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The first time it happened to
Fred Perls, the setting was a
hot dog stand.

It had been a cold morning, and by
half past noon, when Fred left work
for his lunch break, it had not gotten
much warmer. As he walked along the
crowded sidewalk and passed the
scent of delicious, smoking hot dogs,
there was little doubt in Fred’s mind
that it was a hot dog kind of day.

The Night Before
Fred slept on his stomach, as al-

ways, his left arm draped over the
side of the bed. He was fast asleep
and a small circle of drool had formed
on the sheets under his mouth.

When he woke at 5:30, he sat up
and thought about his dreams, but by
5:42, as he walked to
the bathroom to brush
his teeth, he found
them impossible to
 remember.

Thursday Afternoon
Again

Fred’s mind was
happily empty as he
stood in line to get his hot dog. The
two large women in front of him wore
even larger coats, restricting his view
of the hot dog stand to just the metal
shelf for ketchup, mustard, and relish.

After a few minutes, the women
left, and Fred took a final step toward
the hot dog stand. “One hot dog,
please,” he said, although he felt
strange saying it because this was,
after all, a hot dog stand, and there
was nothing else to buy.

As the man in the apron began
grilling the hot dog, a peculiar smile
found its way onto Fred’s face. It was
a feeling he couldn’t explain. It
wasn’t really that he was happy, but
rather that he was amused. Fred could
not – not yet, at least – explain why.

Once Fred’s Hot Dog Was Done
Being Grilled

As Fred took the bills from his wal-
let and handed them to the man in the
apron, the strange feeling took hold of
him again and his tongue stopped
working in the middle of saying
“thank you.” Only when Fred said it,
it sounded more like “thu.”

The man in the apron, who was of
course unaware of the strange feeling
Fred was experiencing, was unsure of
what to do. Thankfully, Fred regained

his composure, handed
over the money, took his
hot dog, and hastily
turned toward his office
building.

What Was Happening
in Fred’s Mind

What was happening
in Fred’s mind was the

same as when he would hear an old
song and struggle to remember the
title. Or when, in college, he had stud-
ied all night for a French quiz and
then could not remember the French
word for an English one. It was the
nagging, annoying feeling of knowing
that you know something but just not
knowing it at the moment.

In fact, Fred was trying to remem-
ber something. He did his best to ig-
nore it. Instead, he focused on all the
reports he had to finish by that
evening.

Thursday Evening
Fred had not finished his reports.
Thursday Afternoon Again
Of course, the exact moment Fred

began focusing on something else
was the moment he figured it out.
When he had woken up at 5:30, Fred
remembered, he had just dreamt
about a hot dog stand. What’s more,
the man at the hot dog stand had been
the same man as in his dream.

And the more he thought about it,
the stranger it became, because he
had dreamt about the two fat ladies
with their big coats too.

The smile still on his face, Fred
walked over to a nearby park bench
and sat down. It was, for sure, the
strangest and most excited that Fred
had ever felt. It wasn’t just that he
had dreamt about the situation he had
been in; he had dreamt of those exact
people, their clothes, their fuzzy blue
coats. He had dreamt of the ketchup,
the mustard, and the relish.

All the details of the dream sud-
denly flowed into Fred’s mind.

He imagined that this is what it
would feel like to discover a new

country, or to use magic. He got up
quickly and walked back to work.

He had not eaten his hot dog.
Early That Night
He was in his long green pajamas.

Fred was 30 years old and unmarried,
and this was the most excited he had
ever been to get into bed. He lay a
notebook and pen on the bedside table,
took off his socks, and climbed in.

He reached out from under the
down covers and moved the alarm
back ten minutes. He squeezed his
eyes shut and, incredibly, fell asleep
within minutes. The only sound was
the ticking of the clock down the hall.

Early in the Morning
Immediately after waking, Fred

began scribbling furiously in the note-
book. He wrote about a box of Chi-
nese food, a river clogged with boats,
a giant key, masks, a girl, a shoe, and
a bulls-eye. With a snap, he flipped
the cover of the notebook back into
place and rolled out of bed.

Pleased with himself, Fred began
his morning routine. As he dressed, he
slipped the notebook of dreams inside
his jacket. At 7:15, he walked out the
door and wondered if it would happen
again.

Fred’s Lunch Break
Unfortunately, it was cold again.

Fred walked in the opposite direction
from the day before, toward the
restaurant district and the shopping
malls. Fred and his coworkers did not
usually head this way because it was
quite a ways to walk and their lunch
break was short. But work, and the
pile of reports left on his desk, were
not on Fred’s list of priorities.

Later That Day
The reports were still not done.
Back to Fred’s Lunch Break
In the restaurant section of town,

delicious smells once again found
their way to Fred’s nostrils. He
smelled garlic chicken.

There’s the Chinese food, he
thought.

Like the day before, Fred followed
his nose. He opened the
door of Oriental Panda.
Sitting at a small table to
the left, with a menu ob-
scuring most of her face,
was Carla Hall.

Carla Hall worked in a cubicle next
to Fred and, like Fred, rarely finished
her reports on time. She collected
quarters. She often wore green, and
brought orange juice to work in a cof-
fee mug. And if Fred were ever going
to be married, he wanted it to be to
Carla Hall.

With a smile and a confident stride
unlike those that belonged to the
usual Fred, Fred made his way over to
Carla and asked to join her.

What he said was, “Hi Carla, mind
if I join you?”

And Carla said yes.
Even Fred could not have dreamt

this would happen.
Once They Were Finished Eating
It had been decided over lunch,

which had gone very well, that neither
Fred nor Carla felt like returning to
work for the rest of the day, even
though two adjacent empty cubicles
would be very noticeable, a point
Fred had brought up.

They left the restaurant and began
walking away from their drab office
building, east along the river.

The river and the boats, thought
Fred.

“I need to step into that bank,”
Carla said suddenly, letting go of his
hand and jogging across the street.
She turned and yelled, “Wait there!”

Fred turned toward the water and
thought about how strange the last
two days had been. He reached into
his jacket and took out the notebook,
and judging by the rest of what he had
written, decided that this day could
only get stranger.

Fred turned back toward the street,
leaning against the chains that kept
people from falling into the water. He
looked into the windows of the bank
and saw a man in a mask pulling
down a shade.

There’s the mask, thought Fred.
At this point, Fred realized that the

bank was being robbed and that the
love of his life was inside.

Shoving the notebook into his
jacket again, Fred walked toward the
bank with a confident stride. It was
the stride of someone who thinks he
is much braver than he is, someone
who is probably about to do some-
thing very stupid.

He walked right up to the front
door and peered through a crack in
the blinds. A man in a mask, a differ-
ent man who was much taller and fat-
ter than the other one, pulled back the
blinds and shoved a gun in Fred’s
face, thus confirming Fred’s suspicion
that the bank was being robbed.

Fred backed away, his
stride much quicker now.
On the one hand, he wanted
to get as far away from the
bank as possible, because he
had almost died. On the

other hand, Carla was in the bank.
And so Fred neither walked away

from the bank nor toward it. Instead,
he walked around it, and at the back of
the building, he found a fire escape.
Fred did not call the police, a decision
he would later ponder. What he did
was take a step back, get a running
start, and jump onto the bottom rung.

On the Roof of the Bank
He looked around, trying to think

of a plan. There were some metal
boxes, a flagpole, and right in the
middle of the roof, a metal
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hatch. Fred scrambled over and tugged
with desperation on the massive iron lock.

Although he was discouraged, he knew
it couldn’t end here. His dreams told him
it couldn’t. He felt along the sides of the
hatch, trying to find something to tug on.
There was nothing on the right, but his
left hand grazed something small.

There’s the key, thought Fred.
Ecstatically, he ripped off the tape that

held the key, jammed it into the keyhole,
and twisted. The lock popped open.

Fred paused for a moment to consider
what he was doing. Fred was no super-
hero, nor had he worked out since his trial
gym membership had expired the year
ago. Also, his fighting experience was
limited to two years of karate in elemen-
tary school.

A Moment Later
Fred dangled his feet

over the open hatch and
found the first metal step.
He began climbing down,
aware how loud his
breathing sounded in the
narrow space. Every 30
seconds or so, he passed a
landing that led to another
floor. After a while, he lost count of how
many he had passed. After what seemed
like hours, a typical feeling for someone
doing something they shouldn’t, his feet
finally touched the linoleum floor of a
storage closet. 

