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Flower Child 

 
Tulips blossom from her skull 
And jasmine from her collarbones, 
Daisies glide down her mane 
But, 
Weeds grow in her veins. 
 
Hannah M. Thompson 
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A Second Glance 

 

Do you watch me too? 
I pass by you in the halls and watch the way your body moves. 
Can you dance? 
I see you with that girl and watch your eyes. 
Do you like me like that? 
I talk to you and watch your tongue slide behind your teeth. 
Do you talk to everyone this way? 
I glance at you while you eat and watch as a smile creeps on your face. 
Does my taste bring you the same joy? 
You hold my stare and watch as I smile back at you. 
Why do you never return the same expression or any expression at all? 
I spot you across the hall approaching me. 
Do you have tunnel vision as I come into focus? 
Sometimes I look away and hope you are watching me too, 
But deep down I wonder if I’m behind you 
And that’s why you only see me every once out of the blue? 
 
Sydney Swanson 
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Unfortunate Soul 

 
Madness triggered the wicked and devilish eye 
Destroyed and corrupted the reflections that flow 
My nights consist of a constant cry and my 
Soul slowly dissolved in infuriation and woe 
 
Happiness is out of the question 
Is my heart starting to loathe humanity? 
My tormented mentality focused on cruel intentions 
Desire to murder caused by insanity 
 
Heartless and misanthropic to the extremity 
With chaotic schemes to demolish our society 
Such sadistic thoughts for my utopian world needs psychiatry 
Frustration from everyone’s hypocrisy stimulates my never-ending animosity 
 
I’m forever immoral from beginning to end 
Filled with nothing but red, blue, green, and black 
With no one, not even the gods can comprehend 
Psychopathy is the only characteristic I will never lack 
 
Suicidal thoughts caused by depression and anxiety 
On my bathroom, I lay for an eternal slumber 
My will to survive slowly fades from reality 
Mind filled with curiosity, “How will it end?” I wonder 
 
Hiding from the shrieks and screams surrounding my head 
From the phantoms that shadows around my weakened body 
This lifelong haunting shall not continue I said 
Secrets and misery ready to explode...but I have nobody 
 
Love will never be an emotion I’ll possess 
Is there even a slight cure for my hatred? 
Just once I’d love to be as important as the rest 
Fantasies of foolishly wanting tenderness is buried and sacred 
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God, I’m desperately asking for your mercy 
Is it You that will guide me to a miraculous everlasting joy? 
Not even asking for plenty, but I suppose I’m not worthy 
Real suffering is what You enjoy because I’m your amusing toy 
 
I transformed into the demon lingering from the darkness 
Just gushing and oozing outside my fragile skin 
Wanting to offer me a deal that will remove all sadness 
Affection is what I thirst for, but He offered to get rid of my seven deadly sins 
 
“No more envy, sloth, wrath, and even gluttony 
One word and your prayers will finally be answered 
Will you sacrifice your soul and body? 
Hear these conditions.” And with a seal of a kiss, I hopelessly surrendered 
 
I let Him have me with one word from his viciously demonic voice, 
“Need happiness? This will assure you a lifetime of ecstasy and poise” 
Serious and convincing, his proposition left me with no choice 
Attention my fellow brothers and sisters, I’m finally rejoiced 
 
Surrounded with boundless tranquility and satisfaction 
With nothing but the beauty of nature implanted in my brain 
My only concern was, I still live in isolation but my 
Fears and nightmares vanished with the rain 
 
Sadly, I’m unable to get inspiration from this gentle mind 
I’m passionless from the contentment of the humankind 
Unfortunately I can no longer be poetic 
Forever without bitterness left me apathetic 
Brokenhearted by contemplating if this “happiness” was worth it. 
 
 
Angelika Cimene 
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Black and White Crime 
 
I dream of muted tones 
   and darkened grays, 
Where the only brightened color 
   is my ruby stained lips. 
Dark trees that loom 
    like my thoughts at night 
in the silence that wraps around me. 
 
