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Editor’s Note
If you want to understand someone, peer into their heart. If you want a 
window into someone’s heart, read their writing. This message applies 
not only to the individual, but to whole communities and societies. 
Fiction holds the power to open hearts and change minds, even in times 
of polarization and uncertainty.

The pieces in this collection illustrate not only the astounding talent 
within our school, but they reflect the WRA community. The work 
presented is both relatable yet unimaginable, entertaining yet 
heartbreaking, beautiful yet jarring. Most importantly, these pieces are 
authentic.

Crafting this issue has been one of the highlights of my senior year, 
from nail-biting discussions over contest winners to clicking submit.

Broden helped me stay sane with his reminders that I did not need to do 
every task alone and his uncanny ability to vocalize my thoughts before 
I spoke. Beyond her stunning cover art, Jessica arrived at every 
meeting with a host of creative ideas. Alex spent what probably 
amounts to an unhealthy amount of time sketching more artwork for 
last-minute additions. Anna impressed me with her helpfulness, 
completely undaunted at the idea of working alongside an otherwise 
entirely senior staff. Lastly, the writers frequently surprised  me with 
their work. Just as I am proud of this issue, I am proud of all the people 
who made it possible. Thank you all for your hard work.

Thank you for reading and playing a part in this supportive artistic 
community. Please, enjoy!
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Wings
Alex Tang

She was growing wings.
Her back started to itch. She was not very heavy 

before all this and soon became light as feathers. She 
scratched and scratched at her shoulder blades until the 
skin tore and the tender wings budded.

He sat with her for hours on the roof, their feet 
dangling off the edge. The wings were young and soft 
and wet to the touch. Sunlight shone through the 
membrane, and he could see a golden pink pulsing 
through the delicate veins. 

He felt the veins becoming harder each day, almost 
ripening into a slender skeleton. She shuddered every 
time he touched them. He wondered what it felt like.

Spring came, and the wings unfurled themselves in 
the warm, fragrant wind. They took her away without 
much flapping. He ran after her, trying to grab her like a 
dog yapping at her ankles. Her legs felt bony as he 
yanked her down.

She began to stuff herself with hamburgers, fries, 
any cakes she could find. None of them weighed her 
down enough. 

She turned around, but he could not see her face hii
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through the wings anymore. He took her hand, and she 
floated towards him, away from the roof ledge.  

He dug deeper and deeper into her back, looking 
for the roots. She trembled in his embrace, tilting her 
head so far back the sun was blinding. He promised it’d 
be over soon as he tore the wings out from under her 
shoulder blades. Mucus dripped from his hands, and the 
air smelled sickly sweet. 

When he stepped back to look at her, she was 
heavy enough again, safely weighed down on the roof.

Her smile turned into puzzlement when she saw his 
eyes widen.

She was growing wings.
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10 Million and One
Hannah Ma

My parents don’t care for politics.
 “It’s too polarizing.” 
“The topics don’t affect us.” 

Then Russia invaded Ukraine. Nothing changed.
 “It’ll all be solved soon.” 
“There’s no way it’ll escalate to a world war.”

Until…

They wanted to buy a house.
How will this crisis affect the market?
Should we wait a year?
Should we buy it sooner? 

Over 10 million people leaving homes behind, yet my 
parents only care about their one.
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The Essence of Life
Annie Cui

When he was in third grade, my son Theo was 
tasked with the job of illustrating his family tree. We sat 
together at the dining table as he used the edge of his 
new Marvel superheroes notebook to connect names 
together. About halfway down his makeshift straight 
edge, his pencil suddenly stopped next to Spiderman’s 
eyes. “Who goes here?” he asked, using his finger, still 
chubby with stubborn baby fat, to point at a rather bare 
patch on the tree. 

I glanced up from my book to see that he was 
pointing to a blank space above my name. “Jon,  J-O-N 
W-A-N-G. My dad, your grandpa.”

“J-O-N?” My son crinkled his nose in disgust, or 
maybe confusion, “That’s dumb. Who spells it that 
way?”

“I don’t know. My dad, I guess.”
“Yeah, well Mr. Anderson’s name is John and he 

has an H.”
“Sorry to break it to you bud, but it might be too 

late to change his birth certificate.”
“Why? Where is he? I’m sure he won’t mind.”
“He’s swimming with the fishes, of course.”
My son crinkled his nose again, this time definitely 

in disgust. “Ewwww,” he groaned. “Why would anyone 

4



do that?” He shivered as if he could feel the fish rubbing 
against him. 

Sometimes I forget that my son is still too young to 
understand when Mommy is using her sarcastic voice. 
Too young to lose his adorable baby fat. And too young 
to understand that Grandpa was at peace, whether it was 
swimming with the fishes or sitting with God in Heaven. 

***

My dad was a simple man. He liked driving his 
reliable Honda Civic to his nine-to-five job. He liked 
coming home from work to watch the Red Sox beat the 
Blue Jays, only to watch them lose to the Yankees a few 
days later. He liked the fact that his only child was a girl, 
despite his hopes for a boy. 

When I was born, my dad didn’t feel the need to 
suppress his dreams of playing catch or fishing on the 
weekends. He figured my anatomy wouldn’t prevent me 
from any of the activities he had planned. Instead, when 
Saturday morning came, he would put me on his 
shoulders— blue Cinderella dress and all—  and walk to 
the nearby lake carrying his fishing rod, a cooler for fish, 
and a separate cooler for the Coke and beer. We sat for 
hours on a moss-covered dock under the blazing sun of 
the New York summer. When I think about it now, I 
admire my ability to sit still, a skill I seem to have lost. 
Perhaps it was the peacefulness of the water, or maybe 
the captivating movements of the fish, but it was most 
thing
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likely the stories my dad told that kept me glued to the 
wooden dock each and every weekend. 

He would analyze the latest Red Sox game or think 
through his company’s latest business venture out loud. 
Those conversations tended to bore me, but the lapping 
waves and the rhythmic cadence of my dad’s voice 
provided the perfect backdrop to my cloud watching. On 
occasions when my dad drank a little too much Bud 
Light, he told me stories of his past. I always knew when 
such instances were about to occur because the world 
would get real quiet, as if even the fish were getting 
ready to listen. He told me tales of a scrawny young man 
following the love of his life to America and his 
struggles assimilating into the culture. He recalled his 
daily half-hour trek from class to his cheap apartment 
where he slept on a couch he rescued from the streets of 
Las Vegas. He remembered the parents he had to leave 
behind in China and the poverty they faced there under 
the Communist Party. He missed being able to talk to 
them, but he had decided that being able to talk about 
them was the next best thing. When he would talk about 
his parents, he would grip the fishing pole tightly in his 
hands and stare off into the horizon as if the line could 
reach across the world and reel them to America. 

My dad’s stories were his way of bringing his 
parents to America. His memories, words, and 
imagination combined to create the spirit of them, and in 
those moments, they were as present as the fish 
iiiiiiiiiiiiii
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swimming below me and the clouds floating above. I 
never got to hug my dad’s parents, or even say hi, but in 
a way, through his stories, I met my grandparents. 

***

The thing about our fishing trips was that they 
never felt real. Of course, I could feel the cool water 
brushing against my feet and the coarse wood under my 
legs, but there was something about the bright yellow 
sun, fluffy white clouds, and the serene, sparkling water 
in our small lake that made the whole experience feel 
that at any moment some omnipotent reader could shut 
the pages of my fairytale and it would suddenly all end. I 
was there, within the pages of a book, but I was also in 
the future, dreaming about a time when I could be the 
author of my life. 

***

Even now, I can still see him sitting on the dock. 
His voice, slow and quiet, but never monotonous, was 
interwoven with the sounds of nature. Even when he 
paused to take a sip of beer or pull in an especially large 
fish, the world rustled, as if it was indignant that he 
dared to stop his truth-speaking. After catching one 
particularly feisty fish, we clanked our cans of Coke and 
beer together in celebration as we stared at the fish 
flopping about in the cooler. When my dad returned to 
his spot at the end of the dock to recast the line, I 
continue
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continued to look at the strange creature. I felt a flash of 
pity for the fish; as I stared at it and it stared at me, we 
understood each other for a brief moment in a language 
unbound by words. As I think about it now, it’s tempting 
to dismiss my understanding as a figment of my 
imagination; yet, somehow, I sensed a wild helplessness 
in that animal. We took the fish from its home. We 
removed it from the only life it's ever known. Out of the 
water, it had no meaning of life. Its unwavering black 
eye turned to stare up at the sky, and, as if it decided that 
that sky was not the sky he wanted to die under, it 
flopped out of the cooler onto the grass. 