Fred stayed far from the door, afraid of
accidentally opening it and falling into
the safe room where the men in masks
would put a gun to his head and kill him,
right then and there. Instead, he tried to
think of something to do with the mops,
brooms, paper towels, and shelving
around him.

And then, because he had seen it in
movies, Fred thought about crawling
through the ceiling. The shelves would
probably hold his weight, and then it was
just a matter of pushing aside one of the
tiles and hoisting himself up there.

This procedure took quite some time,
and he made so much noise that, had the
storage closet actually opened into the
safe room where the robbers were, he
would have been shot before his hand
even touched the ceiling. Lucky for Fred,
but not so lucky for the robbers, the stor-
age closet was situated between the men’s
and women’s bathrooms.

After Fred Managed to Pull Himself
into the Ceiling of the Bank

Fred knew that he had done a pretty
good job so far, at least in terms of his
athletic feats, but he still had no idea what
he was going to do about the bank rob-
bers. He didn’t know how many there
were (there were two), if they all had
guns (they did), if they were holding
hostages (they were), or how he was

going to get out of this
ceiling (by accident).

Fred did the only thing
he could think of, which
was to crawl forward. He
passed over the women’s
bathroom, a hallway, and
then the tellers’ booths.

To move past this point,
Fred realized he would

have to trust his weight to a thin beam.
With his shirt already soaked in sweat, he
gingerly placed his hands, then a knee,
and then the other knee on the beam. It
creaked and then snapped, and Fred
began his descent into the lobby of the
bank.

Ten Minutes Before the Beam Broke
The two masked robbers, after forcing a

teller at gunpoint to open the safe, had
stuffed as many bills into two black duffel
bags as they could. One, Jeremy, had
stood outside the safe with the hostages
while the other, Stan, had done the actual
stuffing.

Once the bags were full, Stan stepped
out of the safe and threw one of the bags
at Jeremy’s feet. “Let’s go,” he said to his
partner in crime.

Jeremy was bending over to pick up the

bag of money when
Fred fell from the
 ceiling. 

Back to Fred’s Fall
The beam, which

was pretty heavy, fell
on Jeremy’s head and
knocked him over,
while Fred collided
with the floor.

With pieces of ceil-
ing falling everywhere,
Jeremy, Stan, Fred,
Carla, and everyone
else in the bank were
blinded and confused
for a moment. As Je-
remy stumbled to his
feet and started to run,
Fred reached out and grabbed his shoe.
Jeremy tripped, hit the floor with a thud,
and fell unconscious.

There’s the shoe, thought Fred.
Jeremy’s gun skittered to the edge of

the room, and Fred followed it on his
hands and knees. 

The debris from the ceiling had basi-
cally settled, and Stan had figured out
what was happening. He raised his gun.

As Stan Turned Off the Safety on His
Gun

Fred grabbed Jeremy’s gun. He had
never fired a gun before and had no idea
how it worked. On the other hand, Fred
had dreamt all of this the night before.
And as he slid around to face Stan, the
memory of his dream clicked into focus
as it had the day before as he sat on the
park bench thinking about the hot dog
man. Fred’s fingers found the safety,
clicked it off, found the trigger, and shot
Stan square in the chest.

Bull’s-eye, thought Fred.
Both guns clattered to the floor.
The lobby was silent now, as everyone

(other than Stan and Jeremy) tried to fig-
ure out whether it was safe to move. Fred
was the first to stand, and then the rest
joined him. Slowly, the realization formed

that the two robbers were either dead or at
least not going to be doing anything for a
while, and the lobby of the bank erupted
into applause. Even Fred began to clap
after he spotted Carla.

The police had been alerted to the rob-
bery (Jeremy had not done a very good
job), and at this point they arrived, crash-
ing through the door, and were surprised
to see that, apart from two men on the
floor and a heap of ceiling tiles, there
 didn’t seem to be much out of place.

The Next Morning
Fred rolled out of bed, briefly reflected

on his dreams from that night, and went
to brush his teeth.

At 6 o’clock, he went into the kitchen
and put two slices of bread into the
toaster. He poured a glass of orange juice
and walked out to get the mail.

On the front page of that day’s newspa-
per was a small picture of Fred and a
short description of the failed robbery. As
Fred sat down with the newspaper, the
toast popped up. It was a pleasant light
brown color.

Carla came out of the bedroom, picked
up the glass of orange juice, kissed Fred,
and sat down to eat.

And there’s the girl, thought Fred. ✦

He had no idea
what he was going

to do about the
bank robbers

For some reason, I cannot put away the mem-
ory of you in that picture on your Facebook. It
wasn’t a particularly spectacular one, just you

in that perfect light blue shirt that matched your
eyes, goofing off with your best friend, being boys
for whatever reason. But between the
way the sun made your hair shine like
melted butter and the fact that your
carefree laugh showed off your smile
in the most flattering way, I became
infatuated with you. And yet, I don’t
even know what your motives were
for taking this picture. You certainly
didn’t mention them in the caption.
Maybe you were trying to look masculine, like the
perfect All-American teenage boy for that perfect
All-American girl, the one who’s a cheerleader 
and a straight-A student and Student Council presi-
dent to boot (and much better than me in, well,

everything). If that was your motive, then you didn’t
think it through too well, because you certainly
don’t look too all-American: good looks and Ralph
Lauren polos, yes, but football, Coca-Cola, trucks
and/or baseball caps, no. I’m sorry, but your logic

failed. Besides, she has a boyfriend.
I never liked baseball caps anyway. 
Maybe for some reason you did take

this picture for me. It would mean the
entire world to me if you had. At the
very least, it would make me feel better
than knowing you just took it to show
off that you had friends and a life. I
don’t want to sound like one of those

melodramatic Nicholas Sparks movies, but I wish I
could tell you how much I love this picture. More
than Cherry Garcia ice cream, more than a new
episode of “Glee,” more than what it felt like to have
the Miss Maryland Crabs Jr. crown placed on my
head last summer. Did you see that picture? I may

have looked stupid in a giant crab-shaped tiara with
tears streaming down my face, but I was thinking of
your reaction when I got it. I wanted you to know
that I’m special, like you, Mr. Quarterback. 

Speaking of which, maybe you could come with
me to one of my appearances for MMCJ, unless
you’re allergic to shellfish. I hope you’re not, be-
cause for the next eleven months, I’ll be eating more
crab cakes than you can shake a can of Old Bay at.
If you did go, I guess you could eat the lemon. And
maybe some tartar sauce, if you’re into that type of
thing. At least you have options. 

Oh my gosh, you just made a new status update!
Is it to ask me out? To confirm that you posted that
picture for me? To confirm that you’re not allergic
to crustaceans? To …

You’re now in a relationship with Miss All Amer-
ica. Three people like this.

I guess I should stick to Cherry Garcia. ✦

Facebook Love by Leah Barteldes, Olney, MD

Maybe for 
some reason 

you did take this
picture for me
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Rooftop
Hands dusted of peach pit,
Gravel, and feathered things 
Which perch in souls, 

Tiptoes clutching ledges, 
Rawboned, everything that is us
Groped for the courage to leap. 

Pulses jagged, 
Vertigo in every direction, 
A fraying tidbit of moment,
All we ever wanted to do was fall.

You examined the sprawl below, 
The wrinkled visage of landscape and 

fractal cities, 
Watched the people pursuing the horizon,
And determined that the world was flat. 

I remember looking at my toes and staring
for a long time. 

You didn’t laugh when I asked you, 
But you didn’t say yes. 

We walked back home.

by Thomas Costello, 
Hastings on Hudson, NY

self realization
through your eyes
Please have the decency
le couteau est dans le main, le coeur bat  …
Don’t twist, don’t turn
Make the incision clean for my sake
Open my body and the revelation of the

beating is faint
Now you can see all that I am:
The weight on my shoulders that I cannot

continue to carry
The reason you should bend and break me
The clarity of just how sick I can really be.
Probe away at my lack of ambiguity
Analyze the absence of hope
You’ll become surrounded in the depths 

of my cynicism
Continue to pry until it hurts, darling
For this will be as unguarded as I shall 

ever be with you
Finally you will find just why
Keep prying until I scream and cry
Come to realize that I am the nectar of 

forbidden fruit
I am poison
So poisonous to you.

by Myah Jones, El Cajon, CA

Where 
Dandelions Roar
Virginia, stop sinking –
take those rocks from your pockets
and step away from the river.
Let’s catch a ride, you and I,
to the place where dandelions roar;
where the alley-cat boys
use their cherry-red lighters
to ignite the stars,
inspired by fireflies
brighter than the sun.

