  where  ever y  sense  was
heightened,  ever y  fear  ampl i f ied ,  and escape  was  a  cr uel
i l lus ion .

    My gaze  shar pened,  and the  chaot ic  woods  began to
merge  in to  a  more  st r uc tured  scene .  A ta l l ,  imposing
concre te  bui ld ing  seemed to  emerge  f rom the  t rees ,  i t s  sta rk
l ines  a  beacon of  hope .  Sur rounding i t  was  an  i ron  fence ,  i t s
in t r ica te  des ign  a  promise  of  escape .  Hope surged through
me,  a  despera te  need to  break f ree  f rom the  suffocat ing
woods .  Without  hes i ta t ion ,  I  sta r ted  to  spr in t  towards  the
fence ,  the  g round seeming to  f la t ten  beneath  my fee t .  The
cold  meta l  of  the  fence  loomed c loser,  and I  reached out ,
f ingers  outst re tched,  ready to  g rasp  the  bars  and pul l  mysel f
to  safe ty.  But  as  my hand made contac t ,  the  meta l  d issolved,
f ingers  s l ipping through the  f ic t i t ious  bar r ier.  The  bui ld ing
and the  fence  g l i tched,  the  so l id  for ms waver ing  before  my
eyes .  With  a  chi l l ing  rea l iza t ion ,  I  understood:  the  bui ld ing ,
the  fence ,  the  promise  of  escape ,  a l l  were  mere ly  another
layer  of  the  i l lus ion ,  a  c r uel  t r ick  of  my mind.

a  r e c u r r i n g  n i g h t m a r e
By KAITLYN LAURA BURKE

(B e f o r e )  I ’m  Ha p p y  Ag a i n

By ZEE KASIAN & DAVID KRETZ

An c i e n t  S t e p s

By FURKAN UYAR

1 st
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THE SWARM
By AXL CHAVEZ

I t  C an ’ t  B e  S a i d

By WILL GOODREAU & 
LEONID KORZUKHIN

Hou r g la s s By JOSHUA YOON
E
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Day ??? - ???

Dear Diary,

You might be too late by the time you are reading this.
-.-- --- ..- / .-- .. .-.. .-.. / -... . / -.. --- --- -- . -..

Day 1 - Year 4167 October 19

    I found this leather journal while sorting files for the
Ministry. It was by the furnaces, worn out and slightly
burnt from the fire. There were still some previous
writings from the previous writer. It looked like the
previous owner had given up. It’s a wonder it is still
preserved; this book looks like it's been through
thousands of years, even before the Ministry was
formed. From the previous writings, it seems like this
small journal is something called a “diary” where I
could treat it as a friend I could write to. 

Day 2 - 4167-10-20

    Today, I was notified by the Ministry that we would
only be able to get 3 gallons of water per day for use. It
was barely any. I am lucky I get at least 3 gallons; my
friend Bill said normal civilians under the Ministry’s
influence only get 1 gallon of water. This wasn’t even
enough to go through daily life. Today, while going to
the train station, I heard children begging for water,
civilians fighting just to get one sip of water, and
delivery drones getting destroyed and hacked, just to
access the water inside that powers the drones. The
price for train tickets has also gone up a lot. Today, my
ticket to the Capitol cost me about 15 Aquads (AQD), a
big increase from the normal 4 Aquads. I heard grocery
stores have also increased their prices exponentially,
but I haven’t gotten the chance to check it out.

Day 4 - 4167-10-22

    Ok. I’m also getting desperate for water. I can’t even
make a full meal anymore. I don’t have enough Aquads
to buy a proper meal. I’ve also heard the Ministry is
starting to censor people who are questioning them.
xxx

Equilibrium
By NANCY WANG

   Some guy yesterday tried to escape the dome, but
ended up getting caught by the guards. Today, he wasn’t
waiting for the train like usual. The space seemed like a
threat to everyone else about what would happen if you
crossed the Ministry. 

Day 5 - 4167-10-23

    I was forced into a new housing unit. This unit was
the newly budgeted construction project that happened
a few years ago. When I arrived, I couldn’t express how
disgusted I was. My room was about the size of two full
beds side by side, with barely enough space to function.
This was one of the better rooms in this unit. I gazed
down the balcony to see children crying and multiple
people sharing rooms even smaller than mine. There
are an awful lot of infants these days. People say it's the
hope for future generations and the hope for humanity
to continue, but they also require an awful amount of
resources wasted on them.

Day 8 - 4167-10-26

    Today, the Ministry released an official statement
saying everyone’s food rations are also decreasing. My
friend Bill said there's been an exponential increase in
births in the hospital. This means our rations decrease.
Yesterday, while in the Ministry sector 2S, I saw large
amounts of water being poured into large buckets for
Ministry use, while we starved. If I were slightly more
thirsty, I would have just hurled myself into those pools
and drank to my heart's content. Reality hit me that if I
had probably done it, I would have been executed. No
one would even care about me; it's just more water for
them. These days, people have become significantly
more hypocritical. My stomach always growled while I
sorted files. I would watch the executives eat and drink
like kings, while I had miniature rations compared to
them. Sleeping was also hard. The thin, cheap
cardboard walls felt like they were going to collapse
onto me. Next door, a family of ten was barely able to
survive. The children cried the entire night, the adults
begging and getting hit by loan sharks. Their situation
was grave. Last night I gave them some of my leftover
bread, and they seemed to be so grateful. In return, they
shared that they used to be Ministry workers who
wondered too much; they were forced into hiding. I was
even invited into their small complex. It couldn’t even
fit one full-sized bed, and somehow all ten people were 
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able to live. This opened my eyes to how grateful I
should be. 

Day 9 - 4167-10-27

    In Sector 2O, I heard rumors of the Ministry’s
psychology department developing new water that
could be produced within seconds. It is supposed to be
able to be produced in unlimited amounts and could
quench thirst. I also heard rumors that they aren’t using
any water when developing this. They aren’t even
using any fluids.

Day 16 - 4167-10-34

    Recently, I noticed how silent my neighbors have
been these past few days. 
    When I opened the door to my neighbors' today, I
was greeted by a stark, small bedroom. It was
unusually clean and stark, with nothing in the room.
There wasn’t even a single trace of the family, as if
they had vanished completely in thin air. Confused, I
asked Bill about the family, but he said there was no
such family that ever existed. Desperate, I told him the
room number, but he said that the number and room
never existed. Refusing to believe him, I showed him
the door, but when I opened the door, it was just an
equipment room. There wasn’t even a trace of the room
with the family of ten. I was so confused, I asked
another guy named Fred. He had previously fallen
while climbing the dome and barely escaped from the
Ministry’s grasp. He also said no family ever existed.
In addition, he said exactly what Bill had told me. I
must be going insane.

Day 20 - 4167-11-8

    I’m starting to crave water and food. Today I
secretly got more than I needed from the Ministry
cafeteria, and I got caught. As punishment, I will be
receiving only ⅕ of my rations for the next 40 days.
Today, when my delivery drone arrived, I only saw a
small parcel of resources. As I write, I can feel my
entire body shaking, and my throat has been sore and
dry for the past few days. My lips are parched, but I
can’t risk my last bit of water just to un-parch my lips
for a few seconds. Instead, I have to just resort to using
my saliva as a way to satisfy my body’s need for water.

Day 25 - 4167-11-13

    Today I won the lottery I entered almost 10 years
ago. I had almost forgotten about it because the
company got into debt and postponed the lottery. This
resulted in angry gamblers revolting against the
company, so they reluctantly chose their winners. I was
so shocked when I heard the radio blare my name. I
couldn’t believe it! It was enough water to satisfy me
for a month. I had won 20 million Aquads! With 10
million Aquads, I happily rushed to the nearest general
store. Inside, I found a full fight, and I barely managed
to steal one bag of bread. When I had grabbed the bag,
everyone hurled themselves at me, so I ran all my life to
the back exit. I don’t even know how much I ran before
they stopped pursuing. As I opened my bag, I saw a
child no more than 5 years old crying. She was in the
lap of a tired mother, who looked like she was on the
verge of falling asleep. She stared at my bread while
huddled in the small corner. My stomach was growling,
yet I saw her hopeful expression. I realized they would
die without bread. After a long battle in my mind, I
walked towards them. Wiping the blood on my cheek, I
offered the entire bag of bread. She grabbed it.