I dream of screams so loud 
   nobody can hear them, 
prayers so desperate, 
   they're put on heaven's waiting list. 
Whispers so quiet, 
   that everybody knows 
the words that are being said. 
 
I dream of people so lonely, 
   they can only hear their solitary 
heart beat, 
   people so desperate for acceptance, 
that they're willing to kill 
   an innocent man for a kind word. 
People so wounded, 
   their scars are invisible. 
 
I dream of a darkness so deep, 
  it shines with importance and 
a strength so intense it consumes 
   the fear that surrounds it. 
 
Katie Bellman 
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Dissonance 

 

The bow wavers back and forth on the rosined violin strings. Calloused   
fingers caress the wooden neck; melodious sharps and flats fill the room.  
 
The violinist is alone, with only his instrument to accompany him. In his 
mind, notes lifted from the sheet music; lilting songs resonated from the 
sparsely furnished interior; the audience cheered; there was applause. 
 
He produces an abrupt, imperfect note. The applause stops.  
 

Christine Montemayor 
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Dear Dad, 
  
 It has been over a year since I’ve seen you. I’m a sophomore in high 
school, and I’m writing to let you know that I love you. Sometimes, I wish I 
would write you more often, but I never can find the words to express how much 
I miss you being here with us. I miss the days that we’d play cards with mom 
and I miss the days that you’d tell me stories from when you were a kid. I 
loved going on walks with you, and I wish that we could do that again. I   
remember when I was young, you had to watch us kids while Mom was away. Then 
you decided, rather than sit around like ducks at home, that we’d go to the 
Santa Monica Pier, or to an arcade to play games. 
 
Thank you for that. 
 
 Thank you for such a great childhood. I never knew about the secrets 
though. The alcohol, the eviction notices. I never understood the difference 
between living in a trailer or a house or an apartment. I was happy because I 
was loved. I never understood why you and mom had fought. You’d shout on and 
on for hours, and I remember one day, when it was all over, I had picked a 
flower and given it to you, Dad. I know you don’t remember, but I had said. 
“Give this to mom, and say you’re sorry.” You did exactly that. She looked 
at me knowingly and smiled. 
 
 I remember that day it happened, Dad. You know, the accident? I     
remember the call home, and I remember uncle Jack telling my mom to sit down. 
How could I have guessed it? 
 
 Would you have walked me down the isle when I was married? 
 
 Would you have watched me walk across stage in my blue cap and gown? 
 
 Would you have danced with me on my 16th birthday? 
 
 Would you have savored each sober moment with us? 
 
 Where would we be if you were? 
 
The first thing I wondered, Oh lord knows that I wondered. I lost sleep and 
cried, and ached, and felt my heart shattering and shattering, then crumbling 
and bleeding. Could this truly be goodbye? The grave stood still yet I knew 
that time never would be so patient. 
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Now I have two fathers who are in heaven. You and God. 
 
 Dad, I truly miss you, I have old letters that I wish I would have 
sent sooner. How could God say I’m sorry, and how could someone dare ever ask 
“How could they compensate.” 
 
 To hell with your murderer. God will avenge you, not my lawyers, and 
certainly not anyone on Earth. 
       Peace be with you, 
          
         Rose 
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No 

 
I will not be calm. 
I am a firecracker and the blazing sun. 
Radiant from far away, but dangerous up close. 
A force to be reckoned with. 
 
I am not cute. 
I am transcendent and ethereal. 
The true nature of my beauty cannot be comprehended. 
Do not call me cute. 
 
I am not your baby. 
I am a fully grown human being. 
My outfit is not an topic where your opinion is needed. 
Let me walk down the street in peace. 
 
I am not your girl. 
I am mine before I am anyone else's. 
 
Laraine Gonzalez 



 21 

 

Mariah Ellis 



 22 

 

Amanda Schore 



 23 

 

Glass halo 

 
All I want are white crippled 
Wings, 
Like all of the heroic angels.  
I want their shining halos, 
And their strong stares. 
But most of all, 
I want to love like an angel, 
With cold abandon, 
And not at all. 
 