What’s your rush, Virginia?
Heaven may be nice
but it may not be there at all
and death is on its way
but Virginia, I’m here now,
and I’ll give you some deliverance
à la I-75,
no Sunday dress required.

Think about it, Virginia:
you could drown in your sorrows, or
take a dip in the honey pot with me
but either way, Virginia,
promise me

you’ll keep trying to swim.

by Breanna Bowers, Burlington, KS

Excuses
distance has never
been an issue. you let it
become an excuse.

by Myesha Bolling, Richmond, VA

The Boy
I watch the boy
With blue eyes and the 
Breathtaking sweep of his hair
Across his forehead.

He’s all jock.
Such a newbie
Striving to fit in, but I will say
He’s got good looks.

He’s probably a jerk.
The cocky thinks-he-knows-our-system
Kind of guy.
When he doesn’t and we all know it.

I watch the boy 
With blue eyes and the 
Breathtaking sweep of his hair
Across his forehead.

Light filters through the blinds.
Illuminating him, his face.
The excitement of first day
Has died down.

He’s reading quietly at his desk.
He looks sincere, real.
The kind of nice guy
Everybody wants to get to know.

It’s then I realize
That’s all he is.
A nice guy who, I must say
He’s got good looks.

I watch the boy
With blue eyes and the
Breathtaking sweep of his hair
Across his forehead.

by Grace Lemley, Highland, MI

My Hands 
Are Empty
Your green, green dress made me laugh.
This is as nice as it will ever get
You said, and your knees were bruised
Above red shoes ill-matched and still wet
With puddles of dirty rain.
Would you like to dance? My hands 

are empty,
And your dress is green as love and coarse

as memory

We are made of layers, layers, layers,
That has always been the way
And in season we shed these layers
Until there is nothing left to lose

And when you went home and peeled off
that green, green dress,

Inside there was a girl
Small and fair and young as anything;
Inside her was a woman
Strong and lovely, coursing energy,
And inside her, an old, old soul
An old, old heart,
A tree;
Green as love and coarse as memory,
Slowly
Shedding
Its leaves

Still, I cannot abstract you,
But what will be left of us
When we have lost every layer
And shed every shell?
What will we find together
In the cupped hollow of the hands of 
friendship’s love?
Who can tell?

Love is
God is
Love
In empty hands

Waltz (2, 3)

Waltz (2, 3)

We danced the most terrible waltz (2, 3)
Oh, but our words danced incredibly free
And so sparse like the dances of stars
That our feet no longer mattered to us;
We were alone and time was ours
(2, 3)
(2, 3)
2,
3,
Fin
Thank you
This is as nice as
It will ever get,
You said.
Funny, I was thinking the same thing

by Ziggy Unzicker, Juneau, AK

And Then You 
Were Gone
It was not 
that they were too big
but my feet were too small
to fit your prints left behind
They never go away
and always lead opposite
the way I’m heading

by Hope Klingensmith, Stuart, FL

Balloon Catchers
We were the balloon catchers
The tree jumpers
And bread carriers
We were the coat pocket hide-n-go-seek

sunshine pals
We were the cat walkers
Boy kissers
Closeline hanging dirty-kneed trousers
We were the satin cigarette on the tip of

your fabricated tongue

We were the toad capturers 
Drum beaters
And flower crown crafting field runners
We were the carriage-pushing crocheted 

baby blanket thinkers
We were the picnic havers
Pipe smokers
Bunkbed whispering wing flappers
We were the paintbrush whisking tulips 

of your withered garden

You are the war fighters
Love hunters
And pumpkin-patch hand-holders
You are the carnival-going popcorn 

smile throwers
You are the music dancers
Test-takers
Picture-taking flower-pickers
You are the world fixing babies of 

our destruction

Here’s the world, child
Don’t mind the bruises

by Emily Watterson, Algonquin, IL

Colors
I love to watch the people,
Rather, what is left behind:
A certain color, flowing free
Imprinted in the mind.

Adults shuffle hunchbacked
Brown, and black, and gray,
With cracking, folding faces
Corroding every day.

And have they not a reason?
For time has taken its toll
With future’s ceaseless task driving
Fretting at the soul.

Poised on the edge of adulthood,
Teenagers shift their hues
Alternating from brightest reds
To the darkest blues.

Most distill their colors
With cynicism, doubt.
Pastels quiver to explore,
Unwilling to venture out.

But my love is for the children
Streaks of crimson, teal and lime
Glancing off like rays of sun
light, striking every time.

They hear music for what it is
The magic behind the play
Flaring brightest in happiness
Slowly fading away.

I often have cause to wonder,
Do we lose something as we grow?
Is it children with the clearest lenses?
I believe, I believe so.

by Nina Kamath, Saratoga, CA
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The Language of
Listeners
well, if you do happen to remember
how we used to take dictation
from the trees

and scribble their murmurings
onto the sky
in the script of our language

which everyone, 
including us,
had forgotten how to speak

then please call me again tonight
and we’ll both stand alone
on our separate mountains

and maybe listen
to what the stars 
have been trying to say

all these years.

by Evelyn Weinstein, 
Cold Spring Harbor, NY

Of Jake
Jake told me the weather forecast
Even though he’s from Michigan.
He said he’d be thinking of me
And to stay safe.

All that day held foreboding.
I wondered how the padded sky
Could rear up and scowl
Enough to bring a thunderstorm.
But he always can.

Near supper
I went outside to touch the kittens.
I found the gusts 
Had already raised their hackles.
Hot cotton rose in my throat
And I knew I couldn’t stop 
What was coming.

Every time the wind began to waltz,
Every time the sky was grouchy
And I felt his outburst coming straight away,
I saw us frantically preparing
For clouds to 
Explode.

With lightning lashing at our heels
And thunder taunting on every side,
We covered the little plants
Yanked jeans from the porch railing
Slammed and latched the barn door
And dragged the trampoline to the woods 
So it wouldn’t flip.

Even filled with fright
I remembered Jake said he was thinking
About me.
And I could mock the fear.

We ate casserole and cantaloupe
In blackness for a few minutes;
Dread dripped from my armpits.
When the lights rejoined us,
My forehead cooled.

Later that evening
The sun danced a bit
For me.

It made me think of Jake.

by Kayla Ensz, Hillsboro, KS

Dreamer
To pass the time I doused the light
and stumbled blind into the night
to brave the darkening twilight terror
in search of life’s most joyous error

In the deepening crushing black
I lost all hope of turning back
And so I tread uncertain steps
Where poets dreamt and madness slept

I left my common sense behind
For hollow prophets to someday find;
I threw my soul into a gust 
Of fragrant multicolored dust

The skies were painted teal and gold
Where powdered-sugar clouds unrolled
and touched the cresting milky seas
while I gazed in awe from shaded trees

I danced with angels, and demons too
They’re not so different from me and you.
I cheated death, I beat the odds
And taught pottery to the gods

But when the end came slowly near
And my world was soaked in Heaven’s tears
I bid farewell to my friend, the strange
And tread slowly back from which I’d came

A league of men and women all
With impressive papers on their wall
Will preach the worship of what is real
But I know none but what I feel.

by Zack Flint, Loveland, OH

Every Moment
Changes You
After just a moment
a different world is open.
You thought of something
but then you noticed
you never get everything right
at first glance.

by Andrea Aguayo, Clinton, OK

Her Legs
You wouldn’t think.
You wouldn’t think legs
would weigh much, particularly
these ones, withered
as they are. People starve
for legs like these, except
not exactly these.
no one passing by
looks jealously at them. Atrophied
muscles and acres
of nerveless skin would be highly fashionable
if they could support weight. Instead
they are carefully positioned
in scooters and chairs, dragged
behind walkers. She
has MS, and as we
slowly
get her upstairs, one

step
at a time, she pulling
her body up, I wrestling 
with her awkward, heavy, unbending legs

I think
she is beautiful in all the wrong ways
for all the wrong reasons

by Emma Tremblay, Kirkland, WA

An Old 
Familiar Shirt
I wonder what it’s like
When
a heart
so over-used
is sick of trying 
and loving 
living
weeping
caring
making 
breaking
keeping

Does it
stop altogether
its final beat
ringing 
like a last note
in a song
and then the singer steps off the stage 
that note still hanging
in the air

Like a smell that lingers
long after the person is gone

and reminds you of
the boy 
with his 
paint-stained fingers
the shy smile 
that makes you want to describe 
in a hundred different ways
how he looks 
in his
rumpled canvas jacket
with the gold buttons
the one you promise to never wash 
for fear of 
losing that smell of 
paint and dusty rooms, of
sunlight pouring in the window