Day 30 4167-11-18

    On the bright side, I was able to go to the general
store and snatch a few canned goods. I was even able to
grab one can of steamed vegetables, which I have been
craving ever since this resource strain started. I heard
it’s going to be only worse from now on. There are a
few suspected dates when the Ministry will lower the
daily rations even more.

Day 25 - 4167-11-13

    Today I won the lottery I entered almost 10 years
ago. I had almost forgotten about it because the
company got into debt and postponed the lottery. This
resulted in angry gamblers revolting against the
company, so they reluctantly chose their winners. I was
so shocked when I heard the radio blare my name. I
couldn’t believe it! It was enough water to satisfy me
for a month. I had won 20 million Aquads! With 10
million Aquads, I happily rushed to the nearest general
store. Inside, I found a full fight, and I barely managed
to steal one bag of bread. When I had grabbed the bag,
xxx
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everyone hurled themselves at me, so I ran all my life
to the back exit. I don’t even know how much I ran
before they stopped pursuing. As I opened my bag, I
saw a child no more than 5 years old crying. She was in
the lap of a tired mother, who looked like she was on
the verge of falling asleep. She stared at my bread
while huddled in the small corner. My stomach was
growling, yet I saw her hopeful expression. I realized
they would die without bread. After a long battle in my
mind, I walked towards them. Wiping the blood on my
cheek, I offered the entire bag of bread. She grabbed it.

Day 30 4167-11-18

    On the bright side, I was able to go to the general
store and snatch a few canned goods. I was even able to
grab one can of steamed vegetables, which I have been
craving ever since this resource strain started. I heard
it’s going to be only worse from now on. There are a
few suspected dates when the Ministry will lower the
daily rations even more.

Day 31 4167-11-19

    Today, the once bustling general stores in the heart
of the dome are all abandoned. When I went to check,
it was abandoned. The lights were off, the shelves were
empty, the floor was a mess, evidence of recent activity
right before it was left to crumble. At sector 2S, I
overheard one of the workers who tried to access the
Ministry’s supply of water got punished. When I went
to check his cubicle, I only saw one cup of water on a
blank white table that wasn’t his. All his belongings
were gone. His water dispenser had also been trashed,
with all the water gone and not a single drop remaining.
I looked at the cup of water. The reflection of me eerily
looked back. This wasn’t normal water, I knew it
wasn’t normal water. The Ministry is planning
something.

Day 32 4167-11-20

    Today, when I was heading to the train station, the
announcement speakers suddenly blared. THE
WATER CRISIS IS SOLVED. NO MORE LIMITED
RATIONS. GET YOUR CUPS OF WATER AT
REFILLING STATIONS. They repeated this over and
over again, like a mantra. People burst out of their
rooms and ran and pushed people until they were able
xxxx 

to get to the refilling stations. When I arrived at the
nearest refilling station, I saw everyone fighting to get
water. People were holding large buckets, all waiting to
get their buckets filled with water. When I finally got
my cup of water and drank it all in one go. It quenched
my thirst instantly, and I felt fresher and newer than
ever. Yet, during work, I felt insanely thirsty and
parched. No amount of water could help me; in fact, it
made me even more thirsty.

Day 35 4167-11-23

    Tonight, a little girl asked me for food. Her innocent
eyes reminded me of what I wished my life could be.
She reminded me of my sister. She was sold into a
marriage with a man when she was only 15. When I got
the news that she had killed herself, I was too late. Her
husband had taken their two kids and burned her body
to hide any traces. I asked one of her children about
what happened, but he just stared at me with blank,
devoid eyes. After that day, I have never seen any traces
of her husband or her children, yet I still get nightmares
of that night. I saw the last of her body burn and her
child just staring at me. 
    I gave the girl a little bit of my bread, and she left.
When I went to get some of my water from the water
station, I saw a line of children getting all of the water
supply from the large tank. This meant I had to wait
another two hours until the next supply came. I saw the
mother carry two entire gallons of water and lead the
children back to their complex. I wonder if my sister is
doing the same thing, just in a different part of the
dome.

Day 36 4167-11-24

    Today, Bill died. He was my best friend for years
since we entered the water crisis. He was always by my
side, yet yesterday he died due to dizziness. He was
reportedly losing consciousness while trying to go
home and fell off a bridge.

Day 41 4167-11-29

    Other than Bill, many other people also died from
dizziness and hallucinations. I heard cases of people
driving themselves to insanity. Many of these bodies
also severely lacked water. Is this because everyone is
hogging the water supply? No–it can’t be, there is
xxxxx
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almost an endless supply of water, and they should be
able to get it from at least one water filling station. 

Day 42 4167-11-30

    Today, at the heart of the dome, several ministry
workers announced a festival for all the newborns.
Families could claim extra rations to feed the
newborns. Unfortunately, this meant we all had to give
up a bit of our rations, which would then be handed out
to the families. I suddenly realized that the rations we
have been giving up were for events like these, so the
Ministry could act like the hero and act like they are
trying to help us live. This didn’t add up. Why did we
have to give up food if all the water had been restored?
Furthermore, why are people still dying of thirst?

Day 44 4167-12-2

    The lines at the stations are longer than ever.
Hundreds of children and women holding buckets,
hundreds of cries echoing through the entire alley, and
hundreds of people crowding the entire alley. I couldn’t
stand in line without being cut off or shoved by random
people. Everyone drank greedily. That's when an
announcement speaker blared. FOOD PORTIONS
ARE DECREASING BY 67%! DECREASING BY
67%! BY 67%! The entire alleyway panicked. 67%
was a lot of food being decreased. My current rations
aren’t even 33% of what I used to eat before the water
crisis started. After a split second, children started
crying, and men started raging. The nearby Ministry
guard was hit repeatedly. Water was being poured onto
him. I seemed to be the only person who noticed his
outfit never got drenched.

Day 45 4167-12-3

    I stayed the entire night in that crowded, chaotic
alleyway. I was trapped amidst angry shouting people
and crying infants. I think I almost fainted while being
pushed around. Finally, today at about 5:30 in the
morning, the Ministry backup came and sprayed mist
over all of us. Funny how they are using water to stop
us. Someone took out food to eat in a corner of the
alleyway, and everyone started lunging for his food.
Everyone seemed to give up their morality when
fighting for their small piece of bread. It flew through
everyone’s heads and bounced at least twice on the
dusty grounds. Finally, a man got the bread and ate it.  
xxxxxxx

This seemed to make everyone extremely angry, and he
got hit multiple times while children tried to guilt-trip
him into giving up his rations for today.

Day 46 4167-12-4

    Today, when my ration came from my delivery
drone, I saw there was only one piece of bread. It was
about the size of my hand, and it could barely feed me.
I glanced outside my cracking apartment window to see
people outside attacking the drones and taking the
rations from the drones. 

Day 61 4167-12-19

    Today, when I got my cup of water, I drank a long sip
of water. Yet, no water trickled down my throat. I stared
at my cup in disbelief. There was no water inside the
cup. This was until I realized the announcement of
bioengineered water was fake. Perhaps the Ministry
knew we were all going insane; they were able to trick
us into believing there was water. The cup’s texture
gave the false illusion of water, and the one drop of
water gave us the false sense that we were drinking a lot
of water. It wasn't until I realized why so many people
disappeared the day after they asked me about the
Ministry’s actions. They weren’t insane, unlike me.
They were perfectly strong individuals who died of
thirst. I also realized why the pool of water cleared my
mind. Everything made sense, the evidence of water
being depleted, while still stating they have
bioengineered water.

Day 62 4167-12-20

    The dome is collapsing. I heard that one-eighth of
the dome has collapsed. Even though I live on the
opposite side, I can already feel the oxygen leaving. It is
also affecting the electricity circuits. The lights are
flickering from time to time, and random glitches on
digital boards also happen. The entire dome is going
into complete chaos. All the remaining civilians are
running in random directions. I think the dome is close
to a shutdown.

Day 63 4167-12-21

    I think I’m slowly going insane. My throat is burning
and crying for some sort of water. The water the
Ministry gives us is barely enough to even moisten my
xxxx45



lips. As a way to survive, I have decided to drink my
own blood. At first, it tasted disgusting and metallic,
but the need for water overcame my senses and I drank
a lot of my blood. Today, the Ministry was also
running out of water. A shutdown happened just a few
minutes ago. The announcements blared as the artificial
sun disappeared, leaving the dome in complete
darkness. After a few seconds, everyone completely
lost their sanity. People rushed into the halls. I’m in a
small window sill watching the lights flicker while
writing this entry. I think the dome is collapsing.