Katie Bellman 
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Fading Friendship 

 
If only you knew 
It was a silly mistake 
How I counted the minutes 
And fought with the days 
I contemplate when I see you 
To say your name 
But often I look away 
Awaiting your call 
I linger in time 
But I know you moved on 
If only you knew 
How much I missed you 
Time short lasting 
And friendship fading 
 
HG 
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Battle for the gozo orb 

 
Near midnight in an eastern sector of the planet Gozoleia, two heroes track 
down the elusive artist of villainy known as the Magician. The rogue traveled 
in search of a power orb located within Gozoleia. The sub-zero climate and the 
myriad of snow blocks prove a challenging traverse for the navigating heroes. 
The hero in red and blue, known as Nebulo, and the hero with the digital gog-
gles and center-force ray known as Orbitus Xoom, bring their search to a tem-
porary stop with a realization. The eastern sector was known for the Space 
Block, a snow block which reached the layers of outer-space, and Nebulo de-
duced that the Magician may be at that location. Indeed he was. The Magician 
had found the pearly orb buried beneath the Space Block’s snow and patiently 
awaited the arrival of Nebulo and Orbitus.   
 
The duo arrived in an instant. The Magician quickly rose from the Space Block 
and faced Nebulo and Orbitus. A moment of tense idleness proceeded. The    
villain suddenly shot a dark magic ray towards Orbitus. The hero answered the 
ray with a blast from his center-force. Nebulo hastily prepared an orb-blast 
to attack his semi-vulnerable foe. Without hesitation, the Magician charged 
his dark magic in his right hand. Despite being outnumbered, the Magician 
could not resist taunting the heroes with his eerie smile. At that point, 
against the light of Gozoleia’s green moon, began the battle for the Gozo 
Orb.  

 

Jaime Olmos 

 

Note: This is an excerpt from a comic series. 
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Lovely heart breaker 

 
 
This aching feeling bubbles up in your gut and you tense up. You chew on your 
cheek and try to wait for it to pass, but this rage and exploding emotion  
refuses to be suppressed. You look up into his eyes before turning away. It 
hurts too much to look at him, to be so close. To know that you’ll only lose 
him in the end and you can’t let that happen. Not him. The weight on your 
feet suddenly feels heavier and you feel your face turning as red as a pepper 
and your eyes start to swell up. 
 
You start to walk away but you know, you already know. It’s not the end, but 
you can’t end it like this. Not the way you were about to reject him and rip 
his heart out. You needed another way out. 
 
You needed time to think. 
 
Before you had the chance to walk away, you felt a hard tug on your shoulder. 
You stopped and jerked it away. You didn’t want to face him like this. You 
couldn’t face him at all. You tried blinking away the tears.  
 
“Why me?” you’d think in your head, so loud with such repetitiveness that 
you weren’t even sure if you had really said it out loud or not. 
 
It was silent. You tried to walk away, but then he grabbed your wrist. 
 
“Please. You can’t leave it like this...” he’d say, and you knew he was 
right, but you didn’t know how else to end it. You couldn’t break his heart; 
you were already shattering your own. Your head was pounding and you tried to 
hold your breath and count. 
 
1...Maybe I should just...try... 
 
2...I’ll lose him for sure if I do. 
 
3...But what if I don’t lose him? 
 
4...Is it worth the risk? 
 
5...I’m stupid for ever even looking for love. 
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6...Just go rot in a hole and stop breaking people’s hearts to protect your  
 
own... 
 
7...Make him hate you...Then he won’t be upset...He’ll be glad. 
 
8...That was a stupid plan...but...maybe I should. 
 
9...God help me... 
 
10...Just let go of me...I can’t keep myself together anymore... 
 
You’d take a deep breath, but to him it would sound like an aggravated sigh. 
 
You’d relax your face and keep your tone even and hope to God that your 
voice won’t tremble when you speak. 
 