The fish, in an attempt to save itself, floundered 
about on the soft summer grass. It needed to return 
home, even if it meant throwing itself into the unknown. 
I desperately wanted to save it. I wanted to channel my 
inner princess and help the loving creatures around me. I 
wanted to reach out, scoop up the fish and release it back 
into the water. But instead, I stood off to the side, a 
bystander to its suffering, terrified of approaching the 
dying animal. I was scared to touch the scales and scared 
to approach the fish’s erratic movements, but it was most 
likely coming face to face with death that scared me the 
most. Even then, when I still believed in Fishy Heaven, 
death made me want to curl up into a ball and hide. I 
couldn’t approach the dying animal just as I couldn’t 
broach the subject of death. 

***
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Even now, 25 years later, I still have trouble 
talking about death. My dad’s name gets stuck at the 
back of my throat and the fading memory of his face 
threatens to pull me to a place of grief—a place where I 
want to shut out the outside world and spend hours trying 
to recollect the contours of his face. His once lively 
mannerisms slip away into the void of the past. Some say 
they can feel the presence of a loved one who has passed. 
Should I feel that way? Most times, my life continues 
unaffected. Only once in a while, when I turn excitedly 
to tell him something, do I remember he’s gone. 

Sometimes, I sit at the end of that now decaying 
dock and stare into the water. I try to imagine a world 
where the fish returned to its home, a world where my 
son doesn’t need to meet my dad through stories. But I 
suppose it doesn’t really matter, because there are some 
things you simply cannot imagine back into existence. 
We will never be able to bring someone back from the 
dead, but through telling their stories, one never really 
dies. The fish may have suffocated that day because my 
fear prevented me from throwing it back in the water, but 
the memory of my dad will never die. In the stories I will 
tell my son, my dad sits on that dock from sunrise to 
sunset, sometimes in silence, sometimes laughing, but 
always gazing off into the horizon thinking of the past, or 
perhaps the future. 

Despite our greatest hopes, our heroes don’t 
iiiiiiiiis
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always make it to the end. But even when my dad’s book 
closes, his story will be interwoven with mine. When I 
write the story of my life, my dad will live on in a future 
that is secure because I am here to write his spirit alive, 
and my son is here to make it immortal.
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Salt and sugar look the same. I just figured out the 
difference, walking over used syringes and the heroin in 
the kitchen. Sometimes I feel my pain is paint and my 
life is the canvas and my brothers are taking drugs and 
their lives for granted. Methamphetamine in their cup as 
they try to take credit for me and the man that I grew to 
be. When my mother died, there was no one to be seen, 
just blood dripping down the stem of all them goddamn 
leaves. And I sit and I wonder why poverty did this to me 
while my family sits all separated on a tall ass tree. The 
cycle repeats over and over and over again, leaving black 
boys in the street with no father nor kin. The man I grew 
up to be broke that prophecy, but what about the others? 
This is how I have to introduce me and my brothers.

Daemons
Taylor Harper
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Patrick MacGuire
Peter McGinnes
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I was told many times,
“There’s a light at the end of the tunnel.”

I went on an expedition, searching for said light,
like Christopher Columbus sailing the ocean blue.
But I could never seem to find a way of escaping

my maniacally monstrous mind.
All I wanted was time,

time to do the simple things;
maybe visit a place I’d never been.

Everything was right in front of my eyes,
 but I could never seem to find a way of escaping

my maniacally monstrous mind.
“Oh what a wonderful life!”

The pressure of it all,
the weight on my back,

it was heavy as the hands of death.
I worried too much about tomorrow

that I died on my way there,
and I’m the one to blame…
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Attack
Gisa Karamaga
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4am
Olivia Thomas

The room was distinctively cold, and the 
half-closed blinds allowed the lithium-orange street light 
to flood across the floor and onto the edge of the bed. As 
she tried to sleep, her ears were filled with the 
background noise of the city outside; the buses’ breaks as 
they squealed to a halt at the red light outside the house, 
the low-flying planes approaching the runway, the bass 
leaking from the cars outside as they tore down the 
road… but most irritating—even more so than the drunk 
chatter leaving the nightclub on the corner—was the low 
buzz from his old humidifier across the room. 

This room belonged to them both, but it wasn’t 
really hers. It was his choice of microfiber bedding, his 
ceiling fan flickering in her vision, his choice of light 
level and his weird taste in whale sounds to fall asleep to. 
His choice of white plain paint on the walls, his choice of 
hardwood floors and floor length drapes. His choice of 
minimalism. She wasn’t in this room—he had never put 
those photos up on the walls like she had asked him 
to—“I don’t know where the pipes are!” he would insist 
and then hide the hammer when she declared she would 
do it. An argument would ensue and, inevitably, she 
would back down to keep the peace.

Still, this was her choice. She was engaged to this 
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man as of that evening. They had met at university, and 
once he’d settled into his job as a financial advisor, gone 
was the uni student she had fallen in love with, but 
relationships are about compromise, aren’t they? 

She had compromised. She had entertained his 
work colleagues with cocktail parties and anecdotes at 
dinner when he’d asked her to. She’d put effort into this. 
Of course, she wasn’t saying that he hadn’t—he’d taken 
her to dinner and remembered their anniversary earlier 
that week and, hell, he’d bought her a diamond ring and 
given it to her that evening. It wasn’t his fault that he’d 
had to take a work call straight after he’d proposed. He’d 
become his job, and he couldn’t help the long hours. He 
couldn’t help canceling plans to work on a project. He 
was a busy man—so what if he couldn’t compromise as 
much?

And what was it she’d always wanted? Security. 
He gave her security. Nice income, someone who would 
come back, even if it was on the last train, and a home. 
So why did the ring weigh on her mind? Was this what 
she wanted or had she simply convinced herself that it 
was?

She pulled herself to her feet, escaping from the 
heavy sheets that had pinned her to the mattress. She 
took her suitcase and threw her minimal possessions into 
it.

Sighing, she zipped her coat up and threw one 
longing look back at the man she had once known, 
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swallowing the lump in her throat. For a moment, she 
saw the boyish face of the eighteen-year-old she’d been 
caught in the late September rain with in a pub garden. 
But those times were gone, and people change. 

She descended from the room and to the front 
door. She opened it to a rush of urban, summer night air, 
a faint sunrise painting itself across the sky. Opening her 
hand, the ring slipped from her grip to quietly land on the 
carpet next to her, and she stepped onto the street, the 
door closing gently behind her. 

After all, what’s the point of security if you barely 
exist?
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The Normal Equation
Sarah London

Sixteen years of going unnoticed + it’s just one of 
these every morning + “Sorry, could you say that again?” 
+ always needing to take notes, or else you’ll never catch 
it all, because filtering out voices is as easy as blinking, 
and suddenly it’s been hours, and suddenly it’s been 
months, and you can only start once it’s far too late, 
which is never early enough + “Sorry, could you say that 
again?” + “My bad, I tend to ramble sometimes” + I 
really don’t want to hear about how you took it at a party 
once, because it’s when you do that kind of stuff that 
make the whole process harder for me, with all the legal 
restrictions + I have such an aversion to crying at school, 
but I’ve already done it three times, and if you don’t start 
eating with your mouth closed, it’ll become four + 
“Sorry, could you say that again?” + “No, I forgot” + 
“Sorry, could you say that again?” + “Sorry, could you 
say that again?” + “Sorry, could you say that again?” = 
Well, I’m not quite sure. 
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So Creeps the Iceberg
Isabella Folio

As the moonrise-smooth elevator doors slid close, 
Vi pointedly ignored the neon notifications piling up on 
her SlimRay-tech glasses about the concert of the 
century she should have been at but was not. Instead, she 
flicked a finger upward, cranking the volume of her 
AirPods to ear-damaging levels. 

Her father had given her that tired, sad look, like 
she had made him into Atlas. He hadn’t even turned mad 
when she’d called him an asshole or when she’d stalked 
off to her room, messaging Mimi, all sharp words and 
mumbled apologies. But his black-suit colleague waiting 
outside her school to escort her here had made it clear 
there was no defying him. So she’d shouldered her bag 
and followed him all the way to the lift where he’d 
dropped her off like some toddler for school. Wasn’t that 
just representative of her life recently?

He just cares so much. He’s protective, after your 
mom, her aunt had told her.

Well, Vi supposed that was easy to say when you 
spent your free time downing rum and racing vintage 
cars down the California motorways, halfway around the 
world. Vi, unfortunately, did not possess that luxury. And 
while it would have been quite the shock to her police 
captain father, she did not see herself ever resembling  
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anything like her aunt. Besides, it was a concert, not an 
undercover arrest operation. 

Just come to the precinct, he’d said from the 
opposite side of her bedroom door later. Tomorrow’s 
going to be a rough night out there; I need to know that 
you’re safe.

As if he’d given her a choice.
Another notification pinged silently on the Rays. 

The small ring coincided perfectly with the elevator’s 
chirp as it slowed to a halt, faux-gold doors parting as a 
woman in a fur coat disembarked. 

Vi checked the glowing display crammed into the 
top right corner of the lift: floor 58. 144 more to go. 
Brilliant.