Day 67 4167-12-25

    Today I heard the radio. The Ministry has announced
that real water has been developed. For the first time in
months, hope surged through me. I could almost taste
relief.

By FURKAN UYAR
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By BENJAMIN YOU

By CECIL IA HE

S o l i t a ry  Adv entur e

    One day, a girl named Maya sat at her kitchen table,
bored & distressed. There was nothing to do around
here anymore, especially since it was winter now.
Summer was easy to find something. Selling candy.
Pool days. Bike rides around the park with her friends.
This summer was one of the best. They had driven all
the way to Connecticut from Maine to their
grandparents’ house. It was probably the most chaotic
car drive ever, mainly from claustrophobia. Maya
chuckled as she remembered her siblings crying over
their seats, about being hungry. . .She jumped as the
doorbell rang. It was probably her older brother coming
back from school. He was in 9th grade now, so he came
back later than usual. She went to open the door.
Nobody was there. All she saw was a box. A huge box,
at that. It came up to her chest!” Mooom?” she yelled
inside.” Did you order something recently?” “No. Now
leave me alone. I’m resting!” Her mother’s cranky
voice echoed from her room. Maya looked back at the
box. If her mom didn’t order the box, then who did?
Maya shrugged. It was at their doorstep. She dragged it
inside (took about 10 minutes) & stared in awe at the
box. Instead of a deep chestnut color like most
packages, this one was a deep magenta. It was wrapped
with a hot pink ribbon. But the one thing that caught
Maya’s attention was the name it was addressed to.
Instead of it being addressed to her mom, it was
addressed to her! It said:

    Maya Fooracer
     111 Calamban St. Suite 7, 23013
          Age 12.
       (Enjoy the pool table! I did)

    Oh, so it was a pool table. But who knew where she
lived? And who knew her name? And her age? And
who was this mysterious stranger? Maya had so many
questions? But first, she had to open the box. She had
to wait for her brother to get home though; she wasn’t
that strong. So she went to sit back down, but this time,
she felt more anxious. She couldn’t wait for Jake to get
home so they could open the pool table. Obviously, it
had to be special. Why was the package a bright

The Magic Pool Table
By ANNA JAMES

Fall Creek
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 FALL HAS FALLEN

purple? She was still thinking about the pool table
when her brother walked in. “Jake!” she exclaimed
happily. “Wow, Maya. This is the most energized I’ve
seen you in weeee…WHAT THE HECK?!” “Shhhhh!
Mom’s trying to sleep!” Maya whisper-yelled.
“Whoops! Well, when did this get here? It wasn’t here
this morning.” Jake whispered. “It’s a pool table.”
Maya explained. “I waited for you to get home so we
could open it.” They immediately got to work.But since
there were only two of them, it took longer to open. By
the time they were done, they both needed to sit down
for a second to recollect themselves. After they
finished, they came to stare in awe at the pool table. It
was so mesmerizing! Instead of the traditional green of
a pool table, it was a hot pink. The exact same color of
the ribbon outside of the box. The bowling balls were
different as well. Instead of numbers, there were
symbols. They looked like a different language. “What
do these mean? I’ve never seen these before.” Maya
questioned. I don’t know, but whatever they are, they
seem…sort of…ancient, in a way.” Jake said. They
went quiet, their eyes jumping around, exploring the
surface, until… “Hey, Jake! What’s this?” Maya asked,
holding up an old-looking sheet of paper. “Gimme
this.” Jake took the paper out of Maya’s hands. “It looks
like it tells us the different types of…worlds?” Maya
came to look over his shoulder. They read:

 The Number World                            The Windy World
 The Letter World                               The Broken World
 The Swirling World                         The Bending World
 The River World                          The Wonderful World
 The Rocky World                             The Magma World
 The Scary World                                 The Water World
 The Earth World                                 The Candy World
 The Wish World                                       The Ice World

    “What does this mean? Maya asked. That’s when she
noticed the symbols on the balls could be the keys to
these worlds. She wondered if… She took the paper
back out of Jake’s hands, with a protest of “Hey!” from
him, & flipped it around to the back. She was right, but
not in the way she thought. There was a note. It said: 

 To activate this table, have
 A will & a way. Hit the ball
 Make a score, Watch the world
 

Change before your eyes. It only lasts
1 hour before it disappears, so be quick
You can use it multiple times. Each ball
Takes you to a different world, Use wisely. I believe
in you.
Anonymous

(P.S.: It doesn’t affect time in the real world while
you’re inside each world.)

    Who was this Anonymous person? And what did
they mean? At least she had found out how to use the
table. She showed Jake the note. “Do you know how to
play pool?” Jake asked. “No, but I can try.” Jake
jumped in front of her to grab the blue pool cue. She
leaped to grab it first. When she grabbed it, she turned
around to look at Jake, a stoic gaze on her face. “Just
because I’m 2 years younger than you doesn’t mean I
can’t do anything.” She turned back towards the table,
Jake staring in silence with her. She decided to go for
the Wish World; maybe she could find some answers.
She aimed, & she shot. They both cringed as they
watched. The ball rolled across the table, & fell straight
into the hole. They both breathed a sigh of relief, but
both tensed again as the hole the ball fell into lit up like
a firework. They started to float as the world
disintegrated. They began to spin at a rapid speed. The
Wish World came into view as they started to slow
down. They finally came to a stop safely on a platform
that had materialized under their feet as the rest of the
world built itself. Maya & Jake were lowered to the
peak of a mountain, & the platform was absorbed into
the top. “Where are we?” Jake asked carefully as they
looked around. Maya already knew. They were in the
Wish World, the land of wishes.

48

SEALS

By FURKAN UYAR



By WILL  
GOODREAU

CUTOUTS

WATKINS
GLEN

By FURKAN
UYAR

PONIES
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This Golden Age: A Wind
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Moving Through The Seasons
By SONAM GUPTA

Leaves fall.
Colors blend.
A soft hand.
Envelops mine.
I feel warm.
Warm.
Warm.
Warm.
Time slows.
It moves again.
Fast.
Rushing.
Relentless.
Ruthless.
There I am.
White blurs around me.
Snow.
I feel cold.
Cold.
Cold.
Cold.
I reach out.
No hand.
No warmth.
Repetition.
I move through.
Over.
And over.
Warm.
Then cold.
Warm.
No.
No.
No.
Only cold.
Only darkness.
The cycle continues.

Untitled (1)
By SALIH UYAR
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Sunset  in  Incheon ,  South  Korea
By LEE CHO



Untitled (6)

By GABRIEL CRUZ-GALLO

Untitled (1)
By CORALLUS MEEKS

With the moon I will go through cyclic phases of emptiness before I regain fullness. 
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The Bridge

By SAL IH UYAR



By SAL IH UYAR

OVER THE MOUNTAIN

By FURKAN UYAR

UNTITLED (5)

By FURKAN UYAR
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THE LEGEND OF MANNY
By HUGO TEMPLIER