“I......”. You’d try to start, but the words in your mind were too diffi-
cult to say. It created a tight knot in your stomach and you clutched your 
hand in a fist and dug your nails into your palm. Your cheek was already 
bleeding and everything in your mind just wished you had another second to 
just think of the right words to help you. 
 
Instead, the frustration inside of you spills out into the phrase: 
 
“I don’t LOVE you.” 
 
You’d feel him grip your hand tighter, his voice was clearly shaken and 
hurt. 
 
“That’s a lie!!” he’d exclaim. A sudden sniffle would follow. 
 
The pinch in your chest got deeper and swallowed you whole. You couldn’t do 
it anymore. 
 
“For years...I’ve been with you, by your side, we both felt it.” He’d 
say, suddenly angry with you. It hurt. You just wanted to disappear in those    
moments. 
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“I KNOW YOU DID.” He’d say through clenched teeth. 
 
You felt something wet land on your hand. He was clearly crying too. But you  
couldn’t bring yourself to do it, to trust him. 
 
Every single man in your life had betrayed you; he couldn’t be any different. 
 
Jake, Tom, Henry, even your own father managed to abandon you. 
 
Thinking about them left a deeper pain in your chest. 
 
They left for other women, for drugs, even for suicide. You were never good enough, 
so how could you be now? 
 
You stared at the floor and ripped your hand out of his grip. 
 
“NO!! I CAN'T I WON'T” you'd say as sternly as possible. You can't let anyone in. 
Why did he have to try? Why did he have to ruin the bliss and emotionally    de-
tached relationship you had? 
 
Your legs feel so heavy you want to collapse...you can't love. You already  
know how relationships go, and you won't let it happen again; you're better than 
that. You have to stand on your own two feet. No shoulders to lean on, no  
one to trust. You're a lone wolf; that's just how you prefer to be. 
 
Of course he wouldn't understand. You never believed in fairy tales, in happy end-
ings, in true love. It was all a blatant lie and you couldn't bear the thought of 
trusting something so unrealistic. 
 
‘A relationship.' What does a title mean? A title is nothing...it's the entirety 
of the book that holds Value, the words on the pages, which you know for a fact 
don't have a happy ending. 
 
You try to move your legs but you can't. They fight you. You're not even sure if 
you're breathing. 
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“I'm sorry...” is the last thing you can manage before you haul yourself 
away. You couldn't turn back. It would hurt too much to see his face, his 
disrupted, his agonizing pain. You didn't dare to turn and see the tears in 
his eyes, the hollowing pain. 
 
 
You couldn't turn to see him because seeing him would have been like looking 
in a reflection of yourself, and God knows that you wouldn't be able to bear 
the sight of that. 
 
Jaclyn Kounce 
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Genevieve Asuro 
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Finn 

 

Prince, be proud and true 
For what lies within your heart 
Will soon ruin you 
 
Genevieve Asuro 
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Aphisil Suphunthuchat 
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My Body and Ignorance 

 
You’re seven years old. 
You wake up one day and you’re a bit sore. You think nothing of it. 
That night you have trouble sleeping so you seek comfort in your mother. 
Next thing you know, they say you’ve fainted and in a few hours you find yourself at 
the hospital. 
You’re told you need surgery. Your mother cries and you spend the night in the ER. 
They say you’ve recovered quite nicely and you go home two weeks later. 
You have trouble walking at night. You deny there’s something wrong. 
You find yourself at the hospital again and this time you’re told you have a rare 
disease. 
 
Every night you pray for your death, the only way to end the pain. You’re told it’s 
twice the pain of childbirth. Of course, you can’t process anything outside of what 
you’re feeling at the moment and you don’t realize this until a year later. 
You fight for your life and you win the battle. 
 
It’s taken a little over a year but you’re back to your normal self. 
They say it may come back but you pay no attention to it. 
For years you tell people your story and you’re told you’re strong. 
You begin to identify as your illness. 
 
Four years pass without incident. 
 