And so you do the laundry
always leaving out the jacket
you watch the clothes
spin
around and around
maybe that is how a heart looks
when it is all used up
like an old familiar shirt
that has been washed many different times
and 
mixed in with everything else

All of those memories
spinning together
the smells and the feelings 
of those clothes
you can still remember
when you wore that particular shirt
on that date
with that boy
his name was 
Christian
you went to the movies
but 
it was boring so 
you left
and walked around in the cool night air
and he bought you a cinnamon roll
which you ate
licking the sweet sugar from your fingers
which he held in his
intertwined

You get sad 
remembering
the shape of his hand
the skinny fingers with their
beautiful bones
how they memorized your face
and his eyes
that shade of hazel
so deep you would swear
he could read your mind
and 
see your soul
with its markings
not as beautiful as
his

Maybe a heart never wears out
maybe it just
hopes 
and sticks it out
until
you find someone who can 
hold it and never break it
someone who you can take your “fragile”

sticker off for
and 
just be
yourself

Whole and alive
with your sometimes, maybe, beautifully

damaged, “alma”

by Taylor Powell, 
Ray City, GA

Room 201
Then came the quarantine. Four white walls 
closing in. 
Benedictions have become too feeble 
to wrestle the debacle of body tissues.
All I hear is nickels clink as my dad leaves
to light a cigarette. 
Now the inertia. Taciturn, 
pretending to scrutinize cuticles. 
As we listened to him respire under the thin

bed sheets
we knew the steps to take and arrangements 
to make. Forty-five hours later, the 

ice thawed 
why did we linger by the doorsteps until 

the moon 
leaned over the private ward?

by Sera Park, 
Southborough, MA
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Burn My Heart
Burn! Like a thousand flames.
Burn! Hear me scream your name
Burn! Like my heart tonight.
And I actually thought I might
be in love

Burn! You alone made my heart sing
You were my everything.
But no more, no more love, no hate
Leave behind the past.
No more pain, no more tears,
like a burning photograph,
Burn!

by Nathan Hart, Enfield, CT

Tangled
The words are getting tangled
As they pass between my lips
They grow twisted and contorted
With every passing trip

You say you need some time
So you’ll avoid me for a while
You promise that we’ll still be close
But there’s reluctance in your smile

I never wanted what you asked for
Or for things to be displaced
I couldn’t give you what you wanted
So instead I gave you space

When I couldn’t handle waiting
I took to knitting hearts
But the yarn tumbled from my fingers
And our friendship fell apart

It’s the knotting of our strings
That keeps us terribly confined
And the fraying of loose ends
That unravel over time

One day you’ll grow entangled
As you dance on twisted threads
While the spider keeps on weaving
Catching insects in her web

by Marina Watanabe, 
Fair Oaks, CA

A New Kind of Fall
As the ribbon is tied and cut a piece of

glitter falls.
It falls right into her eyes, where everyone

says it belongs.
As she walks to the car, her heel gets 

swallowed by a crack in the earth, 
causing her to fall. 

He is there to catch her.
The smell of pumpkin fills the kitchen as the

leaves fall off the tress. 
A lightning storm approaches. Alone, you

cuddle up in a ball on the couch.
You listen to the thunder crash and heavy

rain fall.
As their lips meet for the first time, he 

whispers, “I’m falling for you.”
A clear night opens up the wonders of what

they call a falling star.
Alone in the house, she falls down the stairs,

alone she slips away from reality.

by Rebecca Howe, 
Springville, NY

Another One
Another tale of Romeo and Juliet
They fell in love, forbidden yet
They stayed together through the end
Here’s my take of Romeo and Juliet

There’s the lad who lives next door
To the beaut who washes hardwood floors
Always glances, never stares
Soon they swore to have evermore

Away they ran
A plan to seek
Each other out
Before dawn’s peek

The beaut awaited for her lad
Until a cougar scared her mad
She ran in fright right out of sight
Leaving her veil of Persian white

The lad appeared
Then saw his end
It stabbed his heart
Which he couldn’t mend

His eyes rolled back
Drooled crimson red
His hand on his heart
For he was dead

Out of the bushes came the maid
Shocked in sorrow here she laid
Next to her lad
This is where they stayed

They’d planned to get married
Their parents forbade
They were to meet up
In a harmless way

To make their vows
To be forever more
The wish came true
And I’ll tell you how

Instead of saying “I do’’
They took the plow
Forever will they have each other
Past the end with one another

by Becca Hooks, Homewood, IL

A Broken Heart
A broken face can be replaced
Or glued back together
But a broken heart 
Can fall apart 
And feel the love forever

by Desiree Granados, Montebello, CA

The View
You’ve got me smiling nonstop,
Laughing like a child
You are beautiful, wonderful,
Free-spirited and wild

I’d climb a mountain 
As long as you are there
And when we’re up
I’ll stop and stare 

Not at the trees 
Or at the view
But at the stunningly breathtaking, 
Beautiful you.

by Camelia Alikashani, 
Vancouver, BC, Canada

Fall Came
Fall came today
and with it, the spare blankets from 

the cupboard
and the kiss of icy wind 
that blows the leaves from their 

watch towers
I will sleep with my window open tonight.
Fall came, so I spread flour on the 

rolling pin
and tied back my hair
pulled the old cookbook from off the shelf
to make the first apple pie of the season.
But when I cracked the spine, 
a handful of pressed violets fell out 

onto the floor
paper thin, with summer’s lazy scent 
still holding in their petals.
I have tried not to write about those days,
it would be too easy
or too hard,
those days we slipped away
and learned how our bodies worked.
Beforehand, you mowed the lawn 

without your shirt
while I sat on the fence and braided violets
and told you about my father
but
every inch of my apple-white arms just
itched for you,
so we left the rest of the world to 

its business
and played a little game,
geography lesson, can you find the capital?
Charting unknown territory,
mountains, valleys, forests
needed exploring
in the ocean of the blankets on the couch
you taught me how to learn
and how to want
I hadn’t really felt that before
it was strange
and fun, but not
poetic,
because
you were not sweet and 
it really meant nothing at all
but
I still saved the violets 
and pressed them in the cookbook on 

the shelf
so I could remember that it wasn’t all for 
nothing.
I better make that pie.

by Indigo Erlenborn, Madison, WI

Why I Shouldn’t
Text at Night
At night, I lose my inhibitions in the dark
And my filter in my brain all but 

disappears, until
Suddenly it seems okay,
Even smart,
To tell you everything.
To tell you more than what you want to hear.
I will tell the truth as I see it, 
With no smooth edges, 
No – truth as ragged as a disc used as a

dog’s chew toy.
Truth as bare as an Arizona desert.
Truth as cold as the deepest secret corners 

of the human heart.
If it pops in my mind,
I HAVE to share it.
My fingers twitch, my mind rushes, and all 

I want to do is send
One
More
Message.
Maybe then my mind will clear.

But what will spill out?

by Kaitlyn Manley, Loveland, OH

Sunday Morning
Every Sunday morning
You can be sure to see
The beautiful old couple 
Sitting in pew three.

I can’t help but notice
The love in his eyes 
Not just for his bride
But his God lifted high.

The strong bond between
This man and his wife,
It’s something I’ll strive for
My entire life.

I sometimes notice
My thoughts drift away,
I think of their love
And forget to pray.

We say the Lord’s Prayer,
The church as a whole,
Her hand in his,
They pray with their souls.

He steals a glance
At the woman on his arm, 
He smiles and blinks
As a tear causes alarm.

He bows his head, 
Quickly finishes his prayer,
Squeezes her hand,
And smiles with care.

As Mass comes to close,
He looks at the cross,
Mouths a quick thank you,
Then nods in awe.

Now Mass is over,
I slide out my pew,
Smile at the man 
Who then smiles too.