    Manny “Pacman” Pacquiao was born on December
17, 1978, into a family of 5, in the slums of General
Santos, Philippines. Little did baby Manny know it, but
life had a lot of surprises in store for him. 
    Manny presumably didn’t have much happiness
growing up. People often say that this or that motivates
them to get out of bed in the morning, but Manny
didn’t even have a bed to ruminate on. His whole
universe was about his mom. 
    The young child’s daily alarm clock was the piercing
squeals of his little siblings, hollow with hunger. Even
at the tender age of 9, he already knew how tough life
was. He had seen one of his siblings die already from
cholera. 
    He stumbled each morning from his hard, wooden
table that served as his bed and onto the hard, dirt-
packed floor. All around him, similar scenes were
taking place in homes jam-packed right next door to
his, stacked haphazardly and in ruin, walls and roofs
barely still standing. They stretched on for miles and
miles, the roads snaking past crocodile-infested
waterways, living cheek to jowl. When tourists passed
by this spot, usually by complete accident, their first
impression was that if even one little home collapsed,
then like a Jenga tower the whole entire complex would
go down. But they never did. By some miracle, it
stood. 
    Manny would soon discover, though, that this was
by far the only miracle in the slums. Everything else
was dreary. Manny learned to fend for himself, to take
nothing for granted. Life was about survival. His
childhood passed in a blink of an eye, his mind forced
to adapt to the tough circumstances. In an environment
like this, the weak are weeded out early on. 
    Manny alternated walking and running to school,
capable of both. He could carry 40 pounds of weight
when he only weighed about 100. He had sinewy
muscles, extraordinary endurance, and didn’t even take
notice of them. All his slum classmates were built the
same. The harsh, unforgiving slum had molded all of
their clay the same way. At least that’s the way Manny
saw it. From his classmate’s point of view, however,
Manny was unique. His will to live, smoldered in his 
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eyes. A defiant fire. One look at them eyes and you can
tell this is someone who you do not want to mess with.
His classmates gave him a wide, wide berth. 
    Sometimes, Manny would come home from a tough
day of school with nothing in his stomach and find that
his evening dinner was hot water. Here, there wasn’t
room for empathy or anything like that. The basic
desire to see the sunrise tomorrow was the North Star,
this young man’s guiding light. Manny’s iron spirit
refused to cave in. He soldiered on. He drank the hot
water. By the time Manny was 12, he was functioning
as an independent man. He depended on his mom only
for basic necessities. If he were to be thrown out onto
the streets, he would probably manage to eke out a
living. 
    His mom came to the same conclusion. One fateful
day, she explained to her eldest about their living
situation - 5 kids that she had to single-handedly feed
each day with a slim, slim paycheck. She couldn’t bear
losing another one to the iron claws of death. She knew
that he was practically a grown man. The streets, he
could manage. But if he stayed, one of his siblings
would certainly die. Saying this last part tearfully, she
had no choice but to boot him, ending with how proud
she was of him. Shocked, Manny just sat there. His
brain certainly could understand the logic, but his heart
and soul couldn’t. He looked out the window and right
just then saw a man slumped against a wall, half-
sleeping, his gray eyes defeated and staring off into
space. The streets had beaten him in submission. The
sight aroused his fighting spirit. He mustered his
courage and accepted. With one last sorrowful glance
backward, Manny walked out the door for the last time. 
    I can’t imagine how hard the first few hours, days,
weeks, months were for Manny. The stuff of his 5-
year-old nightmares had come true. Functioning on
autopilot he wandered the streets, scavenging, relying
on his razor-sharp instincts. Occasionally a tough guy
would come and try and mug him, thinking that this
boy was a painfully easy target, and it was then - and
only then - that Manny arose from his torpor. Fighting,
kicking, scratching, all of it. The 12-year-old skinny
 



oy rose victorious from the ashes every time. The
mugger would flee, ashamed and abashed. Then, after
the adrenaline wore off, he would subside back into
melancholy. One cold winter day, Manny was moping
around his old home, hoping to catch a glimpse of his
mom. The man in him refused to acknowledge it, but
he still held a sentimental streak. He had thought the
streets had beaten it out of him, on that day for some
reason, it had resurfaced. Waiting for hours in the
biting wind, with only a stolen scarf to protect him,
Manny huddled and endured. Nothing. On the verge of
giving up, he turned back and in his peripheral vision
caught sight of a heavy-set man with stubble on his
cheeks and the same fire-eyes that set Manny apart. 
    Manny caught his breath. Uncle? 
    Uncle drew closer. Manny squinted. It was indeed
Uncle. After so much time away, Manny was hesitant
to draw closer. Did this man know that his sister had
left her favorite nephew for the dogs? Would he even
recognize Manny? 
    But there was something else. His time on the streets
had taught him to trust his gut instincts, and right now
his instincts were telling him his uncle was dangerous.
Something flashed; it was a dagger that he was
gripping so tightly that the knuckles on his hand had
turned white. A quick sweep of the eyes told him that
his uncle was loaded. The bulge in his trouser pocket
was a handgun. 
    At that moment, any longing for his family that had
lingered in his heart vanished. Turning his back,
Manny headed down the street at a leisurely pace,
making sure to not draw suspicion. From that day on,
his family was no longer a part of his internal
monologue. He had left his boyhood behind on that
lonely slum street. Maybe, hopefully the wind had
seized it and thrown it far, far away. A new Manny
emerged. This Manny didn’t have an ounce of self-pity
or any time for self-reflection. His clay was finally
molded. 
    He grew to like his tussles with the would-be
assaulters, relishing the sweet feeling of victory
afterward. He didn’t really like the actual fighting. It
was all a blur to him. Quick and light on his feet, his
hands like lightning, his endurance from earlier days
serving him great use. Of course, Manny lost
sometimes. If all the experience on the streets had
taught him one lesson, it would be that life is not fair.
People don’t fight fair. 
    About a year after the Uncle encounter, Manny was 

dreaming of the man who terrified him. A flashback, to
when he was 11 and still had a home. Uncle had come
over with a punching bag and introduced the boy to
boxing. He told Manny that he thought he would be a
natural. Manny didn’t know what that meant, but what
he did know is that he liked the feeling of punching
something. It was a way of self-expression, to vent all
his feelings and channel his fire into whacking the crap
out of something. Afterward, he was sad when Uncle
left. 
    Now, Manny was 13 and on the streets, bound by
nothing. His dreams of Uncle and his punching bag
haunted him, waking him up in the dead of night, cold
sweat on his forehead. Most dreams evaporated by
morning, but this one stayed over and over again, like
that stubborn raindrop that just won’t slide off to
oblivion by the wiper, hanging on to the glass. 
 Strolling on the streets, suddenly he was seized by a
sudden urge to look to the left of him. Perhaps God
took pity on him. What he saw was a park - a public
park. Where he could do what he wanted. He could
box. 
    As if in a trance, he darted across the road and into
the park. He flew across the grass until he reached a
particular tree, the one he had been searching for. This
tree had a leaf-covered stick hanging from a branch way
above, dropping to a height perfect for punching. A
miracle. Manny couldn’t believe himself. Luck had
finally blessed him for the first time in his short life.
About time, his tougher, uglier side growled. 
    He punched it once, experimentally. It was just like
Uncle’s old punching bag. A few more times. A lull
settled over him. The fire leaped up, wild and free and
untamed. His hands darted in and out. The innocent
stick in front of him transformed into all his street
opponents, taunting and sizing him up. Gradually, this
lost, 13-year old man-boy lost himself in the perfect
storm. 
    Boxing was just a convenient way to release all the
bottled-up sea of emotions inside me, he reflected that
night, curled up in his makeshift shelter. I can’t possibly
hope to tame the ocean, but I can channel it. 
    As Manny got better and better at boxing, he decided
to enter into his first boxing competition. Just a taste of
how other people are, he thought as he filled out the
sign-up sheet. He was 14 now, and boxing had made
him stronger. Tougher. The fire-eyes smoldered
constantly now. 
    His first match in the ring. He’d just bought brand-
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new boxing gloves. He looked at his opponent. A
smooth fighter that moved around fluidly in his warm-
ups. Like a snake. Snake guy looked at Manny and his
fire-eyes. The first round began. They both stepped
onto the sweat-soaked mat. Snake guy snaked around.
For a second, he was still - but that was all it took.
Manny visualized the stick at the magic tree, and
without even thinking lashed out in a flurry of punches.
He socked the guy right in the jaw. To the Snake’s
everlasting credit, he didn’t waver or buckle. He
quickly moved away, but when he stopped to take a
rest Manny was on him again. The few people
watching cheered. 
    Manny’s heart wasn’t even in the ring. All his pent-
up feelings rushed out of him like lava flowing out of a
volcano. You can’t stop an avalanche from tumbling
down the peak or a tsunami from scything down a city.
His will to live came to the fore. Poor Snake-dude
didn’t even have a chance. 
    Actually, neither did the rest of Manny’s other
opponents. By the end of the day, he had a shiny new
trophy, a pocket full of money and a new nickname:
“Pacman”. Personally, I would’ve gone with “Manny
the Monster of Manila,” but it’s Manny’s choice I
guess. 
    The whole entire city of General Santos didn’t have
a prayer against this poor slum boy with the fire-eyes
and defiant spirit. Pacman single-handedly fought his
way out of General Santos and into the fastest-growing
city in the world, Manila, and within a few years out of
the Philippines and into the world. The rest is history.
As a man, his legendary spirit never wavered or
buckled. He wanted to play basketball, so he did. He
wanted to become a Senator, so he did. As a boxer, he
is the only man in history to hold world championship
titles across three decades, from the 1990s to 2022. 
 Maybe he’ll venture out into space one day, and the
odyssey will be complete. From a slum to space. 
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Why do You fight?
Why do You keep Your head 
held high 
while You could 
look 
 down 
and take in the 
destruction 
and pain 
before you 
Do You have no shame
     no remorse
     no love
for the things 
in Your wake?