One day you wake up and you’re in pain. You ignore it and pretend it’ll go away. 
You stay in bed for a month, each day bringing worse pain than the last. 
One morning your sister looks at you and she cries. You find out half of your face is 
paralyzed and you cry too. Your mother finally takes you to the hospital. 
You spend New Year’s alone in a hospital room in Mexico. Outside there are fireworks 
– or gunshots - you really can’t tell. You go home the next day. 
 
A month later, you go to the same hospital you did when you were seven. They say they 
remember you, but you’re barely conscious. 
One day you wake up and you realize you’ve been in a haze for months illness making 
everything fuzzy around the edges. 
You’re told you’ve been misdiagnosed; they say it’s worse than they previously 
thought. 
They tell you you’re lucky to be alive. 
 
You think maybe it’d be better if you weren’t. 
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They tell you they think you’re depressed; you constantly deny it. 
 
You wake up some days and you think, “I know they’re right but I can’t be weak, I 
have to stay strong.” 
 
One day you realize you’re not your illnesses. You have them, but they do not define 
you. You tell yourself to be your own person, to tell your story, but don’t feel 
that that’s all you are. 
You realize it’s been your mother all along, the reason you deny and reason you  
fight. 
You do it because that’s what she made you think you have to do. 
You learned early on that you couldn’t cry in front of her; your weakness makes her 
angry. 
 
Except that’s not a weakness. You know it, but you have to continue to feel ashamed. 
You feel the need to prove yourself – not to the world, but to yourself. 
They all tell you you’re brilliant and you’re strong and you don’t need to feel 
like this. 
But what they don’t understand is that yes, you do, because you need to prove to 
yourself that you really are as brilliant as they say. You really are strong. 
You don’t take other people’s word for it because they have no say in who you are. 
You define yourself. Others’ perceptions of you mean nothing if you don’t feel that 
way about yourself too. 
 
Your life has been a bumpy road and the only positive outcome is that you’ve learned 
to think for yourself. You’re done attempting to follow “the norm” because the 
truth is you never were “normal”. 
 
Another four years have passed since your relapse and you haven’t gone in remission 
yet. 
These four years you’ve been in and out of the hospital, disease affecting almost 
every part of your body. 
You begin to realize that as much as you like to believe you’ve overcome anything, 
your illnesses are insurmountable. 
But you continue to tell yourself you’re getting better, because that’s the only 
way you can find the willpower to live on. 
Every day is a battle you fight with yourself and every day you learn to fight a bit 
less and love a bit more. Maybe you’ll never be the happy person you wish to be, but 
at least you try. 

 
Lesley Mendoza 
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Composed upon a Silver iPhone 

 

This poem in a rush composed for I 
Have procrastinated much however 
Little fear for Fortune's wheel is in my 
Heart because technology is so clever 
I must be sure only iambs exist 
And that each line has 5 iambs no more no less 
But this technology lets me persist  
Because proofreading is no more the best 
This poem will not have a misspelt bird 
And I can write it anywhere I go 
Technology has made the written word 
Quite absolutely obsolete and lo 
Many agree with me I'm not alone 
Today's a great age Sent from my iPhone  
 
Nicholas Falk 
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Plummeting 

 

Your words scorch of causticity, but your eyes 
Lambently beam temperance. You’ve saturated 
My mind and pigmented my skin: your lips 
Leaving tinges of color as striking as  
blood on white. I’m paralyzed by the  
Thought of vulnerability, yet I find 
Myself walking readily toward the 
Edge of the cliff. Up until now, I 
Thought of plummeting as a graceful  
Bundle of seconds that were bound 
To be inevitably accosted by the cusp  
Of ones life. Amiss; plummeting is  
Disintegrating into your arms. It’s  
Tangled limbs and velvet sounds. 
Plummeting is allowing the stillness 
To devour you; it’s ambling off 
The edge without hesitation. 
 

Rebecca Stern 
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Torched 

 
I’ve swallowed my anger, 
But now it is swimming in my chest 
Engulfing my heart in flames, 
Setting my lungs on fire,  
Burning my throat. 
     Fighting. 
 
Hannah M. Thompson 
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