She shuffled over a few feet, clearing space 
between her and the only other passenger left in the 
shiny gold box: a man in a plain duster and a checkered 
hat. He clutched a briefcase in one hand—some kind of 
businessman, then. Just like all the other tight-strung 
corporate employees that liked to meddle around the 
middle floors a few stories below the precinct. Before the 
Explosion, when skyscrapers had capped off in the tens 
of levels, not the hundreds, and police stations had lived 
separately from retail offices. Was that what awaited her 
future? A desk job somewhere muted in cream that 
slowly dulled the purple streak in her hair to its natural 
black, soothed her music taste, and left her with a plastic 
expression she could not help but carry hiiii

his
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home and to the toilet and to bed and everywhere, 
everywhere?

A red light set above the elevator doors flickered 
on with a soft ping! and Vi squeezed her eyes briefly, her 
nails leaving crescent marks on the insides of her palms. 
She shouldn’t care, she told herself. It wouldn’t make 
any difference—Vi wasn’t one to change the world. 
She’d leave that to people like her father. Not that he’d 
succeed, anyway. It had been a long time since she’d 
believed in her father the hero.

Grrrr.
The metal box shuddered once, twice, and she 

shifted her footing, reflexively reaching an arm out to the 
walls. The lights flickered; darkness, then light again as 
the emergency bulbs switched on, and that red light 
pulsed brighter. 

Thunk.
The elevator ground to a halt with one final jolt. Vi 

swore. What the fuck? 
Nothing. After a moment of pure silence, she 

rocked onto her heels and pulled her hand away from the 
wall. Her stomach clenched, expecting a fall or some 
other disasterly event. Nothing.

Beside her, the man in the duster licked his lips. He 
held his case between two arms, feet planted like he was 
about to throw down with a wrestler. The case was really 
too big to hold that way, but he didn’t set it down, just 
crinkled his nose as he tried—and failed—to push hii

his
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the almost-invisible spectacles higher on his nose 
without hands. 

“We’ve stopped,” he said, eyes wandering around 
the enclosure before settling on Vi. “Why have we 
stopped?”

She shrugged, something in the movement feeling 
oddly precarious. 

“I don’t know.”
Vi tapped her Rays, pulling up her messages. She 

doggedly ignored the concert updates, filtering out 
anything not from Mimi and, after a moment’s hesitation, 
her father. Nothing from the latter, and her friend’s last 
message included a whole folder of eyeliner attempt 
pictures and the promise to call Vi later. 

U still good? Vi typed. Seconds later, she received 
an automated message explaining that Mimi’s 
notifications would be switched off until the concert’s 
end. Just great. Once again, she regretted missing the 
performance.

Her mother would have let her go, she thought, 
heat spiking in her chest, followed by a sharp ache. A 
conversation on a rainy day flashed through her mind, 
followed by brightly-lit hallways, the overpowering 
stench of hand sanitizer, and an IV drip before she forced 
the images out of her head. She wouldn’t remember her 
mother that way; she refused. Instead, she pictured a 
round-faced woman, laughing and healthy, chair-dancing 
to music on their old couch and reading poetry by candle
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light. Yes, like that. Her mother.
The man in the duster coughed. With those old 

glasses, he probably couldn’t access the web.
“Know what’s going on, yet?” he asked. 
“Not yet.”
With an internal sigh, Vi swiped into her father’s 

messages: a string of spaced-out, terse exchanges, 
usually terminating with a one word response from her 
end. If that. 

She didn’t feel bad. 
Your elevator broke down. When do I get out?
She waited a second, ten, a minute, then sighed, 

this time out loud. So it was going to be that kind of day. 
Figured. For a police chief, he sure was late responding 
to anything really important, especially from his family. 
Again, the thought of the hospital IV intermingled with 
the round face Vi had loved. He’d ignored those 
messages for far too long. 

“We’re stuck. I sent a message,” she told the 
businessman, who had begun to tap his feet.

“Did you get a response?”
“No.”
A crease appeared between his eyes.
“Then what are we doing?”
Vi lowered herself to the ground and crossed her 

feet. She stared straight ahead, the sanguine lighting 
mutating her reflection in the doors.

“Waiting.”
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***

Glocks’s hands had gone all sweaty on the 
briefcase. He checked his watch. 5:17. He tapped his 
foot. He checked his watch again. Fuck. 

Waiting. 
He could hear Mella, picture her standing on a 

beach, wild blonde hair, purple bathing suit. 
Stupid—they’d never been to a beach, not a real one, just 
the community pool down in Pierstown, hollogrammed 
to simulate the ocean. But he still liked to think of her on 
the sand. Yeah, he liked that. 

The watch ticked. Glocks darted a glance at the 
girl, sitting cross-legged on the floor. Waiting. Mella 
would tell him to wait, would sit just like that. 

Unhelpful, he told himself. Timing was everything.
The Copper Syndicate would kill him if he couldn’t do 
this. 

Tick. 
He bit his lip. 
Tick. 
He checked his watch.
Tick. 
He tapped his foot.
“That’s smart,” the girl said. Glocks jumped.
“What?”
“I said, that’s smart.” She shrugged. “If you keep 

squirming, maybe you’ll jolt the cart, and we’ll plummet 
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eighty-two floors. Since you need unstuck so badly.”
Glocks’s grip on the case tightened. He swallowed. 

Stupid girl. Stupid him. 
Tick. 
He shuffled his right foot. The girl sighed, shooting 

him a look. He stopped—it felt laughable, him being 
cowed by an emo teenager. But Mella was gone, and 
now he was different.

Tick. 
His teeth started grinding.
“Where do you even need to be all that bad,” the 

girl asked, voice flat.
“I have a job.” 
She snorted.
“So? Everyone has a job.”
“I’m working against a… deadline,” he explained, 

“and I’m very good at my work.”
She had her body angled toward him now. But she 

didn’t seem curious. Just half-annoyed, her left eye 
narrowed more than her right.

“Most people say they’re good at their work,” she 
finally replied. Glocks didn’t move. How was he 
supposed to react, anyway?

“I really am.” 
Or I was, he added mentally. He’d been good. 

Honest-to-God, really good—not that he believed in 
religion. Success rate of a hundred. Unless you counted 
that first time. That had been accidental. And the last hiiii
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time, of course. But he’d been so fucking brilliant that 
he’d put away targets like laundry, neat and hidden and 
clean. His mother had feared God. She would have been 
horrified. He should have felt horrified. But he only ever 
saw the targets through the LED dots of VR and never 
the aftermath. 

Until now, that was. Now they whispered the 
famed copper surfer had lost his touch. Gone soft. Ever 
since Mella had wrecked him. 

I’m still good, he vowed. He’d show them. 
Tonight.

Starting with the syndicate-ordered murder of the 
police captain. 

The girl snorted. For the first time that day, a 
flicker of annoyance lit him. He loosened his death-grip 
on the case.

“Some people may not understand what it is like to 
be important,” he continued. Voice even, pitch low. 
Nothing but cold and smug, just like in the VR backweb 
when he’d hack the connection between brain and 
machine to sever that chord, permanently shutting down 
both instantly.

“Importance is relative,” she told him. 
“Depends on the philosophy.”
A beat of silence. Then… 
“What philosophy is that?”
“One that doesn’t need excuses.”
She faced him fully now. Bangs in her face. Right 
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hand tapping against her high rise shoes.
“Where are you going,” he asked her. She 

shrugged. Her hand increased its pace.
“Not California,” she said after a beat. Huh. 

Glocks stretched his shock-stiff legs. 
“Where else, then?”
The girl tilted her head. Then she frowned. The red 

emergency light cast her in a bloody shadow. Her purple 
highlight almost glowed.

“Somewhere cold.”
Mella had said the same thing the last time he’d 

seen her. She’d worn a pink coat then. Smiled too much. 
Damn, he loved that smile. He’d loved it so much he’d 
forgotten to ask where she was going. 

He shouldn’t have forgotten. 
“Silicon Valley’s cold,” he told her. The tech 

market’s hub. The world’s largest virtual “glacier.” Not 
cold in the physical sense, but the slang term for the icy 
inner workings of advanced tech and virtual reality. 

The girl’s eyebrows met in a V. Mella made that 
face when she was mad. When she was happy… he 
should have asked her where she was going. Instead he 
promised to see her after the job she didn’t know about.

Maybe he should have told her about his job.
“There are other glaciers,” the girl told him, 

leaning her back against the wall. “Besides, I didn’t 
mean that kind of cold.”

She didn’t sound that sure about the last part.
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Suddenly, she sat up, hands tugging invisible 
strings. Her eyes fixed on something invisible to him.

“We’ll be moving in a sec.”
Glocks breathed a sigh, tinged with relief. His 

muscles relaxed. He remembered his job. His muscles 
resumed their tension.

“Everyone wants to live near a glacier,” he told the 
girl as she climbed to her feet. He thought of blonde hair, 
streaked with red.