I know You do 
Because I’ve seen it 
I’ve seen it in forms of 
    Obama 
      Mandela 
 Butler 
      Parks 
                                 Beauvoir
      hooks 
                        Truth 
Tubman
                 King Jr.
                         Wells 
       Lorde 
       Wollsonecraft 

But to You 
Humanity 
becomes a Weakness 
Because why would people Worship something 
Just 
 Like 
 Them?
Why would anyone care for a God 
Who 
 They 

 Don't 
 Fear?
Aries 
Get over yourself 
There has never been a need 
To teach people Fear 
Get down from Your 
High 
High 
High 
pedistol
and realize 
that no matter 
what 
 War 
 You 
 Fight 
everyone in it 
is as 
 Human 
as You 
Every aspect of their lives 
filling the voids You can’t 
 Their Love 
 Their Friends 
 Their Home 
 Their Voice 
 Their Peace 
 Their Wants 
Running their lives 
Letting them hope to get by 
While You Sit 
And Ponder 
The best one of them to Kill 
To give yourself 
The Illusion of Power 

So 
Aries 
Stop being a God 
Be something 
That doesn’t need 
Pretending 
End This Cycle 
So we 
Can all just 
Be 

ARIES
By NAIMA DEGE



    Zane  awoke to  f ind  a  f rog  s i t t ing  on  h is  beds ide  table .  I t  was  watching h im in tent ly,
wai t ing  to  see  h is  reac t ion  and whether  h is  reac t ion  would  necess i ta te  a  f rant ic  escape
on the  f rogs '  par t .  Glancing over  a t  h is  c lock Zane  saw tha t  i t  was  8 :27am on May 2nd.
He le t  h is  head fa l l  back to  the  p i l low and lay  there  for  another  30  seconds .  He knew
he did  not  have  much t ime to  ge t  to  work  and shouldn’t  le t  h imsel f  fa l l  back as leep  but
the  idea  of  an  ext ra  minute  of  rest  was  dangerous ly  ent ic ing .  He roused h imsel f  and
managed to  s lowly  ext r ica te  h is  person f rom bed.  The  f rog  remained where  i t  had
been,  sh i f t ing  i t s  head to  fo l low as  Zane  searched for  f resh  c lo thes .  Zane  t r ied  to
watch  the  f rog  out  of  the  cor ner  of  h is  eye  as  he  pul led  on  a  f resh  pa i r  of  jeans .  The
frog had vanished f rom his  beds ide  table  and was  now perched on h is  desk .  He had not
seen the  f rog  move nor  had the  f rog  crea ted  an  audible  noise  or  a i r  cur rent  in  th is
jour ney.
    Never the less  the  f rog  had moved.  Zane ,  now ful ly  dressed ,  opened h is  door  and
exi ted  h is  room.  He walked down the  ha l lway toward  h is  l iv ing  room window.  The
windowsi l l  conta ined a  number  of  cac t i .  Zane  had found h imsel f  incapable  of  car ing
for  most  p lants  but  cac t i  were  res i l ien t  and he  found them to  be  qui te  beaut i fu l .  The
frog had appeared  on the  far  le f t  s ide  of  h is  windowsi l l .  Zane  gave  the  f rog  a  nod of
acknowledgement .  The  f rog  remained unmoving watching h im in tent ly  but  no  longer
wi th  any sense  of  assess ing  the  poss ib i l i ty  of  necessar y  reac t ion .  Zane  decided to  ge t
some f resh  a i r  and made h is  way to  h is  f ront  door.  He walked in to  the  mudroom,
s l ipped h is  shoes  on ,  unlocked the  deadbol t  and t r ied  to  open the  door.  The  door
handle  d id  not  tur n  an  inch .  He double  checked tha t  i t  was  unlocked and t r ied  to  twist
i t  again  but  i t  s t i l l  d id  not  budge.  Zane  tur ned around only  to  f ind  the  ent rance  he  had
come in to  the  mudroom through was  now a  wal l  of  car pet  which  he  soon rea l ized  he
had been laying on top  of .
    Zane  opened h is  eyes  and woke up.  The  car pet  was  the  one  which  ador ned the  f loor
of  h is  room.  The car pet  had  come perhaps  f rom one  of  h is  re la t ives ,  one  of  those  g i f t s
tha t  ser ves  both  as  a  present  and as  a  method of  d isposal  of  a  no  longer  wanted  i tem.
The pat ter ns  on  the  car pet  were  qui te  complex and were  qui te  good to  fo l low as  the
mind wandered .  Overlapping c i rc les  wi th  charac ters  of  odd shapes  in  be tween in
shades  of  red ,  brown and tan .  However,  despi te  i t s  s l ight  appearance  the  car pet  was
not  ver y  comfor table  to  lay  on .  Zane  ro l led  over  onto  h is  stomach in  order  to  stand up
and came face  to  face  wi th  the  f rog .  I t s  la rge  eyes  stared  d i rec t ly  in to  h is  and fo l lowed
him as  he  s lowly  got  to  h is  fee t .  Zane  rea l ized  tha t  he  had fa l len  back as leep  in  the
c lo thes  he  had changed in to .  He sa t  on  h is  bed  a l lowing h is  b lear y  eyes  to  remain
unfocused.  He g lanced a t  h is  c lock and see ing  tha t  i t  was  8 :23  am he  had seven
minutes  before  he  needed to  ge t  up  for  work .  He b l inked and looked a t  the  c lock again .
I t  read  8 :23am May 2nd.  He thought  noth ing of  th is .  He must  have  misread  the  c lock
the  f i r st  t ime,  see ing  8 :07  or  8 :17  as  8 :27 .  He walked through his  l iv ing  room,
xxxxxxx 
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grabbed h is  backpack,  s l ipped h is  shoes  on ,  opened h is  door  and stepped outs ide .  I t   
was  a  p leasant  tempera ture  wi th  just  enough c loud coverage  to  provide  occas ional
shel ter  f rom di rec t  sunl ight  but  not  so  much tha t  i t  boded ra in  wi th in  the  next  few
days .  His  dr ive  seemed to  be  taking less  t ime than usual .  The  roads  he  took in to
town were  sur rounded by forest  on  e i ther  s ide  for  the  f i r st  10  or  so  minutes
but  he  could  have  swor n i t  had  not  been two minutes  before  he  was  dr iv ing
alongside  the  r iver  tha t  accompanied  h im for  the  middle  st re tch  of  h is  jour ney.  The
frog on the  r ight  s ide  of  h is  dash  seemed to  be  enjoying the  v iew.  Zane  had found
the  route  qui te  scenic  for  the  f i r st  2  months  or  so  he  had been dr iv ing  i t  but  had
got ten  somewhat  sta le  7  months  in .  On some level  he  knew tha t  i t  was  beaut i fu l ,
and tha t  he  should  apprec ia te  i t s  beauty,  but  he  could  not  qui te  br ing  h imsel f  to
enjoy i t .
    I t  had  been some t ime s ince  Zane  had rea l ly  enjoyed much about  h is  l i fe .  His
work whi le  not  phys ica l ly  st renuous  or  par t icularly  st ressfu l  had  a  dul l  be ige  fee l .
Nothing was  tha t  d i f f icul t ,   noth ing was  tha t  press ing ,  noth ing fe l t  l ike  i t  was
hugely  impor tant .  His  employment  of f ic ia l ly  was  as  a  da ta  ent r y  worker  but  rea l ly
th is  enta i led  f i l l ing  in  numbers ,  names ,  addresses  in to  onl ine  f i les  and double
checking tha t  such infor mat ion  was  cor rec t .  I t  f requented  the  top  resul t s
of  a  google  search  of  ‘most  bor ing  of f ice  jobs .’  One task  needed to  be  comple ted  to
make i t  poss ib le  for  another  task  to  be  comple ted .  But  someone needed to  comple te
the  tasks  and cur rent ly,  for  be t te r  or  worse ,  tha t  someone was  Zane .
    Zane  walked to  h is  cubic le  and sa t  down a t  h is  desk ,  opened h is  computer  and
star ted  working.  Hours  went  by,  droning on s lowly,  sounds  of  typing and
occas ional ly  a  d istant  mur mur  of  conversa t ion  Somewhere  a long the  way he  a te  the
banana  and apple  tha t  had  been in  h is  backpack.  The  f rog  per iodica l ly  would  appear
and vanish  f rom his  desk .  He ignored  i t  and kept  on  wi th  h is  work ,  i t  was  a l l  too
easy  to  ignore  i t  and daydream.
    Zane  rea l ized  he  had missed  h is  tur n  in to  town and was  st i l l  dr iv ing  a long the
lake .  He saw another  r ight  tur n  coming up and t r ied  to  s low down so  he  could  pul l
of f  and tur n  around but  the  brake  pedal  wouldn ' t  move.  S lowly  star t ing  to  panic ,
Zane  found the  car  was  unable  to  s low down,  fee l ing  just  out  of  h is  cont ro l .  His
hands  which  he  thought  should  be  f rant ica l ly  g rasping the  steer ing  wheel  st i l l
seemed loose  and h is  a t tempts  to  break  cont inued to  be  fu t i le .  The  car  sta r ted
dr i f t ing  to  the  r ight  toward  the  steep  decl ine  of  the  edge  of  the  road.  In  hor ror  he
watche  h is  car  approach a  bend in  the  road and go st ra ight  through the  ra i l ing .
Ever yth ing fe l t  l ike  i t  s lowed down as  he  soared  through the  a i r,  the  car  beginning
to  t i l t  and ro ta te  ups ide  down in  the  a i r. . .
    Thump.  Zane ' s  head had s l id  of f  h is  hand and down his  a r m and had just  h i t  h is
desk .  Star t led  he  jo l ted  h is  head up looking around he  saw the  fami l ia r  g ray  of  h is
cubic le  wal ls .  The  f rog  was  perched on h is  moni tor,  safe ly  out  of  range  of  any
precar ious ly  tumbl ing  ext remi t ies  of  any heavy eyed humans .  Zane  decided to  ge t
some water,  s tood up,  st re tched for  a  moment  then  exi ted  h is  cubic le  in to  a  jungle .
The t rees  were  towered over  h im,  and there  was  an  abundance  of  noise ,  more  than
ambiance ,  enough tha t  he  could  have  stood and l i stened happi ly  for  hours .  However
he  not iced  a  la rge  shape  moving towards  h im though.  He managed to  reac t  just  in
t ime to  ge t  out  of  the  way of  the  charging g i raf fe  tha t  was  approaching h im a t  a
speed which  rendered  col l i s ions  incompat ib le  wi th  human l i fe .  The  g i raf fe  crashed
into  the  h ippopotamus tha t  had  been only  a  few fee t  behind h im.  The two animals   
xxxxxx