The lesson I learned 
Is short but true, 
Love is so strong
It captivates you.

by Katelyn O’Brien, Watertown, MN
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My Heart Is the
Only One Who
Could Explain It
I have twenty-seven hour glasses,
But there will never be enough time
In the day for me to say how your
Grin makes me smile, how your smile
Is the solemn lantern in this abandoned 
Town that we have all to ourselves.
How your eyelashes battered and sparkled
And lit the hormones seeping from our 
Bodies and into the air on fire like
A million fireflies, bred from your freckles,
Kissing my cheeks lightly, giving 

endless warmth.
The silkworm sews the fabric of your
Thoughts in strands of dreams and luxury.
Forty-nine butterflies are born a minute
In your mind, in my mind, in our mind,
You pulled me from my cocoon and
Told me to just flap my wings and fly,
I did, and here we are, soaring like a
A pair of mighty eagles, as bald as we are;
The silkworm stole all our hair, our dreams.
Even if we could fly like the ostrich runs,
Chasing the sun over the fleeting horizon, 
Making every second of a falling day last,
I could never explain why I chased the
Sunset to begin with, why I was brave
Enough to flap my wings and to fly,
Why I even left my cocoon in the first place,
And how I had the audacity to dream 

with you.
Just take my hand, like a friend should,
Place your head against my chest when 
You cannot hold your head high like 

you taught
Me how to hold my head high, and listen;
My heart is the only one who could explain it.

by Phillip Helget, Kensington, MD

Before We Die
I thought of you tonight in sleep,
My heart you stole away.
You gave me yours and said to keep,
I cherish it every day.

When bloody battles and wars we’ve fought,
Turn into desperate pleas.
I’ll think of you with my last thought,
And wait to be set free.

I tried to warn you about my wrongs,
My pain, my fear, my hate.
But I hear you singing our last songs,
I take it as too late.

One last thought, I’ll hold you tight,
Wipe your tears before you cry.
Remember, dear, the key to life,
Is to love before you die.

by Marilyn Wolbert, Dover, PA

Umbrella
i’ll always be your
umbrella if life tries to
rain on your parade

by Emily Jones, St. John, WA

Thunderstorms
We sat on the sidewalk in the thunderstorm

that day.
It is the only day that I remember being 

with you,
because fortunately, I have remembered to

forget everything else. 
Or, I have remembered to want to forget

everything else. 
Or, I have remembered to try to want to 

forget everything else.

I remember the lightning as it dripped 
down our throats.

It never tasted sweeter than on that day.
It almost tasted like
your tears.
And like
the millions of fireflies that lit up your chest,
making your heart look brighter than it 

really was.

I remember holding the thunder in the 
palms of our hands,

and I remember pretending that the thunder
was your kiss,

because, I really wanted it to be,
and because,
I knew it never could be. 

I remember that there was no rain,
and I cried that day because of it. 
Because,
what was thunder, no matter how soft it 

was to hold,
and what was lightning, no matter how

sweet it was to taste,
without rain?
So then you told me that I was the rain.
It was a lie.
I knew that then, and I know that now.
But today, I would give anything to 

believe in 
Your Lies.

by Loisa Fenichell, 
Nyack, NY

How Far?
how far would you go?
everyone asks but I haven’t a clue
I think it depends on the moon
and the stars and that blade of grass
you can never tell with a heart
it changes like dish cycles 
one minute it’s on heavy rinse 
next it’s on filter out …
but I think if you’re set like a table
then you’ll be fine 
a glass will fall once in a while 
yet it only takes seconds to clean up
but if you’re set like a calendar
then I’m sorry, but you’re better off dead 
if you miss a week or even a day
your world is chaotic and topsy-turvy
how far would you go?
blank eyes and quivering lips
that’s not the answer she wants to hear 
“I wouldn’t for you” realization.
how far would you go?
For the one you love?

by Lilian Cruz, 
Medford, NY

Zest of My Heart
A piece of paper floated down from the

hands of a
Boy who held the rest of my heart in 

his fingers. 
Careful, he whispered, and i wished he’d let

the fake words linger. 
Delicacy was on my mind in a way, and
Everything seemed to take longer in this

place that was quiet.
Forget me, okay? I haven’t been around 

so long that you should
Give up on who I made you. 
He pressed a piece of paper into the hands of

me, and
I realized I held the rest of my heart in 

my fingers. 
Just so, he whispered, I can’t 
Keep myself away from you. You know 

that I’ll 
Linger:
and I remember that
Malt liquor was your father’s favorite 

thing in the hands of a
New accomplice and none 
Of those things were relevant to the fact 

that we were 
Protecting ourselves from asking
Questions. I 
Revolved around you and my revolutions had 
Stopped. 
Turn around, you whispered, and I wished

he’d let his hands stay
Under my cashmere sweater, staying warm

and applying
Varying pressure to my hips that were 

moving farther away from our diluted 
Water of love. I forget about those
X-rated lies and I held the rest of my heart

in my fingers.
You threw that piece of paper down from

your hands and the remaining
Zest of my heart didn’t linger.

by Chela Novak, Southampton, NY

I Met You When
Red Met Blue
I met you 
When red met blue
When Harry met Sally
Excluding the blending of primary colors
You left blue on me
As I rendered your face purple
Blue rained in my eyes
Looking at our colors clash
On my arms
Like a tiger being striped by God
With a color not his own
Like a whip we clashed and cracked 
And I bled blue
I started to bleed
The day I met you
I saw red in my dreams
I saw red behind my eyes
Red was a flower in a field of flowers
Red was a volcano surrounded by volcanoes
Red was brave and funny and strong
Red had a heart, a soul, a song
Red was red until red was blue
Red was red
Until the day I met you

by Abigail Holloway, Broken Arrow, OK

An Old Friend
On my shoulders
A jacket tortured,
Enduring every aspect of living.

A cigarette-burned hole,
Matching left-arm scar.
Hip torn by barbed wire.
Blood-stained from fights, 
briars, and masochistic needles.

If I shake the sleeves,
the wafting scent of an October campfire 
will kick-start memories.

He has warmed the bodies of several girls.
Loves, lovers.
He has caught their tears, and mine.

Fought off sickness and addiction 
Made lonely feel like just a word in a song 
Danced to every punk-rock power chord 
that made my parents worry.
Reminded me that I’m used, not useless
Felt the wet of rain.

I wonder if He could use a jacket.

by Zach Turner-Ball, 
Nashville, IN

Shopping for Love
Is love ever considered gratis
Or is there an unspoken return policy
Who to ask
Operator: can you find me love’s manager
Certainly a well-spoken man, woman, 

or neither
To be running such a large array of 

department stores
splattered across the world in humans and

non-humans
alike
Put me through the line
Because I have a shopping cart of love’s 

embodiments that
I’d like to return
For someone who wants or needs it more
than me
I’ve so much stock, it seems unjust and
I think I’d like the savings back, you see
That porcelain pig took many years to feed

by Kira Weiss, 
Arcata, CA
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What a Man 
Your thin lips 
curled at the ends
Telling me you lied about the 
“No more than a movie”
night

I caught myself staring
At that stupid thing
You call a mustache

The handful of overrated hairs
on your upper lip 
Refusing to shave them 
You’ve only encouraged their stay 

Beads of objective
Grew from the dimples in 
your skin 

Your thick eyebrows
Arched
Acting as though they knew nothing 
of the lips’ intent
Your restless legs

Snitched on your thoughts as 
you shifted in your seat

“It’s okay”
My thin bangs whispered back 
I’ll be damned if I let your
Chapped reddened lips 
Touch the soft surface
Of mine
I’ll be damned if I let your grease-filled
Mechanic’s knuckles
Invade the waves in my hair
And I’ll be damned if 
My taste buds are soiled
By your 
Heinous chew
In response to your face’s entrance
to my side of the vehicle
I introduced you to my 
Left cheek 

I hope you enjoyed the three
Carefully picked eye shadows
I applied for blush 
And the grand view of my silver earrings
Placed perfectly 
in my ear

Maybe you got lucky 
As I turned my head
to smell the scent of black amethyst
As my neck was made exposed

Enjoy, stupid boy 
Enjoy 

But before I leave, let me 
Reiterate
This was no 
Shy 
Accident

Hopefully your nose stung
With embarrassment
As I smiled and slammed the passenger door
To your feeble excuse
For a truck 

As my hair waved good-bye
Maybe you answered a reply to 
my mind’s only question 

Who flaunts 
a Ford?

by Valerie Williams, Oshkosh, WI 

Pick Me Up 
a Flower
Pick me up a flower, 
not a rose or an orchid,
don’t buy it,
I only want one.
Pick me up a flower,
off the side of the road,
from a meadow,
I don’t care,
I only want one.
Fine, don’t pick me up a flower,
buy one for someone else,
buy her a dozen long stem roses,
wrap them in crinkly plastic,
give her all the flowers you can buy,
all the flowers in the world,
I only wanted one,
just one.

by Kelsey Traeger, 
Palmetto Bay, FL

Stuck and 
Unstuck Love
We were two birds stuck
On the wire between the telephone poles.
We were perched
Just far enough so our wings could 

not touch.
Sparks danced between us,
Sizzling on the electrical wire,
And all we could do was gaze
Into each other’s beady eyes.