“Glaciers have all the new tech,” she told him.
He didn’t like Mella as a strawberry blonde. 
“All that for the newest updates,” he muttered. 
He’d checked her location when she’d missed their 

date. 
“They have other stuff. Experimental living, niche 

research, climate adaptations. Life saving medicine.”
It had taken him a handful of seconds to recognize 

the street name. He never saw the physical world of his 
targets.

“And the worst cybercrime,” he added to her list. 
The girl tilted her head, arms crossed.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “You don’t think it’s worth 
it?”

Glocks remembered screaming when he’d found 
her body, brain fried by the virtual assault he had 
launched.

He swallowed.
“No.”
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The elevator slid upward again, smoothly 
unsticking from its position. The change was 
imperceptible; the motion made him sick.

The girl stepped closer. Raised her chin defiantly.
“You’d think different if you lost someone who 

could have been saved by it,” she told him. He met her 
eyes.

“Who?”
She looked away.
“My mother.”
He forced his way back into her line of sight.
“And you’d think differently if you lost someone 

to the cold that was supposed to save them.”
The girl’s pupils widened near-imperceptibly. She 

scanned his face.
Floor 100.
“It happened in a glacier?” she asked. 
We’re in a glacier, he wanted to tell her. Well, 

more of an iceberg.
“Close enough,” he said. Her lips formed a thin 

line. She didn’t say anything. He appreciated that. Words 
were never enough.

Floor 122. 
The girls stepped away. They stood side-by-side 

now. Glocks’s gaze fell to the GET OFF button.
“Do you ever wonder if you could have stopped it 

from happening?” the girl asked him.
Yes. 
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“Some things you can’t stop,” he said instead.
The girl hmmed, the idea visibly taking root. 

Strange how that could happen, all because of a complete 
stranger. 

Floor 130.
“Maybe it’s one of those things you can only 

prevent from happening in the future.”
GET OFF pulsed. 
Glocks stared at the button.
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I Can
Esme Cummins

I promise I can read and write. It’s just that, sometimes 
the letters flip and the words change. For example: 

Word, world, affect, effect, except, accept, 
purpose, porpoise, propose, promise, 

suppose, supper, super, selfish, shellfish, bad, 
dad, bid, did, hid, every, very, etc . . . 

According to the tests I took in elementary school I don’t 
have dyslexia. But even now words mix and muddle. It’s 
so annoying. No matter how hard I try it never goes 
away. I can’t ask for help because there is nothing 
anyone can do. There’s nothing I can do.
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Ancient Greek 
Comedy
Zoe Lai

(1)
I woke up to romances churned up by swollen lips at
3:47am when the streets were very quiet;
There was a car accident outside of my neon blue window
which I hated. Through the fan blades and
‘round the corner I saw not a single soul wandering no more
but indeed during the day bodies crush into each other like
car crash experiments.
Those were real better times but no wakeful hour is as sweet as
even my palest dreams. That’s why I chug melatonins
to stay on the lonesome streets forever in a state of bliss.

When I was younger but not so much younger I had a fantasy in me.
I used to get drunk very often of what people might call
backwater still nights and carve his lover’s face on my
neon blue window sill.

(2)
But I still want to talk about fantasies, you see,
for the longest time I wandered the streets in my blue jacket.
There never lacks snow in 115 but a monster storm is rarity,
that very night I stumbled my way back to the library I was in one.

(3)
“Hold me,” she ordered.
I did so but she was not satisfied so she ordered again with a touch of
heartbreaking humility that tore me apart therefore I
“[held her] tighter” as she demanded
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You have to forgive me. I never held before not even once
not even at 3:47am. Not even when the accident transpired
and I was a mannequin in the car with a fantasy in me.
My mommy used to hold me but she also used to smile and call me 
cold hearted.
It is not true I am not cold hearted else I would not be carrying a broken 
heart
everywhere I go. Ever since then I walk in trails of pieces of a broken 
heart
and fall in love with every Hansel or Gretel and
how they follow me like birds.

(4)
For the longest time I was led by a rein of an almost-dream
I reminisce on a ballade written some 200 years ago
and cry to a neapolitan chord, and complain about how love unfolds 
like a logic puzzle
how it works in laughable ways. I had it;
I spilled it, and it is a glob of milk on my desk.
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The Problem with 
Friends Phoebe Dix
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Brigid Riley could see the future. Well not exactly, 
but she knew that at the end of the school year her family 
would be moving to Seldovia, Alaska. Her parents had 
described it as a charming town on the water. Brigid had 
looked it up and, to her horror, she had discovered that 
there were no roads connecting Seldovia to the outside 
world and a boat or plane was needed to reach the town. 
Brigid had lived in eight states in her fifteen years of life 
and the move from Kentucky to Alaska would make it 
nine. She had moved to Kentucky in May and finished 
her eighth-grade year online. She had no friends in 
Kentucky and didn’t see the point of making any. 

Her parents had insisted, despite Brigid’s many 
protests, that she attend her local high school for the 
year. 

“You only get four years in high school, 
sweetheart,” her mother had said. “You would regret not 
going.”

Brigid did not think she would regret going to a 
school only to be ripped away from it, yet again, at the 
end of the year. However, it was her parents' decision 
and if she had to go, it would be strictly a matter of 
survival. No clubs, no teams, and most importantly, no 
friends. 

So, on the first day of school, Brigid walked into 
her first class with her hood up and earbuds in. She 
plopped down in a seat in the back row, pulled out her 
sketchbook, and began drawing a dragon burning down a 
small
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small town that vaguely resembled Seldovia. Her next 
five classes were pretty much the same. Last period, she 
pulled out her sketchbook and began shading the 
dragon’s scales. Within minutes, Brigid was in her own 
world and did not notice Mrs. Swanson walking towards 
her. 

In one quick sweep, the sketchbook was pulled 
from Brigid’s desk. Shocked, Brigid looked up and was 
startled to see the scowling face of a woman staring 
down at her. 

“This is mine now,” barked Mrs. Swanson. “You 
will pay attention in my class.”

As Mrs. Swanson returned to the front of the 
classroom, a defeated Brigid sunk deep into her seat. 

The next day Brigid found a quiet spot in a 
stairwell to eat her lunch. She had just sat down when 
she heard footsteps. A grinning boy slid down into the 
empty space next to Brigid. Before she could tell him to 
leave, he produced her sketchbook from behind his back.

“Swiped it from her desk,” he said, clearly proud 
of himself. “My name is Eddie, and don’t worry about 
Swanson. She hates everyone and everyone hates her.”

Brigid just stared at Eddie. She reached for her 
sketchbook, but he pulled it just out of her reach.

“Your name is?” He prompted.
“Brigid,” she replied.
Eddie handed her the sketchbook and smiled. 
“Well, Brigid, it’s nice to meet you.”
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Every day after that, Eddie found Brigid at lunch 
and sat with her. At first, she would just roll her eyes and 
quietly eat her lunch while Eddie talked. But then, 
something seemed to change and Brigid began to talk. 
Before long the two were inseparable. Brigid felt happy 
and she forgot about the move her family would soon be 
making. 

One warm night in April, she and Eddie climbed 
out onto her roof and lay there for a while just looking at 
the stars. Finally, Eddie rolled onto his side.

“This summer is going to be amazing!” 
Brigid could see the excitement in his eyes and a 

sense of panic flowed through her. She had not 
mentioned Alaska to him in the hopes that somehow that 
would make Alaska disappear. She nodded and let him 
continue to talk about all the adventures they were going 
to have. 

The more she thought about Alaska the more real it 
became and she realized that the best friend she had ever 
had would not be able to come with her. Over the next 
few weeks, seeing Eddie made her want to cry. Brigid 
had never kept in contact with someone for more than a 
few months after she moved and she knew that texting 
just wasn’t the same. She had no idea how she was going 
to tell him that she had to leave. 

Brigid was angry. She was angry at her parents for 
moving her around so much. She was angry at Eddie for 
being so nice to her and making her break her promise to 
herself.
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herself. She was angry that she hadn’t told Eddie sooner, 
that she hadn’t given him the chance to leave her. Now, it 
was too late and she had to leave him. 

Brigid packed up her room the day before they 
were scheduled to leave. When she woke up the morning 
of their move she brought the final boxes downstairs and 
helped load them into the car. She ate a bowl of Cheerios 
and climbed into the back seat of the car. As her Dad 
pulled out of the driveway, she looked out the back 
window and saw Eddie riding his bike towards her 
house. She took one last look at him, then turned around 
and pulled out her sketchbook.
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The Last Good Day
Anonymous

It took me thirty seconds to realize I forgot my 
AirPods at home, five minutes to walk my friend to the 
Health Center, and one minute to realize the gift was just 
for me. The music poured out of my phone’s speakers 
and mingled with my own breath in the sharp, early 
December air. In the nearly half a century since its 
making, over two million people had listened to it. Two 
billion people could have, and it would’ve made no 
difference to me. It took three minutes and sixteen 
seconds to get through the song, but months later, it’s 
still mine. It was given to me, from a couple hundred 
miles away, on The Last Good Day. 