began to  c lash ,  the  h ippo a t tacking the  g i raf fe ' s  legs  whi le  the  g i raf fe  t r ied  to
crea te  d istance  for  another  charging col l i s ion .  Zane  watched and was  amused as  the
two behemoths  mor phed in to  a  g iant  dragonf ly  and a  moth ,  tak ing the i r  ba t t le  to
the  a i r,  the i r  wings  crea t ing  huge  cur rents  tha t  whipped against  h is  face .  The  t rees
around had shi f ted  in to  a  ra inbow of  sa tura ted  colors ,  p ink ,  orange ,  ye l low,
br ight  b lue .  The  leaves  had subsequent ly  begun to  sh i f t  and mel t  in to  c louds  tha t
began r i s ing  to  fo l low the  insec ts '  ba t t le .  Zane  soared  in to  the  sky on a  c loud
f inding h imsel f  f ly ing  wi th  enor mous  winged crea tures-  b i rd- l ike  apar t  f rom the i r
enor mous  e laphant ine  ears  and the  three  t r unks  tha t  sprouted  f rom under  the i r
beaks .  One of  the  crea tures  had jo ined the  ba t t le  of  the  moth  and the  dragonf ly,
caus ing  the  for mer  adversar ies  to  jo in  forces  against  th is  new foe .  Zane  fe l t  the
backdrop of  the  sky s lowly  beginning to  fade  as  h is  c loud mount  became moist  and
per meable .  He was  suddenly  under water,  in  a  cora l  reef ,  a  beaut i fu l  s ight  which
was  qui te  spoi led  by  the  fee l ing  of  water  enter ing  h is  lungs .  He f rant ica l ly  swam to
the  sur face ,  where  he  saw a  g roup of  sea  tur t les  headed towards  h im.  The tur t les
seemed to  be  moving a t  reasonable  speeds  so  Zane  wai ted  as  they  approached h im.
On top  of  one  tur t le  he  saw a  s i lhouet te  tha t  appeared  to  be  human.  He wai ted  as
they approached.  The  sun had begun to  se t  on  the  hor izon of  the  beach he  now
found himsel f  standing on,  but  the  s i lhouet te  was  now r ight  next  to  h im.  Zane
found himsel f  ent ranced wi th  the  f igure .  Twi l ight  made i t  d i f f icul t  for  h im to  make
out  any exact  fea tures ,  but  for  some reason he  found h imsel f  pul led  towards  i t .  As
the  f igure  tur ned as  i f  to  leave  Zane ,  t r y ing  to  shout  but  managing only  a  whisper
sa id  “wai t .”
The f igure  tur ned i t s  head.  I t  looked a t  Zane ,  cur ious ,  as  i f  i t  had  only  now begun
to  cons ider  the  poss ib i l i ty  tha t  the  crea ture  i t  beheld  could  be  of  some in terest .
“Why?” the  f igure  sa id .  The  low voice  was  smooth  and car r ied  a  cer ta in ty  wi th  i t
as  i f  there  was  no  poss ib le  answer  Zane  could  g ive  tha t  she  had not  cons idered
al ready.
Zane thought .  He t r ied  to  come up wi th  an  answer  but  found h imsel f  dumbst r uck.
Why? Why should  she  wai t  to  ta lk  to  h im? What  was  the  va lue  tha t  he  possessed ,
the  ins ight ,  the  perspect ive ,  the  u t i l i ty  he  could  perhaps  provide  to  make i t  wor th
her  t ime to  stand there  and ta lk  to  h im.  Why should  she  even wai t  for  h im to  st r ing
a  coherent  thought  together  out  of  h is  tangled  t ra in  of  thought .  Panic  began to
ensue ,  he  was  r unning out  of  t ime,  he  st i l l  couldn ' t  f ind  the  words ,  he  st r uggled  to
t r y  to  st r ing  a  sentence  together,  but  bare ly  could  make two words  st ick ,  and he
knew i t  was  a lmost  too  la te ,  tha t  the  sands  were  s l ipping through the  hourglass  just
s l ight ly  to  fast  for  h im to  ca tch  up  to  and by the  t ime the  words  le f t  h is  mouth  she
would  be  gone-

“Just  b loody ta lk  to  her  a l ready mate”  sa id  the  f rog .  Zane  was  shocked back in to
focus .  The  presence  of  the  f rog  had been unsur pr is ing  to  Zane .  The  f rog  i t se l f  was
a  st ranger  to  h im but  the  concept  of  the  f rog ' s  presence  was  an  establ i shed
phenomenon.  Zane  would  not  inf requent ly  be  v is i ted  by  such ent i t ies .  But  none  had
ever  spoken to  h im yet .  Zane  reminded h imsel f  tha t  th is  was  just  a  dream and not
the  ac tua l ly  f rog  he  had been v is i ted  by