But when we did,
We felt like we were soaring
Above rooftops, and treetops, circling 

each other
But we were two birds stuck in love 
On the wire between the telephone poles.
Our feet gripped and could not ungrip
We could not scoot closer,
We could not shift farther.

We looked at each other,
Sorrow in our black eyes
As we began to realize 
There was no point in wasting time.
For we were two birds stuck in love
On the wire between the telephone poles.
Our talons grew tired from gripping,
Our hearts became weary of wishing,
And we little by little accepted the

heartrending truth.
We could not scoot closer,
We could not shift farther.

Until one day,
A gusty wind came
And toppled our telephone poles 
That had once held us in place.
We could stretch our talons.
We were two birds unstuck and free.

I flew and flew and flew away,
So shocked that I was unhandcuffed
Until I found you flew another way.
And it was with the freedom that the 

wind finally gave
That I lost the love I had always meant 

to save.

by Samantha Cassidy, 
Duncan, OK

Cigarettes 
and Tangerine
(the nearness of you 
invoked a loneliness
i never knew before)

Only when I sleep,
am I awake.

Sleep,

and reels of thoughts
spin on infinitesimal hope
and sound waves
lock with ropes of tears

Sleep,

and I’m drifting
on the black waves of slumber,
dreaming of your opaque eyes,
the November sun,
cigarettes and tangerine.

But wake, 
and you will be 
just a quiet hope
tucked under
a wing of my prayer.

Wake,
and I cannot love you.

by Fatimah Zainal Abidin, 
Georgetown, Malaysia

Dreary Arizona
Dreary Arizona, dripping cold, wet 

rain today.
Blurry cars drive past out the windows under
a low gray winter sky, but
inside the temperature is rising
as anger seeps through the walls like
red paint poured on an altar.
This day was meant for the opposite
of what’s being felt right now;
roses lay crushed and forgotten
and the explanation is in pieces,
set aflame all on the ground.
Maybe if it was brought outside,
it would turn to steam and then
release the red-hate feeling to the gray
and float away, harmless, on 

Saint Valentine’s day.

by Kara Wixtrom, 
Gwinn, MI

Of Poets’ Eyes &
Mechanical Hearts
A breeze, a breeze,
the sweet wind of winter whispers lovesick

fools in my ear
a sighing song of crystal butterflies that i

pinned in your hair
after we fell down dizzy from dancing 

in the fog.

The buzz of my mechanical heart
is beating away at your concrete walls and

brick by brick
I tear you apart
so that ice sharp love can pierce your soul.

Our laughter a husky smoke-stained melody,
we pop soda cans
and toast them like ambrosia.
the cliff we watch from withered with tattoo

love and hate.

But your poets’ eyes are fixed on me and 
my sutured scars

throb with hope because your eyes are

freedom life hope
blue and
they whisper behind frozen shadows the se-

crets of life (of death?) I sometimes wonder

where you got those bruises on your arms
but i don’t ask ’cause
my bruises are pretty fresh too … (did i tell

you that I love you?)

So in my purple-leather princess trenchcoat
and ratty jeans my sister wore

I sit and watch the sunset with you, your
scarlet hair tickling my hands

as you rest your head on my thigh.
The patchwork quilt of black and silver 

and garish blue is tucked around your
curled form

to keep off the winter’s laughter as we soak
in heat from our concrete bed.

And I sing us folk songs from countries
we’ve never been to with you humming
abstract chords to keep the roar of 
highway traffic at bay.

as dreams and salt-scoured breaths take our
souls to flight to adventures

with our well-loved monsters and 
closet-skeletons as our guide

while we wander away into the peace 
of oblivion.

(Did i tell you that i Love You?)

by Erin Osterlind, Oceanside, CA

four letters
Guilt drips off and burns
like a melting candle.
I still can feel a lingering flame
haunting in the back of our minds.
you snapped the Us in two.
Summer nights with movies
Our own romantic comedy in theaters
Maybe you shouldn’t have said
those horrific things
and you wouldn’t have made
a cut into a scar.
I want to forget and let go
Of your lifeline
But a four-letter word
Tightens my grip.

by Hannah Schacherl, Oshkosh, WI

Teen Ink • F E B R U A RY  ’ 1 2 • POETRY 
42

Photo by Christopher Wright, 
Cave Junction, OR



One of 
Those People
She was one of those people who ate 

breakfast in bed,
Who woke up alone and
Never listened to what her parents said.
She was one of those people who bought

window seats,
Who boarded the plane and closed 

the shutter,
Complaining of heat
She was one of those people who closed 

her eyes,
Who closed her eyes to the world
And mumbled her good-byes.
She was one of those people who put on 

her headphones,
Who refused to talk,
Who preferred to be alone.
She was one of those people who thought

the world was beautiful,
Who believed it was good,
But never tried to live in it.

He was one of those people who lived 
life with ease,

Who never took a coat
And who loved the cool breeze.
He was one of those people who loved 

with his heart,
Who appreciated time together
After being apart.
He was one of those people who watched

with his eyes,
Who listened to his heart
And who deemed it wise.
He was one of those people who opened 

his soul,
Who let into his life 
The world as a whole.
He was one of those people who watched

the world,
Who lived,
Who never let a second go by too soon.

by Jason Tinero, 
Calabasas, CA

Series of Haikus:
Detachment
This is how it is:
I loved you a little then,
but not anymore.

Perhaps once, I fell
into old habits of love –
accidents happen.

I’m not hiding now
because trying to be yours
was too difficult.

There are no fancy
words to describe us because
we were simply there.

We were not special
or brilliant or lovelier
than most. Not profound.

We just were, right then.
And so it worked, for a while –
Then time slowed us down.

by Kaitlin Duchene, 
Tallahassee, FL

Scar Tissue
I don’t need him
I don’t need his compliments
to float through the telephone wire
and slither in my ear
Because once he’s gone
they’ll fester
turn ugly and backwards
lies.

I don’t need his kisses
leaving trails from my
lips to my neck.
Bread crumbs that will lead me
to him
after he’s left.

I don’t need the butterflies
in my stomach
whenever I think of him.
When he changes his mind
they’ll turn to bees
and sting me
so I can’t hardly breathe from the
pain and swelling.
They’ll fly up
to my heart
puncture it.
And the scar tissue
will be so thick
that no one will ever
breach my security
ever again.

I don’t need him.
No.
But I want him
in a masochistic
self-harming way.
My bee-stung stomach
aches with the thought
of another love
but it’s a good ache …
He is a pain that hurts every part
but makes every part stiff
and stronger
with light pink
scar tissue.

by Hannah Kiel, Bloomington, IL

A Cadaver’s Heart
Ashen light strikes his jigsaw puzzle heart,
Cut with precision so rapier sharp;
It’s fixed upon a tray, with gunk and grime,
And handed off, a macabre Valentine.

by Amirio Freeman, Hampton, VA

The Absurdity of 
a Heart-Shaped
Necklace
Sometimes I wonder why jewelers
make necklaces shaped like hearts. 
They’re inaccurate, to begin with, 
they get the shape wrong, every time.

I’ve never gotten an x-ray of my heart,
but trust me, I’ve seen enough doctor shows
on television to know what a heart 

looks like.
Kay Jewelers, I’m sorry, but your design 

is wrong.

Besides, why would I want to wear a heart
around my neck? I have one already, thanks,
beating loudly and proudly inside my chest.
I don’t need a hunk of gold impersonating it.

Plus, if I were to wear a second heart around
my neck

I would want it on something sturdy, maybe
a chain like the kind in prisons to lock up 

the inmates.
I want my heart safe, not dangling from a

flimsy metal string.

Heart-shaped necklaces seem so unnecessary
Although I guess I can reason that 

it’s always
convenient and even rather wise to hold
an extra heart, just in case mine 

breaks somehow.

by Michelle Lesniak, So. Plainfield, NJ

Ninety-Four
You said you wanted to be with me till 

we were 94,
but the more and more 
I think about it I see
you played me like your own guitar,
you let me believe the distance wasn’t so far,
and all the while you never gave an answer.
You let me smile and trust,
and now it’s all rust
crumpled,
scattered in the dust,
and I must confess that I hate the fact that

even though it was rushed
I LOVED YOU.