I had to learn how to be alone after that.
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Hand, Skin, and Bone
Annie Nguyen



I’ll look at someone’s hands when I first meet them, 
not their eyes or smile or other facial attributes; those I’ll 
observe later 
Eyes and smiles can put on a mask, but no one uses their hands 
as a facade They go unnoticed by most 
But hands, in outreach or stowed away behind their backs, are 
true and vulnerable and tell me all I need to know 
The hand-gripping-wrist-behind-the-back gesture signals a sign 
of self-control The perpendicular pinch of the forefinger and 
the thumb are finger hearts in my Asian culture The mere 
appearance of my father’s calloused palms unveils his youth 
of carrying pails of water from the nearby stream to his house 
so his family had water to drink The delicate cuts in my 
mother’s fingers indicate how she cooks to show her affection 
for others Sometimes the knife would mistake her skin for the 
tofu but she would fix the cut and go right back to cooking so 
that I could have a warm bowl of soup after school The 
withered and yellow skin of my grandmother’s hands reminds 
me of her hospital stay when she had her five-month coma 
When people look at my hands, they are tainted with blood 
sometimes 
I pick at the skin around my fingers until they bleed when I am 
nervous or anxious or agitated What happened to your hands, 
shows that someone cares about me
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Valentine
Jenny Su
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Color Blind
Teliyah Davis
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HOT(H)E(L)L
Joella Nagy

The door closes behind you with a click that echoes 
down the long hallway in front of you. The light is splotchy 
and dim form where it refracts through stained glass 
windows lining the tacky wallpaper and illuminating the 
monotone geometric design that spans into infinity ahead of 
you. 

Every third step squeaks. Every tenth door on your 
right rattles. You have yet to gather the courage to turn 
those handles and give the repressed horrors the freedom 
they so desperately claw for. 

A spindly limb creeps from a dark corner, seeping 
vicious liquid from between its stained exoskeleton. It drags 
its scopulae through the stipple ceiling, leaving a canyon in 
its wake as asbestos fills the air. The liquid writhes as it eats 
the carpet, the smell of burning hair and charcoal filling the 
chamber. The walls seem to shake around you, like a 
rattlesnake’s tail. More scratching echoes from behind you. 
Closer. Closer. You twist to the right, grasping desperately. 
You tug as it clambers closer, ripping apart the walls and 
ceiling and floor—

The door closes behind you with a click that echoes 
down the long hallway in front of you.
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The First Time I Met You
Anonymous
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When was it like when I first met Diana? Perhaps 
it was the finale of dusk, where the sunset hid within the 
layer of clouds, only the moon merely showed her 
elegant stature upon the empty sky. The journey back 
home was always long, boring, tedious, and exhausting. 

In fact, I did not know why I would ever peek at 
Diana. Maybe it was her coincidental, yet apropos 
tranquility and unpredictability in front of that coquettish 
red billboard, or perhaps I was intrinsically afraid of 
excessively passionate things. 

I once had a dream to travel in Northern Europe, 
where I chased the nebula on the endless snowfield of 
Finland, a dream where I drove along the infinitely 
stretching coastline of Norway, a dream where I sat on a 
hill of flowers blooming in the summer of Denmark. But 
I never made this dream come true, just like other 
countless plans that never had gone as I had planned. I 
always said it was due to my own decision, and I never 
regretted these decisions, but I dared not to tell whether 
they were right. 

For a long time, I detested the concept of love and 
intimidation, especially when an ambiguous and 
confusing word like adolescent was placed before such a 
phrase. Yet as if all the worldly matters had the tendency 
of eventually going against my beliefs when the elegant 
voice hovered through my ears when the rhythm made 
her appearance genuine and innocent, all the prejudice 
shattered since then. I could not help but reluctantly fall 
in
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in love with her from the very first sight. 
I remember that afternoon in New York City. I was 

loitering between the dark alleys and the smell of trash. 
My mind was a mess, probably because I spent the last 
few days playing League of Legends in my apartment. 
Games were the only  things in my life that showed love 
to me, and I was obsessed with that bit of satisfaction 
they provided me. I could not recall when I stopped 
attending classes and hid away from society. The 
university did not throw me out, and my parents stopped 
calling me months ago. They didn’t care; nobody cared. 

I moved my foot away from the rat I had 
accidentally stepped on. I knew I was supposed to 
respond with disgust, but nobody was around, so I had 
no reason to do so. I turned and waited beside the bus 
station. I got on the next bus that stopped. I had no idea 
where this bus was going or where I should get down. 
Does everything have to have a meaning? For some 
reason, I really liked to think about this question 
recently. But no matter how many times I think about it, I 
always reach the same answer. No, nothing has meaning, 
nothing in my life has meaning, nothing in anyone’s life 
has meaning. Why did I go out of my cozy bed and 
wander around in Manhattan on a Saturday afternoon? 
There is no reason. It doesn’t make any sense; nothing 
makes any sense.

The air conditioner on the bus was set at a low 
temperature. The little girl on my left with a plain cloth 
shivered
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shivered as she curled in her sleeping mother’s arms. Her 
bag had a small hole on it, and from that whole, I could 
vaguely see the texture of the apple inside it. The young 
lady with a short skirt had makeup as exquisite as an 
escaping princess on my right. I was sitting in the middle 
of them, observing the moisture I breath out and 
discovering an odd figure was formed until the bus 
finally came to a stop with a squeaking noise. 

Immediately when I stepped out of the car, the last 
beams of the light from the lamps pierced my eyes. I 
couldn’t see anything in front of me but the mere figure 
of a billboard and the silhouette of a girl. It was such 
strange and beautiful sight, as an undisclosed paint of 
Van Gogh. I wondered whether he saw a scene like the 
one I was examining when he was going home one day 
and then decided to paint the Starry Night. The world 
was covered in unnaturally bright light, and the sky and 
the Earth merged into an endless black canvas, with the 
shape of that girl in its very center. 

It was a rather cold day, and I only wore a 
short-sleeved t-shirt. I was, in fact, shivering in the 
middle of the field, but when Diana’s singing approached 
me, the sensation of coldness stopped, and her voice 
warmed my freezing heart. I recognized what she was 
singing; it was “Fly Me to The Moon.”

I did want to look at the moon and perhaps even 
say something to it, but unfortunately, it was raining 
outside, and what was more unfortunate was that I forgot 
to 
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to bring my umbrella. Nobody had ever questioned 
whether I was getting wet from the rain for twenty years, 
except for my family. Usually, I didn’t care much about it 
either, but somehow, I became concerned about the 
phenomenon of rain in the late autumn, and my curiosity 
continued to enlarge. For the first time in a year, 
something else occupied my skull other than the 
videogames on my computer. I never stopped pursuing 
happiness, but perhaps I was still far from reaching a 
conclusion, and my meaningless and stressful life 
prevented me from continuing this quest. 

The rain was getting lighter, and the streets were 
much cleaner compared to before. A few strays of 
sunlight pierced through the clouds and landed right onto 
Diana. I noticed the reflection of people on the puddles 
of water lingering on the brick road. I looked up, and I 
suddenly recognized the busy crowds moving in front of 
me. I had never seen so many people there are in 
Manhattan, or at least I hadn’t realized it until now. 

How long exactly is this song? Perhaps just the 
time it takes between two bus stops. Perhaps it would 
only be finished when the moon took a complete rotation 
around the Earth. Perhaps the same time as completing a 
trip to Northern Europe. Perhaps it would continue until 
the end of the time. I listened to many songs and bought 
many albums. I had seen countless performances and 
even participated in some, but I had never felt a similar 
moment I was feeling at that miraculous instant. Diana’s 
voice
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voice, song, soul, and entity were like the soft clinging 
when the hot spring slowly melted the ancient glacier in 
Iceland. 

Perhaps, that everyone has someone like Diana in 
their heart. She may be right there but also distant from 
us. So brutal for us that she is unbelievably distant from 
us, but in the meanwhile, so fortunate for her to be so 
incredibly distant from us. 

So then, how long exactly is a song? It can be just 
as long as it wants. Even if it is so long that someone 
eventually left, so long that the faithful preachers 
gathered and disassemble, so long that the black lamp 
who left the herd finally returns to her homeland. But 
before that, I sincerely pray that there will always be 
people listening to me the same way I did.
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on track
Ike Nabuife

for orpheus, the hard part is remembering to talk after you 
have failed so many times that you default to balk.

the songs speak better for us, better than our own terms, and 
the awkward rhythms of his words only confirm.

afraid of silence, orpheus strums the same pattern over and 
over, but you can’t build a new song from the old 
overture.

orpheus – dressed in white and green – who never learned 
how to tie his shoe, by chance finds eurydice: a brand 
new fugue.

she gave him something he never had: the resolution to his 
chord and the golden sunbeam upon his path.

her voice was the only acceptable break from the melodies. 
her presence the only present that brought him peace.

orpheus could never put it in the right words, but he knew 
eurydice was too good for him and for this world.

biting his tongue puts him in limbo, trapped behind his teeth, 
until the two inevitably miss their window.

he wasted charon’s ephemeral free ticket to happily ever 
after, by waiting too long for a bigger gesture.

now orpheus and eurydice walk through pestilent hell 
together, closer yet further apart than ever before.

the fool cannot return to the once apparent tracks. the sunlit 
path is gone, but he still cannot stop looking back.
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he was left behind. pluto only lets him see her in his dreams, 
and silently profits off his tears in streams.

the movie ends too soon, but no matter how much rewinding, 
orpheus never sees a new ending.

no matter how many times the bard hits replay, the looped 
scene always ends the same.

the circle again is finished. his return always is diminished.
it’s hard to put into more words, but the only way out is 

forwards.
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A Simple Game of 
Chess.
Taylor Harper, Jessica Li, Joella Nagy 

Cast of Characters

McQuilliams: A well-dressed man in 
his mid 

20’s.