“Once you star t  ge t t ing  fo l lowed by f rogs  you ser ious ly  need to  cons ider  the
poss ib i l i ty  tha t  you were  never  awake in  the  f i r st  p lace”  The f rog  sa id  as  i f  reading
xxx 
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Zane 's  mind.  Why was  the  f rog  ta lk ing .  How was  the  f rog  ta lk ing .  Why was  the  f rog
speaking to  h im in  what  was  now c learly  an  Aust ra l ian  accent?  How could  the  f rog
know what  he  was  th inking how-
    “Yea I  am reading your  b loody mind mate  so  chi l l  out  wi th  a l l  the  panic  and
int rospect ion  and go ta lk  to  the  lady a l ready”
    “But  what  do  I  say?”  Zane  asked the  f rog
    “ I t  doesn’t  b loody mat ter  what  you say  mate  as  long as  you go and say  i t  to  her”
The Frog repl ied .
    Zane  tur ned and looked but  the  f igure  suddenly  seemed far ther  away,  he  broke
in to  a  spr in t  f inding unusual ly  g rea t  speed in  h is  legs  chas ing  af ter  her,  through the
hal lways  of  h is  of f ice ,  through cor r idors  of  commercia l  shopping centers ,  through
enor mous  meta l  p lay  st r uc tures  tha t  had  been sca led  up  to  fu l l  adul t  s ize ,  over  a
r ickety  wooden br idge  and f ina l ly  a t  the  edge  of  a  water fa l l  he  caught  up  wi th  her.
She  tur ned to  h im expectant ly
    “Wel l?”
    “How do you fee l  about  cac t i?”  sa id  Zane
    “ I  can’t  say  I 'm rea l ly  a  fan ,  but  I  could  be  convinced”  repl ied  the  woman
    “Come f ind  me”
    Zane  woke up.
    He g lanced a t  the  c lock.  I t  read  7 :59  on May 2nd.
    He g lanced around his  room.  The f rog ,  as  he  had suspected ,  was  nowhere  to  be
found.
    Zane  got  dressed ,  checked on h is  cac t i ,  walked out  the  door,  and saw the  f rog
s i t t ing  on  h is  f ront  door  step .
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    As  I  sa t  a t  the  counter  of  the  hole- in- the-wal l  bar,  I  contempla ted  the
impl ica t ions  of  my move to  the  c i ty.
    I  had  ra t ional ized  th is  move by ins ist ing  tha t  I  needed a  new star t .  My
ambi t ions ,  which  a t  f i r st  seemed to  be  wel l -conta ined by the  constant
echo of  be  g ra tefu l  for  what  you have ,  now seemed eager  to  leak  out  of
the  f r inges  of  my hometown.  The c i ty  seemed a  logica l  p lace  to  channel
th is  a forement ioned des i re—dreams were  sa id  to  be  made wi th in  the
s leepless  ne tworks  of  the  f ive  boroughs .  I  wanted  these  dreams rea l ized .  I
a lso  wanted  more  brea th ing  space .
    I  had ,  in  ac tua l i ty,  downsized .  My new apar tment  was  an  eyesore ,
poorly  decora ted  wi th  repur posed farewel l  g i f t s  and p ic tures  of  who I ’d
lef t  behind.  The  bath tub  reeked of  mi ldew;  the  faucet’s  jo in ts  c reaked a t
ever y  use .  I t  was  not  a  p lace  you could  br ing  lovers  back to ,  or  one  tha t
chi ldren  could  r un  amok in ,  or  even a  p lace  you could ,  wi th  g rea t
adora t ion ,  ca l l  home.  But  i t  was  a  home in  i t s  own sense  of  the  word ,  and
I  enjoyed brea th ing  in  i t  wi thout  wonder ing  which  neighbor  was  watching
the  muscles  in  my neck cont rac t .
    Even st i l l ,  i t  fe l t  pa the t ic  to  s i t  in  on  such a  l ive ly  n ight .  Thus  expla ins
my t r ip  to  the  bar,  where  I  ordered  mysel f  a  c lub  soda  and s ipped i t
g ingerly.  I  people-watched as  I  d id  so .  Wasted  g i rl s  he ld  to  the i r
boyfr iends  l ike  drowners  to  a  buoy.  Investment  bankers  tapped the i r
p la t inum cards  to  the  pay ter minal  wi thout  g lancing a t  the  to ta l .  Men
looked my way,  smi led ,  and looked back.  I  wondered  i f  any of  them were
as  new to  the  c i ty  as  I  was ,  and I  wondered  i f  any would  take  a  l ik ing  to
me and jo in  me a t  the  counter.
    I t  was  a  hard  no  on both  accounts .  Most  were  able  to  g ree t  the
bar tenders  by  name,  or  a t  least  look a t  them wi th  af fec t ionate
recogni t ion .  When they had the i r  beer  or  mar t in i  or  r um in  hand—thei r
usual—they dr i f ted  f rom the  bar  back to  the i r  g roups .  There  was  no  room
in the i r  n ight  for  a  woman of  smal l  sta ture ,  no  le f tover  exci tement  af ter
consuming i t  in  l iquid  for m.  I t  was  as  i f  they  for med the  loc i  of
impenet rable  c i rc les .
    And so  I  sa t  unaccompanied ,  the  cold  g lass  of  soda  br inging the
sensa t ion  to  my hands  tha t  I  o ther wise  lacked.  I  was  pa thet ic ,  and a lone ,
and fu l l  of  poss ib i l i ty.

EDownsizing
By ZADIE WANG
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prot r uding procrea t ion
reaped f rom a  womb
unsung of  her  woes  
defaced of  her  g lor y

vices  le f t  in  obscur i ty
lest  her  f ie r y  temple  be  d ivulged 
sca the  lands  of  tur p i tude
awaken what’s  gent le

to  her  hear t  we anchor
yet  abandon our  so i led  achievements
for  what  i s  the  empire
wi thout  the  hand tha t  ra ised  i t

temper  the  t ide
as  i t  r i ses  
to  b lanket  her  vast  
queendom of  many splendors
consuming i t se l f  
in  f lames  of  sp i te

yet  she  stands  a top  
the  bur ning threshold
bear ing  galaxies  
and in  her  wake she  i s  unseen

she  
who bends  darkness  in to  radia t ing  l ineage
she  
who curbs  stor ms in to  s i lence
she
we must  unfe t te r
and watch  the  world  she  b i r ths
bloom beneath  her  gaze

not  i s  she  of  the  world
world  i s  she
upon her  f reedom
br ing what  may be
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Learning Makes Connection3rd
SHORT STORY

    Mar t in  was  qui te  the  br ight  person.  He knew how to  do  long d iv is ion  problems in
hishead,  he  was  the  champion of  the  school  spe l l ing  bee ,  he  was  one  of  the  top  chess
players  in  h is  home sta te .  One day,  he  was  about  to  go  on  vacat ion  to  I ta ly  wi th  h is
fami ly.  They had ever yth ing prepared .  The  i t inerar y  was  p lanned,  the  f l ight  was
booked wi th  noth ing to  de lay  i t ,  a l l  the  essent ia ls  were  packed,  a l l  the  st ree ts  were
f igured  out .  The  fami ly  thought  tha t  they  were  good to  go .  One th ing ,  however,  was
not  prepared  on pur pose-  the i r  sk i l l s  in  I ta l ian .  Why do we have  to  lear n  i t?  Are  we
real ly  going to  use  i t  long ter m? And what  a re  the  benef i t s?  I t’s  just  ex t ra  work
anyway.  They get  onto  the  p lane .  And soon,  they  would  reg re t  what  they  sa id  about
lear ning I ta l ian .  They would  ge t  in to  bar r iers  wi th  hote l  recept ionists ,  restaurant
employees ,  and cashiers .  They were  ge t t ing  in to  them lef t  and r ight .
    One day,  out  of  nowhere ,  the  fami ly  found a  tool  a t  a  tour ist  store  in  Rome:  a
t rans la tor.  I t  could  t rans la te  in to  Greek,  Mandar in ,  Japanese ,  Korean,  Fi l ip ino ,  many
other  languages- inc luding I ta l ian ,  the  most  impor tant  for  the i r  s i tua t ion .  Despera te  to
avoid  bar r iers ,  they  purchased i t .  Af ter  tha t  buy,  they  fe l t  unstoppable .  For  the  rest  of
the  t r ip ,  there  was  no  such th ing  as  a  bar r ier  for  them.  A couple  weeks  la ter,  the  t r ip
was  f in ished,  and the  fami ly  f lew back home to  Denver.
    On one  hand,  Mar t in  was  happy.  He had a lways  wanted  to  go  to  I ta ly,  and he
managed to  dodge a l l  the  bar r iers  wi th  t rans la tors .  But  a t  the  same t ime,  he  fe l t
something down in  the  p i t  of  h is  stomach.  He thought  of  something tha t  he  d idn’t
th ink  a  s ingle  b i t  about  before-  lear n ing a  language .  He rea l ized  tha t  he  was
monol ingual -  and could  only  communicate  wi th  only  just  over  one  b i l l ion  three
mil l ion  people  ( less  than  a  four th  of  the  world  popula t ion) ,  and the  number  of  na t ive
speakers  in  h is  language  fa l l s  shor t  to  not  only  Mandar in ,  but  Spanish  as  wel l .  He
rea l ized  tha t  he  a t tended a  mul t icul tura l  school  where  he  couldn’t  connect  to  anybody.
He rea l ized  tha t  he  was  a lways  vulnerable  to  bar r iers .  And the  t rans la tor?  Wel l ,  tha t
took away the  wholesomeness  of  speaking a  new language to  someone-  and i t  misses
out  on  lear ning about  the  people  tha t  speak i t -  the  prac t ices ,  the  r i tua ls ,  the  cul ture ,
the  customs.  And don’t  forget  about  the  cogni t ive  benef i t s .  Lear ning a  language  leads
to  h igher  test  scores ,  be t te r  focus .  I t  can  even open up for  more  job  oppor tuni t ies .
    Knowing about  a l l  of  th is ,  Mar t in  had a  longing urge-  day by day-  to  lear n  a  new
language.  Eventual ly,  he  couldn’t  not  do  i t .  He got  h imsel f  some study resources  and
star ted  lear ning I ta l ian .  I t  was  a  hard  and long jour ney,  but  he  eventual ly  got  to
st r inging bas ic  sentences  together-  to  communicat ing  wi th  o ther  people-  and
eventual ly,  he  was  able  to  break  through and reach f luency.  Mot iva ted ,  he  re tur ned to
I ta ly  to  study abroad in  col lege .  And boom- he  was  sur pr is ing  loca ls ,  he  was  having
f lu id  in terac t ions  wi th  I ta l ians ,  he  fe l t  shar per  ever yday,  he  could  re la te  to  the  people ,
he  fe l t  ex t remely  connected  and welcomed.  Things  he  d idn’t  fee l  much or  couldn’t
achieve  when he  went  the  f i r st  t ime wi th  h is  parents .  And when he  f lew back,  he  fe l t
xxxxxx