I guess you have another girl to share your
insomnia with now,

I guess you’ll tell her how she’s a “cute
cherry” the same way you did with me,

and I guess you’ve shut the door on 94
and I hope you know you can’t open it back up.

by Emi DeBruyn, Durham, NC

Loveful Lust
Love is a funny thing
It can be a cruel game
Add -ed and it becomes what you were to me
Add -s and it is what
I still do to you 
Add -r and it is the thing you were, 
The thing that ended when we kissed
Farewell and good-bye
Love is funny sometimes
It delights us in messing with our minds

by Ellen Zhang, Troy, MI

I Hate Your Laugh
I hate your eyes.
But it’s not that murky excuse for green 

that I hate
It’s their ability to stare in mine
Hold them so intensely
And pour Grade A lies so fluidly

I hate your laugh.
Like a teacher’s sturdy nails against 

the blackboard
With a hint of base of course
To make up for the basics that define you 

as a man.
Maybe.

I hate your hair.
The eight-dollar bottle of that pharmacy

chestnut brown
That now traps your natural beach 

blonde locks
I believe your haircut has been long overdue
But that would mean chopping off your

wannabe Bieber shag.

I hate your teeth.
Who knew behind those pearly whites
Festered so much rage
When you would clench them together
Throwing one of your first-class hissy fits.

What [I] hate the most about you?
I don’t even know 
If you would be ab[L]e to comprehend 

the truth
That I’m about to sh[O]ot through 

your veins
If it could e[V]en sink through that 

thick skull
Lay[E]red with your various comics
And your classic John Ma[Y]er CD’s
Y[O]u wo[U]ldn’t even be able to grasp it.

So the question still stands.
I can’t exactly put my finger on it.
But.

I’m pretty sure I just hate you.

by Hannah Sawyer, No. Brunswick, NJ

This Much
I’ll write a love poem for you
On the graffiti-covered wall of the 

bathroom stall
In a rundown gas station in the middle 

of nowhere

And I hope that says enough for you
I hope it means enough to you
That you won’t leave me here
At a rundown gas station
In the middle of nowhere.

by Kelly Long, Holbrook, MA

Crying Love
I feel these butterflies biting at the lining of

my stomach,
And that shock burning through my veins

every time your hand brushes mine,
Sitting at this table
In this bar,
Drawing our names on napkins, 
And sipping Dr. Pepper,
It’s obvious what’s going on.
But I’ve cried “love” too many times, and 

no one will believe us now.

by Allyssa Lantis, Naylor, GA
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education
they were learning each other. 
figuring each other out.
there was no textbook, no equation, 

no handbook, no rules. 
they were trying. 
experimenting, testing, working.
they learned each other by trial and error,
secret by story by fear by passion,
baby steps, then bigger, then bigger –

but still not too fast.
they asked questions
she wondered 
he guessed
what made her smile
what made him laugh
when to talk – when to listen
when to challenge – when to accept
they reached in through their stomachs
and found each other’s soul
hidden there in a nook behind the ribs
adjacent to the heart
a place where no one would think to go
they mapped out the geography
the ridges and the valleys 
the depths of the brokenness
the mountains of elation 
they charted and plotted
bar graphs of happiness 
line graphs of events
data tables of everything in between
they turned each other into math, 

for a while,
before they knew better
they learned the contour of the other’s face
where the light had to hit to reflect their eyes
the size of their hands
the shape of her mouth
the curve of his chin
the freckles, the dimples, the indents, 

the prints
some things they did wrong,
only to be expected,
here was an unexplored place –
the being of another –
they each knew to tread carefully
baby steps, then bigger, then bigger –

but still not too fast.
they were only learning.

by Danielle Colburn, 
Byron Center, MI

Contrasting 
Shadows
I wish I could just
dip my hand into the light of morning
and spread it evenly
across your deepest shadows.
These are the places where you hide
and everything is tucked away neatly:
all the words you want to set free
but that remain caged
behind the soft darkness.
Don’t you know these things multiply?
They only strengthen behind the bars.
And someday they’ll spill, 
made savage by time.
They’ll cut across this town
this sad, awful, beautiful town
where day and night lean toward each other
but never meet.

by Angela Adduci, Glen Ellyn, IL

Spanish
Mira 
she says
My name’s Mira
as she shuts our
front door
calm cool
and I nod
to her fake Crocs and
thick coffee hair

Eyes careful  
I think she
knows why I 
stumble 
red and shaky
Hello
Hola

I am embarrassed  
I want to say
yeah we eat at 
McDonald’s too
all the time
like you
like you

Mira’s mom
she cleans the
floors so 
hard and shiny
I feel small 
standing over the
small woman
as she wipes my dust
and smiles

We listen to “Swan Lake” 
in my room
music box whirring
and her lighter eyes
softly clench my
darker ones and she
says 

I don’t know 
about you but 
this sort of depresses 
me

I want to
say me
too me too
but I keep quiet

And I wonder about
Spanish music
not sad droopy
but lights
gold hoops
like arms 
legs spinning
hair waving
tumbling

She will be having
a quinceañera 
in four years

Eating quesadillas 
dancing with boys
who are tall and
know how

And I know it is 
stupid 
but
I want her to 
take me
away

by Hayun Cho, Wilmette, IL

Weirdo 
Weirdo is what we called her
because her name couldn’t fit into 

our mouths. 
In our second-grade classroom while we

were throwing books 
across the classroom and wrestling on 

the rug, 
she was reading a chapter book. 
In the corner, alone, 
with concentration that couldn’t possibly 

be natural. 
All quiet 
and peaceful. 
It was like watching water stand still. 
And I can’t remember her saying a word. 
She didn’t like playing tag either. 
She ran funny. 
Her skinny legs took her nowhere. 
Once she was it, 
that was it – game over. 
She wore green leggings 
(Sometimes, they still had tomato sauce

stains from last night’s dinner)
with “sensible sneakers” 
without any brand name. 
Because her dad refused to condone 

Nike sweatshops 
A view that I would adopt later in life 
But was allowed to be blissfully unaware 

of until she told me 
while she sat on the sidelines during gym 

in middle school.
That same day 
she told me she wanted pink spaghetti 

strap tops 
tight jeans 
and platform sandals like all the other girls 
She’d started crying in a shoe store once 
when her mother wouldn’t buy them for her. 
I nodded my head
But she never gave me the chance to tell her
“I understand” 
before she went back to reading.
But I didn’t know that it mattered then

I used to think of her when I watched 
“Matilda” 

I imagined that one day 
she was going to prove us all wrong. 
and start moving glasses of water with 

her mind,
and that her name would be chanted in the

schoolyard 
roll rhythmically off our tongues.
Mostly I imagined her huddled in the public

library on Saturday mornings 
reading every book in alphabetical order. 
She must’ve been in the Gs by now. 
Smack in the middle of Great Expectations 
She would show up in my dreams when

things got lonely 
usually a white turtleneck and green 

legging ensemble. 
It was only in those dreams that I realized

that the green matched her eyes just right

I saw her for real once.
I was fifteen
and there she was on a fire escape,
with a cigarette dangling from her lips, 
wearing a pink dress. 
I had to look away.

by Cecilia Stein, 
Brooklyn, NY

You are my habit.
You are nicotine-stained fingers,
A rattling cough that reminds me that, 
yes,
there is still air in my lungs,
I can keep
breathing. 
You are my ragged,
broken nails, 
every chip and curve
a canyon filled
by nervous energy. 
You are a bag of chips, 
a banana,
a cheese stick, 
a quart of ice cream, 
a pack of Starbursts, 
and a hot dog,
every bite struggling to 
replace the empty pit that is
my stomach.
You are a shining, new credit card,
purchase after purchase
filling my arms,
a poor facade for
debt and guilt. 
You are my habit,
and I’ve found,
that the first step to quitting
is admitting
that you’re not my habit.
You’re my addiction.

by Audrey Deiss, Bethel, AK

Coming Soon to a
Life Near You
In the air last night, there lurked an 

all-too-familiar cat.
It snuck close and wrapped around us with

the sound,
a breeze that rustled soon rusted leaves 
as we sang of opening a restaurant in 

Santa Fe
since all this misery pays no salary
and as the L word fell like lightning bolts
through the silence of the night
The chill grew at the back of my mind
“It can’t be Fall,” said the left side
“It will be soon,” said the right

by Brian Fitzpatrick, Chicago, IL
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The Year
The year they played Frac Jack
Was the one where he smiled
And told her she was fine the way she was
It was the year she blushed
And locked her feelings out like intruders
Because she didn’t know what to make 

of them

The year they felt older
Was the one where he whistled in 

the hallways
And made friends with the right kids
It was the year she forgot about him
And was satisfied because
She couldn’t handle any intrusions