Hermit: A man in his mid 20’s;
McQuilliams best 

friend. 

Martha Oliver: Runaway woman in her 
early 20’s. 

Stranger: A woman sitting at a 
park table.

Scene
A chess table in a public park.

Time
The present. 
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Act I

Scene 1

SETTING: Two young          
                         adults(HERMIT and 

MCQUILLIAMS are 
sitting in the park 
playing a game of
chess. MCQUILLIAMS                                 
looks distressed, 
while HERMIT ponders
over the board in 
front of him. The 
chessboard is in the 
starting
position. 

MCQUILLIAMS
You do know it's your turn, right?

HERMIT
Yes of course. 

(MCQUILLIAMS gives HERMIT a suspicious look)
I know! I know. I just haven't played in a few 
years…

(Thinking noises 
from HERMIT. 
HERMIT moves a 
pawn incorrectly 
on the diagonal.)
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MCQUILLIAMS
…That one can only move forward. 

HERMIT
Oh, Oh! Yeah. Of course 

(HERMIT moves a 
pawn two spaces 
forward)

I just haven’t-

MCQUILLIAMS
Played in a few years. I know. 

(MCQUILLIAMS 
moves a KNIGHT 
out in front of 
the pawns)

HERMIT
Hmmm. I’ll just move this one…

(HERMIT 
contemplates)

…up the ladder.
(Slides BISHOP 
through the gap 
of pawns at a 
diagonal. 
MCQUILLIAMS Takes 
HERMIT’s pawn 
with his knight)

Wha— What did you do that for!

MCQUILLIAMS
Hermit, we’re playing chess.
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HERMIT
Fine then!

(Aggressively 
moves a pawn)

Polynesian for fifteen points!

MCQUILLIAMS
What?

HERMIT
Yup. It’s a respectable word! No double letters 
or anything, but hey, I’m doing the best I can 
with what I have!

MCQUILLIAMS
I don’t know what you’re talking about- 

(Distant, 
panicked 
scrambling/
running sounds 
can be heard OFF 
STAGE. MARTHA 
runs in, looking 
disheveled and 
panting. All 
three are silent. 
After a few 
moments, MARTHA 
slams down Tom 
Hanks’s 
Pre-Written 
Obituary.)

Martha, what the fuck-
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(MARTHA runs            
OFF.)

HERMIT
Bye, Martha! 

(HERMIT turns to 
MCQUILLIAMS)

I raise you, Tom Hanks Pre-Written Obituary.

MCQUILLIAMS
How does- Where did she even get that from?

HERMIT
An auction.

MCQUILLIAMS
How do you know that? 

HERMIT
How do you not know that? 

   MCQUILLIAMS
What? 

HERMIT
The only true wisdom is knowing you know 
nothing. Socrates. 

(Polynesian pawn 
takes         
KNIGHT)
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MCQUILLIAMS
Why are you like this? Tom Hanks isn’t even 
dead… I don’t think so. Somebody check the news 
is- is Tom Hanks dead?

(Quickly moves, 
pawn takes 
bishop)

HERMIT
On it!

(Takes out a 
stack of 
tarotcards)

Temperance. The Hanged Man. The Hermit. Draw 
Four.  The color is green. 

(Places four 
cards down)

MCQUILLIAMS
Hermit are you okay? Did you relapse?

HERMIT
I’m fine Mickey! I’m just enjoying our relaxing 
game of chess. Also, Tom Hanks is not dead. 
Yet.

(Moves new pawn 
to take 
MCQUILLIAMS pawn)

MCQUILLIAMS
If you’re sure. I brought Tim just in case you 
got overwhelmed.
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(MCQUILLIAMS 
takes out a teddy 
bear)

And… no. Pawns can only take down diagonally.
(Moves HERMIT’S 
pawn back one 
space. Moves rook 
5 spaces)

HERMIT
I don’t need Tim! For my next turn, I draw! I 
sacrifice my two pawns to summon my Blue-Eyes 
White Dragon!

(HERMIT swipes 2 
pawns off the 
board and places 
Yu-Gi-Oh card. 
HERMIT takes Tim 
anyway) 

MCQUILLIAMS
…Is that my Yu-Gi-Oh card?

HERMIT
No! I just… found it! In the trash! 

MCQUILLIAMS
You were digging around in the trash again?

HERMIT
Of course not!

MCQUILLIAMS
You just said you were?
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HERMIT
Wha— Whatever! Shut up! You’re just afraid 
‘cause my dragon’s gonna kick your ass!

MCQUILLIAMS
Hermit, you don’t even play Yu-Gi-Oh, you play 
Wizard 101! And for the last time, WE. ARE. 
PLAYING. CHESS!

HERMIT
Yahtzee!

MCQUILLIAMS
Hermit. It’s okay if you don’t know how to play 
chess. You don’t need to impress me. I can 
teach you so that we can play later. Alright? 

(MARTHA runs in, 
dressed as a 
referee)

HERMIT
Can I have a time-out? Full? I should have one 
of those left in the half.

(MARTHA blows a 
whistle in 
MCQUILLIAM’S ear)

MARTHA
TIME!

MCQUILLIAMS
Why are you encouraging him?
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MARTHA
Better watch it with that tone, young man!

MCQUILLIAMS
Martha, we're the same age- what tone? 

MARTHA
THAT’S IT! 

(MARTHA blows her 
whistle again, 
pulling out a 
yellow card) 

Unsportsmanlike conduct! You talk back again 
and I am disqualifying you from this match.

MCQUILLIAMS
(Mumbles)

I don’t even think this is chess anymore.

MARTHA
What was that?

MCQUILLIAMS
Nothing, your highness.

MARTHA
That’s what I thought, bitch. Hermit, since 
Mickey here committed a foul it’s your turn 
again.

HERMIT
Thank you, Martha! I’m so glad you’re here to 
referee. Mickey’s been trying to cheat / this 
whole time.
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MCQUILLIAMS
No, I haven’t! I’m actually playing! You just 
don’t know how to play the fucking game!

HERMIT
Do you see what I have to deal with here? 
Honestly, such bad sportsmanship. I should get 
a free throw or something, to penalize Mickey.

(Slowly slides 
two dollars to 
MARTHA)

MCQUILLIAMS
Did you just/bribe her- 

MARTHA
Agreed! Let’s turn this pawn into a king!

(Grabs acorn hat 
and puts it on 
the polynesian 
pawn)

MCQUILLIAMS
Wha— what does that do? 

HERMIT
And you’re telling me I don’t know how to play 
chess.
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MCQUILLIAMS
You don’t! To justify that, you brought 
freaking Martha into this! She can’t play 
either! Why are we even playing this game? Who 
suggested this shit? It wasn’t me! I don’t even 
like chess. I only played because you offered. 
Let’s just end the game now. We aren’t even 
playing chess anyways.

MARTHA
Yes, I do!

HERMIT
No! You just don’t wanna lose.

MCQUILLIAMS
I can’t lose! You don’t know how to play!

HERMIT
You’re such a drama queen. Think Mickey, really 
think. Have I made a single wrong move?

MCQUILLIAMS
Hermit. I’m winning. I have more pieces than 
you.

HERMIT
 I attack your life points directly with my 
Blue-Eyes White Dragon. Who’s losing now, 
bitch!

MCQUILLIAMS
I give up! Fine! We’ll play it your way! How 
bout… The queen shall ask thou King on a date!
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HERMIT
Is… Is this legal!

MARTHA
I’ll allow it. This is getting interesting. 

MCQUILLIAMS
Great then! Thy Queen and Thou King shall 
traverse to Star-ith Buckinghamus and obtain a 

chalice of iced coffee, 12th pumps sugar-free 
vanilla, 12th pumps sugar-free hazelnut, 12th 
pumps sugar-free caramel, 5th pumps skinny 
mocha, a smidgen of soy, coffee to the star on 
the siren's head, ice, double-blended!

(Throws hands up 
in the air. Grabs 
iced coffee from 
a table next to 
them)

STRANGER
Hey!