By LEE CHO

66



even more  accompl ished on th is  t r ip  than  ever  before .

    There  i s  one  th ing  tha t  ever yone can  take  f rom th is  stor y:  the  power  of  speaking
new languages .  Not  many people  understand the  power  of  lear n ing one-  and i t’s
t ime for  tha t  to  change.  Let’s  make yourse l f  more  access ib le  in  the  world  i f  you
aren’t  mul t i l ingual  ye t .  Think about  a  t ime when you had a  bar r ier  be tween
someone who couldn’t  speak the  same language  as  you and use  i t  as  fue l  to  ge t  you
to  lear n  a  language  ra ther  than  reca l l ing  i t  as  an  awkward moment .  Lear ning a
language  gets  you to  ta lk  wi th  more  people ,  he lp ing  you express  ideas  to  o thers .  I t
can  he lp  you lear n  about  d i f ferent  cul tures  and therefore  d i f ferent  people ;  a f te r  a l l ,
the  cul tures  you are  associa ted  wi th  are  one ,  two,  a  few out  of  many.  Drop the
t rans la tors ,  as  i t  takes  away f rom the  joy,  happiness ,  the  benef i t s ,  and the  ar t  of
lear ning a  new language.  I t  may be  a  long,  hard ,  rocky path ,  but  i f  the  mot iva t ion
is  kept  and one  keeps  going,  endur ing  the  st r uggles ,  they  wi l l  f ind  themselves  wi th
a  g i f t  one  should  be  proud to  rece ive-  re la t ing  and connect ing  to  d i f ferent  people  in
the  world .  There  are  e ight  b i l l ion  people  in  the  world ,  and only  knowing one
language-  and one  cul ture-  prevents  you f rom discover ing  the  wonders  of  o thers .
Ever yone says  tha t  a  world  where  ever yone i s  more  welcoming to  each o ther  i s  a
des i re .  I t’s  t ime to  make tha t  des i re  t r ue ,  and lear ning languages  and cul tures  of
di f ferent  people  can  get  us  to  do  just  tha t .
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As a  human socie ty,  we use  many resources .
We need them to  sur vive .
Things  l ike  energy,  and wood are  needed,  of  course ,
But  our  ecosystem can’t  thr ive .
Why can’t  i t?  Our  resources ,  you see ,
Hur t  the  envi ronment .
Our  needs  ta i lored  to  ever y  day l i fe ,  to  a  degree ,
Har m our  poor  ecosystem,  despi te
Our  resources  i t  has  lent .
For  energy,  we bur n  foss i l  fue ls .
Carbon d ioxide  dances  in  the  a i r.
They jo in  in to  the  g reenhouse  ef fec t ,
Heat ing  up our  ecosystem f rom here  to  there .
Habi ta ts  a re  be ing cut  through due  to  h ighways ,
So commuting by car  doesn’t  take  many days .
What  e lse  i s  be ing  cut?  People  ask ,
Our  prec ious  t rees ;  for  them,  the  sk ies  fee l  g ray.
Biodivers i ty  i s  dwindl ing
As our  world  loses  envi ronmenta l  res i l ience .
We used to  have  so  much forest  for  our  animals  to  thr ive .
What  has  even happened ever  s ince?
We have  done  too  much damage to  our
Prec ious  envi ronment  by  the  hour.
I t’s  hard  to  undo tha t  damage so  tha t  the
Skies  in  our  ecosystem show the  sun
Because  of  how much we have  done .
What  have  we done to  our  envi ronment  tha t  i s  now sour?
We need to  f ix  th is  so  again ,  our  ecosystem can
Reach back up to  the  top  of  the  tower.
We’ve  got  people  who are  t r y ing  to  take  th is  back,
Lucki ly  they  acknowledge th is  envi ronmenta l  c rack .
They have  got ten  r id  of  DDTs,  CFCs,  lead  f rom gas .
As  the  envi ronmenta l  bar r iers  we se t  up  we a t tempt  to  pass .
I t’s  not  only  up  to  those  c l imate  suppor ters ,  but  i t’s  a lso  up  to  ever yone to
Tr y  to  undo the  damage we’ve  done .
Let’s  swi tch  to  susta inable  energy,  ea t  less  meat ,  swi tch
To e lec t r ic  vehic les ,  and to  the  envi ronment
The benef i t s  a t  i t  we could  p i tch
To save  i t  f rom the  d i tch .
Let’s  save  the  envi ronment .  I t  has  g iven us  what  we need.
Al l  we have  to  do  i s  lessen  our  g reed.
We must  do  our  best  to  f ight  for  the  wel l -be ing of  our  p lanet ,
Af ter  a l l ,  i t’s  the  only  p lanet  tha t  l i fe  to  us  i t  has  sent .

Supporting Green Together
By LEE CHO
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After  the  summer’s  sun and fun  
After  the  autumn’s  fa l len  leaves  
The fo l lowing i s  what’s  dreaded
The Winter  season i s  here .

No more  l ight  and pre t ty  days
Grey g loom sweeps  the  st ree ts  
As  Jack  stea ls  a l l  of  our  sun rays .

The days  s lowly  shor ten
The Light  tha t  was  so  l ive ly,  
Soon becomes  l i fe less
For  the  darkness  i s  revived.

What  i s  your  favor i te  season?
“Summer,  I  love  to  swim!”
“Autumn,  I  love  the  colors!”
“Spr ing ,  I  love  the  f lowers!”

But  winter… 
“I t’s  too  d im!”
“I t’s  not  l ike  the  o thers!”
“I t  has  no  hours!”

What  a  te r r ib le  season…  But  Wai t !
There’s  so  much to  see ,
So much to  do  and be!
Bl ink  a  few t imes ,  and you’ l l  f ind
The t r ue  beauty  in  winter’s  sp i l led  tea .

Through the  hol idays ,  snowf lakes ,  
cozy f i res ,  and songs .  With  f r iends  and fami ly,
 there’s  love  a l l  a round.
I t’s  a  wonder fu l  t ime so  le t  i t  go!

A fee l ing  anew.  The magica l  season i s  f ina l ly  
here ,  so  welcome i t  through and through.

A Dark Season
By EL I  ASH

 UYAR
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