MCQUILLIAMS
Did your King just call my Queen a canine of 
the female variety? How dare you insult my 
lineage like that! I shall have your head on a 
platter of pig guts! 

(Throws iced 
coffee in 
HERMIT’S face)

HERMIT
Excuse me, Reff? Was any of that legal?
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MARTHA
That was the most beautiful play I’ve ever 
witnessed. I haven’t been so moved since the 
1913 Champions League Chess tournament in 
Berlin. Well done sir, well done!

(Excessive 
crying. Walks off 
stage)

MCQUILLIAMS
It’s your move Hermit. What's it gonna be?

HERMIT

(Takes out magic 
eight ball) 

Alrighty, OOOOOOOOO magic eight ball what 
should I do next?

(Shakes magic 
eight ball)

YES! I shall roll the dice!
(Rolls dice)

It’s an 8! Well, since thou Queen has dirtied 
mine favorite garments, thy King shalt obtain 
thy Queens land through ours matrimony. It 
shall be her dowry!

(Moves king and 
takes queen)

Ya see that Mickey! I won! Everything you own 
is mine!
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MCQUILLIAMS
 Ah ah ah. Not so fast. You forgot, I also have 
a King. And your stupid ass just placed your 
King right next to mine. So tell me, what’s 
stopping me from just taking it? Hmm?

HERMIT
Wanna fight then? Doth thou want to runneth thy 
hands?

MCQUILLIAMS
What?

HERMIT
Roll for Initiative!

(Throws out a D20)
NATURAL 20! Critical hit!

(MARTHA runs in 
and flips the 
table)

MCQUILLIAMS
WHAT THE FUCK? I WAS THIS CLOS-

(BLACKOUT before 
MCQUILLIAMS can 
finish)

(END OF SCENE)
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Untitled
Christopher Pae
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How Selfish
Esme Cummins

She stood, her face turned toward the sun, eyes 
closed with her feet buried in the sand, a gentle salty 
breeze blowing through her hair. The sound of crashing 
waves filled her ears. This is paradise. She turned and 
started to walk toward her family who were sprawled 
across beach towels and under umbrellas. Looking 
beyond them she could just see a line of tents closer to 
the road. Her father told her homeless people live there. 
Why do they have to live there? They’re ruining this 
beach and her vacation. How selfish of them.
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Imposter Syndrome
Anna Eisaman

I like to believe I am down-to-earth. 
It comforts me to reason 

that I can correct any improper place setting 
simply because my mother taught me table manners at age 8. 

It eases my conscience to believe 
that I earned a full merit scholarship to prep school on just that—

merit.  

Look at me like a zoo animal, 
with awe or envy– 

but twelve years of private school tuition adds up.
Thank my father,

sharp as the Swiss army knife
he keeps in his office drawer,
knowledge spanning wider 

than his four computer monitors. 

Every year, 
my mother addresses and stamps 500 Christmas cards 

with my smiling face decked in red or gold 
front and center. 

Gawk that this year I am even more beautiful than last—
my beauty is borrowed from my mother,

the work of the Spinner, the Alloter, and the Inflexible. 
Know that most things

are beyond oneself.

Stop and stare. 
Whisper 

through your teeth.
Flatter me or malign me.

It’s more than fair
to scoff—

I don’t think I deserve it either.
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Tradition
Annie Nguyen

The girl’s parents told her on her 9th birthday that 
the family would move cross-country to a new house and 
town. As a self-proclaimed city girl, she thought her 
tastes were too refined and exquisite to inhabit such a 
rural place, and even now she claims she lives in the 
“good” part of the area. The town is quaint and religious, 
but not one where people seek to live or visit out of their 
own free will. No, this is a town that is the beginning of 
the upward mobility journey. The youth graduate or find 
jobs, yearning to get away from the town and their 
families and the generational trauma that root them to the 
place. 

They hope they can escape and raise their own 
children somewhere else to escape this trauma. This is 
just one of the many traditions that carry the town. The 
others, like the ice cream social held every July to 
celebrate and fundraise the volunteer firefighters, are set 
by the families that have lived in the town for the 
generations since it was founded. These are the only 
families that willingly stay in the town. There are now 
more churches than people. 

Occasionally, an outsider joins. Or a family. To 
interrupt the stable flow of the town. The girl’s parents, 
in an attempt to explain their decision, said, “A new iiiiiii
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school and new friends? And you get to decorate your 
room!” Secretly, she did not mind. The girl had gotten 
bored of the city where she lived, her house, but 
especially the people. The kids at school were nice but 
her reserved nature cast her as a loner amongst the 
others. When her mind entertained her the most, she truly 
had no desire to interact with her peers. A new town did 
not seem that bad, even if it meant taking a step back 
from the metropolitan environment to a slightly more 
conservative and outdated community. Gazing at the 
dilapidated banner that reads “1988 State Football 
Champions” in the car ride, the girl felt no nerves twist 
in her body. She was used to being an outsider already. 

And it was clear that the family seemed like the 
outsiders when they arrived. The house of theirs was 
much like the others (everyone had the same ranch 
houses in this town), but when the interior was filled 
with couches that cost more than the neighbors’ cars. 
Some people in town simply chose to ignore what the 
family said, even if they could comprehend the 
conversation until the family shifted their sophisticated 
articulation 

into a homey accent. As much as the family wanted 
to be like a breath of fresh air that entered the 
community, the people in the town regarded them more 
like a cold chill that commenced autumn. The family’s 
“urban” way of life antagonized the family among the 
working-class community, and although no one in this 
iiii
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town dared to be impolite, whispers of cold resentment 
surrounded the family when they went about their 
business. 

With her very sensible mind, the girl was a loner 
among her peers but she loved to be in the company of 
adults. This was the only true time she could open up to 
others. So when her parents were busy with setting up 
the house and renovating the bathroom, the girl knocked 
on the next house’s doors and asked if she could watch 
television with the occupants—a couple past the age of 
70 with impaired vision and weak ears who were sweet 
enough. The couple had the same ideals as the 
community but did not actively seek hatred in the family 
because their age left them little care for the world. The 
girl sat on the floor, holding the Maltese dog with her 
eyes plastered on the screen, occasionally interrupting 
the silence with a sentence or two between the shows. 
But there was a sense of eerie familiarity that she 
detected from this couple. With them, she was no longer 
an outsider. On the contrary, spending time with them 
felt like reuniting with old friends. 

On the third day of the routine, her curiosity 
compelled her to ask about this peculiar sentiment. The 
girl leaned back during a commercial break and cocked 
her head to raise the question. “Isn’t it strange that we 
seem to know each other so well?” 

The old man slowly answered, “Why wouldn’t we? 
Your parents grew up here for twenty years before iii
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they left.” 
Tradition really does carry the town.
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aweful prayer
Ike Nabuife
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love is selfish. love is blind.
i want Her all to myself but it’s not my place to protect Her
cain’s jealousy runs through me, and so his regret. we cannot 
resurrect her.
love is stupid. my Love is blind.
is the disciple a fool for loving a Goddess who doesn’t reply to 
their prayer --
a star who doesn’t even realize the planet in Her shadow is there?
how can You exist?
the snow gathers on Your eyelashes like stars in a constellation.
You glow amber in the sunlight like Christ at the transfiguration.
does She know i exist?
a Goddess whose aura rivals only the magnitude of my devotion
but is dwarfed by the gravity of my failure to grasp Her attention.
i do not deserve You. i love You but i fear You.
i fear the power You have over me. oh, what You do to me.
i change my dress, but You see right through me.
i could have everything, but i’d still feel sick without You.
i rebuild myself up, yet im below, on my knees, only at Your feet.
i sculpt my tower, but the sole repentant of gomorrah cannot save 
the whole city. 
like the sun, it hurts, but i cannot help but look at You.
what i love most will destroy me.



Untitled
Celine Omega
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Molding
Sumedha Mahesh

It’s interesting how one’s view of themselves 
changes over a course of time. As you grow older, you 
start to hate yourself, more and more. As a young girl, 
you dress up in princess clothes and princess shoes, 
walking around the house with utmost confidence. Then 
you become seven, and that’s not cool anymore, so you 
start to wear skirts and solid colors. Then comes 12, and 
skirts just aren’t the thing, so you only wear shorts. But 
then you become 14 and shorts make your legs look too 
fat, so you only wear leggings. Then you become 16, and 
leggings show the shape of your legs too much, so you 
wear jeans, loose jeans. But then jeans just aren’t the 
fashion so you wear sweatpants. But someone said that 
you always look tired, so when you’re 17 you wear 
jeans, but the ripped kind so you look per fashion. But 
then someone makes a passing comment that your hips 
are kinda wide, so you wear long shirts that go down to 
your upper mid thighs. Then people say that you wear 
too much oversized clothes and it makes you look “fatter 
than you are” so you start wearing crop tops with a 
jacket tied around your waist. Soon enough you have 
everything on you, makeup, ripped jeans, crop tops, 
oversized shirts, sweatpants, everything… but also 
nothing. 

76



Favoritism
Justin Vaden

when they make a joke about you
that coming from anyone else
would not be taken lightly
but you know 
they don’t truly mean it
you’ll forget about it in an hour
and so you laugh
with everyone else

when they walk past a crowd of people
busy as hell
tempered as you’ve seen them   
yet they still have it in them
to deliver to you a quick hello
from the heart
and as you wave hello back
it makes you smile

when you’re waiting in line
stressing about
anything
and everything
among other things
but then they get in line behind you
and you can forget about all of it
in the next one point five minutes
of this conversation
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To Love or Be Loved
Hannah Ma

A girl sits alone on her couch, sniffling away and 
surrounded by crumpled tissues, as a still of Audrey 
Hepburn and Gregory Peck dancing occupies her TV 
screen. The rest of the movie will forever wait 
expectantly for her to press play. She knows it ends in 
heartache, which brings her some sort of twisted 
comfort, but she could never make it through the scenes 
of nervous small talk, longing glances, and meaningful 
conversations.

The movie was a thoughtful recommendation on 
the part of the girl’s friend after days of droning on and 
on about the leading man’s charm. But, while the two of 
them may outwardly share a wistful longing for their 
own Gregory Peck, deep down the girl knows the truth. 

She’s received love like the love depicted in 
Roman Holiday—and The Notebook and Pride and 
Prejudice and Titanic, in fact. She’s been called lucky a 
thousand times after grand gestures and everyday little 
ones as well. It always ends, though. An execution by her 
own two hands nonetheless. When the girl glances over 
her shoulder, all she sees is carnage.

While everyone else seems to yearn to be loved, 
this girl only yearns to love.
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Up to the Heavens
Bob Wang

I stood in the giant container they called the 
Passenger Safety  Scanner and kept still as a beam of ray 
scanned me from head to toe. 

"You guys are really using the high-end stuff, huh? 
Thank god I’m  not claustrophobic." I joked to the 
security guard as I stepped out of  the equipment.  

"We will now need to record your voice to ensure 
your identity;  please speak to the microphone for thirty 
seconds." The guard  ignored me.  

Recording of voice? Geez, I guess that’s the level 
of security  needed for a space flight. 

I was at the state-of-the-art Houston Space Center 
Terminal One,  my flight to the International Civil Space 
Station scheduled to take  off in two hours. 

As I passed the security check, a service personnel 
came to greet  me and took my luggage. After 
confirming my boarding pass, he  guided me through a 
long corridor to a thick metal door. 

Opening it, I gasped as I saw a long metal bridge 
leading to a silver  space shuttle. The shuttle was 
extremely delicate and beautiful; it  looked like a private 
jet with huge propellants on the tails. 

The door of the space shuttle was already open. 
My heart pounded  faster and faster, pushing the sweat 
iiii
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on my skin so that it dropped  from my palm when I 
stepped into the stunning vehicle.

There were two seats in a row and four rows in 
total. I sat down on  B1 and realized that all the other 
seven passengers were already  seated. 

I looked to my front in curiosity to see what the 
command module of  a space shuttle would look like. To 
my astonishment, there was no  door leading to a flight 
deck where the usual cockpit door of an  airplane would 
be. Instead, there was just a wall in front of us, as if  we 
were in a lecture hall instead of a spacecraft.  

"Excuse me, can you tell me where the pilots are?" 
I curiously  asked the personnel who came into the 
shuttle with me to help me  get seated.  

"You are inside the most advanced unmanned 
space shuttle, sir.  This short flight would be controlled 
remotely." 

Before I could say anything in response, the 
personnel bowed and  quitted the space shuttle. The 
cabin door soon closed after him.  

As I exchanged curious eye contact with the other 
passengers, I  realized that most of them were extremely 
well-dressed, successful looking people. There was a 
family of three sitting behind me. The  little kid, no older 
than eight, was conversing politely with a lady of  age 
sixty or so. 

Sitting right to me was a middle-aged man in an 
elegant suit. He  would have looked fine if his belly 
iiiiiiii
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hadn't upheaved his shirt. 
"So, how do you make money?" The man turned to 

my side and  asked me with a smirk on his face. 
"What do you mean?"I smiled politely.
"Come on, you must be doing something special to 

be able to pay  for the immigration plan." He patted my 
shoulder. 

He had a point: space immigration cost 12 million 
dollars and that  was why the ICSS housed only the 
richest five hundred thousand  people on earth. 

"How about you tell me first, sir?" I didn't really 
feel like sharing my  "success story". 

Just as he was about to speak, the radio interrupted 
our  conversation: "Ladies and gentlemen, please remain 
seated and  secure your belongings; our flight is about to 
take off." 

Our seatbelts automatically fastened. The space 
shuttle suddenly  rotated to a sixty degree angle and the 
people on board shrieked a  short gasp. Thirty seconds 
later, we heard a loud burst of fire behind  us. I suddenly 
felt a strong thrust that pressed me hard against the  
seatbelt. My mind went completely blank as I realized 
that we were  ascending to space.  

Through the window, I saw us propelling upwards 
at an incredible  speed. The ground soon faded; we 
crossed the clouds; we crossed  the atmosphere. The sky 
became darker and darker until there we  were, floating 
in space. I gazed at the elegant contour of earth in  
iiiiiiiiii
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ecstasy and disbelief. 
Our shuttle flew stably again. The middle-aged 

man turned to me  and asked: "So what's the first thing 
you’re gonna do up there? I  heard that there are twenty 
five luxurious hotels and twelve casinos  bigger than the 
biggest ones in Vegas." 

"Probably visit my uncle first,I said. "He 
immigrated to the ICSS two  years ago and never 
returned to earth. We talk through video calls  often and 
he urged me to come and enjoy a new life as well. "

An influencer of the national oil industry and an 
important figure in  the political circles, my uncle was 
indeed my role model. He was  one of the first to pay and 
set foot on the ICSS when the program  first started.  

"That's nice," the man said. "I also know some 
people that went to  the ICSS, but I haven't seen them 
since they left. I think that none of  them ever bothered 
to come back to earth—-the place must be a  literal 
heaven." 

I turned away and looked through the window. The 
scenery was  unbelievable; earth was silently glowing, a 
tranquil azure. I also saw  the moon in the distance, a 
rather mundane and barren space body  compared to 
earth. 

Wait, what? The moon? Wasn't the ICSS located 
exactly between  the Earth and the Moon? Why wasn't I 
seeing the space station?  The advertisements flowed 
back to my head. I looked around, yet  no one else 
iiiiiiiiii
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seemed to be bothered; they all conversed happily with  
each other and chit-chatted about what they would do 
after the trip. 

Suddenly, we heard a ticking sound somewhere in 
the shuttle.  Everyone became silent. 

Tick, tock, tick tock. The tick became clearer and 
louder. 

To my ultimate horror, I did recognize the sound. It 
was the sound of  a bomb.I looked out of the window 
again in desperation.  

No space station in sight...
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Grapefruit
Jennifer Williams

I watch my father cut into a split-in-half grapefruit 
with a serrated spoon. Holding one half in his left palm, 
he slides the spoon along the edge of the grapefruit’s 
thick skin, then into the sunrise-pink flesh. 

He does this using the very same hands he had 
used years ago to grab the grapefruits my 
late-grandmother sent us, out of a box we still have. A 
box that smells exactly like innocence. 

With so much precision in his memorized 
movements, he carves out a triangle of flesh and spoons 
the perfect piece past his lips. A piece cut so deliberately 
and decisively. 

Seeing him, I remember I never liked grapefruits. I 
never could appreciate the potent flavor, concealed 
behind peach-colored skin. I never understood how he 
loved the sweet aftertaste that followed after enduring 
the tart flesh of the fruit. So, I never ate the grapefruits 
she sent us—I sometimes wonder if she never died if I 
would begin to like them. Or if I would begin to carve 
them the way my father does. But they seem like his 
anyways. He is her child after all.

As he swallows the last spoonful, I see him begin 
to miss the love that was in every unsavored bite. All that 
is left in front of him is skin and mangled flesh. But 
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of course, from those remnants, he habitually squeezes 
out the last bit of juice into the waiting cup by his side 
and pours the tangy liquid down his throat immediately 
(always utilitarian in his actions). Attempting to satisfy 
his cravings, but not allowing himself to taste the love 
that now coats his throat.

I imagine my grandmother, with her small hands 
and arms, throwing that box of grapefruit from New 
York to Wisconsin. At seven years old, she was the only 
one I knew who could dwarf my father. The only person 
I knew who could make my father emit an uncontrolled 
emotion. When she died, I discovered him crying for the 
first time, into my younger brother’s pillow. He was 
always a child standing next to her. Always a child when 
he opened the box. But would become a man when he 
ate the fruit. 

Each piece consumed, and each movement done is 
perfect and precise. Each spoonful is portioned with the 
perfect amount of love, the perfect amount of passion, 
the perfect amount of hate so he will never lose control.
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