The year they stopped listening
Was the one where his wrist borrowed the

razor from his face
And he kissed the pretty girl who had it all
But it didn’t make things any better
It was the year she opened the door
And they talked about the trees
While her stomach hurt and no one had 

any idea why

The year they did nothing
Was the one where his road stopped 

twisting for a moment
And let him take a rest
It was the year she spent in silence
And watched him sleep while she tossed 

and turned
Waiting for something
Just anything at all

The year they made speeches
Was the one where he stopped and listened
And gave her the chance to change his mind
It was the year she begged and pleaded
And ripped her hair out
While he held her close
For no reason at all

The year they saved the world
Was the one where he chose redheads 

over blondes
And felt like for once, he was nothing more

than ordinary
It was the year her wrist stole the razor 

from his
And she began to give up
One scratch at a time

The year they almost finished
Was the one where he felt like things 

were hard
And began to wonder why she always

looked so sad
It was the year she closed the book
And turned out the light
Gave him one last look because it was too

hard not to

The year he was leaving
Was the one where he couldn’t let go
And wondered why
He hadn’t held the book open with all of 

his might.

by Isabel Kerr, Greensboro, NC

Capturing Love
If love could be drawn,
I’d grab every color,
Use the globe as my canvas,
And paint the world for you.

by Emily Jones, St. John, WA

Carousel
Would you like to buy a ticket?
said the master to the girl.
And how could I refuse
the lure of the whirl in your smile?

Snow glare was our disguise,
and gold-gilt poles that glittered
east-to-west, in a spectrum 
of white and blue.

The winds blew ice flakes
into my eyes,
they bit and stung, narrowed,
my horizons shrank to you.

You were beautiful, so bright,
your gaily colored wooden horses
spun us 
’round and ’round.

A perfect picture show
you painted
in mirrors and cracked glass,
I thought it showed me everything.

When dusk gathered,
and the flying flakes slowed
to a thinning veil of bright,

I saw our horses 
could only run 
in circles.

by Beatrice Waterhouse, 
Santa Rosa, CA

Plumey’s Brother
I remember spotting you,
a sleeping flame pushed
against dirty glass and
my heart got attached
just from the very sight of
your burning.
After all, it was August and
that coat you were wearing
had me staring
because it was hot as f***
from the sun’s constant blaring,
and I wanted you out of that 
heat-ridden cage.
And so it was; I unleashed 
you and your brother
and only minutes passed before
my mother came to a decision
without my permission.
Although I am not upset about the
one we came to choose,
time after time my thoughts move
back to you, and I wonder
if your fire
is still burning like it used to.

by Lauren Skaroff, Yardley, PA

Memoir #67
I’d like to say we met at the homecoming

dance 
But my Sneakers squeaked too much 
And he was too curious 
Because Shoes make sounds that grate 

on nerves 
In a way that lets you know they are here 
I’d like to say that we both fell in love 
Staring into each other’s eyes as we 

passionately –
but he thought I was annoying and I had no time
for ones who did not appreciate my presence 
Squeaky Shoes or otherwise 
so a day passed and we saw each other in

the hallway 
me with my Shoes 
and him with his unnerving stare 
Personally, though, I felt attached 
As if every passing glance or blink in 
My direction meant the world to me 

and therefore 
meant the world to him 
I didn’t understand the importance of dance 
But it was important to him 
and therefore important to me 
And so with loud Sneakers that sang along

with the music 
and a dress that would much rather be 

paired with heels 
I moved and danced and my friends 

laughed and I 
squeaked and he stared and looked away 

and stared 
And I realized that prettygirls loved him 

and wasipretty? 
But he paid no mind to prettygirls and

walked to me 
his shoes scuffled toward canary Sneakers 
beckoning him with sounds that only Shoes

can make 
And we Danced and He Talked and Smiled

and my 
sneakers were less audible 
Replaced by the beat of the music pounding 
Within my chest.

by Annabel Sharahy, Wayne, NJ

Parallel Parking
Ink fingerprints stain the palms of my hands
And your terrified white words whisper

along alleyways 
Masking my forearmed fear with hope
For starlight encrusted highways of tomorrow

Tingling sensations in my toes point me in
your direction

Knowing that I’ve taken these defiant 
steps before

And even with car-crash likelihood 
I’ll take them again

Tainted solemn cries
From one or two or all of us, together
Gasping for breaths or twinges or jolts 

of happiness
Ringing from the ones we’ll somehow 

justly love, always

Molten black asphalt stains the soles of our feet
As we chase after your soul along derelict

suburban roads 
Palpably, I hear her grovel for more chances
Hoping, if nothing else, mine are superior 

in eloquence.

by Tess Edwards, Perry Hall, MD 

Finders
I found the words hiding. 
Curled between my toes, 
Itching with every step.

They are the poems. 

Poems hiding in corners of mouths
Pulled upwards in a smirk. 
Drifting through fingers
Of pleading hands. 

Fingers running rough, 
Feeling the raised edges
Of blank canvas
And listening to whispers
Of words indiscernible

But still I listen, 
Blessed by ignorance, 
Blessed by things I can’t understand, 
While my strained ears 
Line thick with perfect words.

by Caitlin Wolper, New City, NY

On Life Not Having
a Pause Button
She likes a boy
And her grandfather’s in a hospital
Some six thousand miles away,
Surviving every day but
Slowly losing his smile. 
She likes a boy
And her grandfather has thirty-six
Tumors on his spine,
Two in his pancreas
And says he feels fine but 
He’s refusing to eat. 
She likes a boy
And her grandfather might not
Make it until Christmas, 
Her grandfather who played chess
And laughed his chesty laugh
And poured her wine she wasn’t 
Really supposed to have. 
She likes a boy
And she doesn’t know if she should
Keep on living or
Pause,
Temporarily, and pray that
Her grandfather, who sat every morning
Reading the paper and jumping at her hello, 
Could make it through. 
She likes a boy
And her grandfather was never religious,
And he wants to live so badly,
Because he never wants to waste a second
Of what he has,
Because life is the only thing that is
Solid and certain. 
She likes a boy 
And she feels selfish, living
When her grandfather’s life is so tentative, 
But when she tries to 
Pause,
She can’t get life to stop.
She likes a boy
And she walks with him 
And she thinks of her grandfather
And she lives 
Because it’s the only thing
She knows she can do.

by Amy Clark, 
Santa Monica, CA
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Liberty
When the sun glares in from the 

wrong direction,
I sit down in the kitchen with my coffee mug

in hand
peering down into valleys in the creaky 

teak table.

“It’s actually supposed to be a soup bowl,”
my mother would mention gently –
embarrassed by my incorrect usage of the mug:

concerned, as she was
to teach me social graces and manners
tying me down arbitrarily.

A house sparrow tickles the attic, giggling
And I hear bees dozing with a quiet purr 

under my shutters
outside; it is cold, I remember
wiggling my toes inside woolen socks.

“We’ll have to set traps to get them out,”
my father would conclude, sighing.

Still I climb the stairs,
carefully opening my attic door
and excited sparrows flitter
this way and that around my head,
past my ears with a sing-song longing
as they careen down the stairs with me;

I see their wings, striped tawny and white
blaze past me

and I let the windows fly open,
embracing the buzzing bees, awakened 

from their winter nap
while the curtains float melodically in frigid air
surrounding me like a blanket of ice,
hugging me as the sparrows swerve into 

the open
like freed souls dancing down from heaven
back to the life they had missed, to the 

life they had wished for.

I remember now that my parents aren’t here;
and their advice, well-founded, maybe, 

isn’t always right.

Dust bunnies hiding in corners cautiously
waltz onto the open floor

desiring the same freedoms, but too afraid to
ask outright,

“Go ahead!” I cry, “Go!”
The doorway accepts them without doubt,
without judgment, without prejudice.

“Go ahead!” the hinges on the door 
shout, “Go!”

and everyone now has found freedom, 
I know,

myself included as I sink blissfully 
to the earth

and blow away with the affectionate wind.

by Rachel Spayd, Stockton, NJ

$limy 
The color of the bad weather
Has let go the hundred little fingers of 

red, green, 
yellow, blue, and numb of black sticks
Cecito and Arturito, scuttles off dodging 

the many 
schoolyard colors
With a geography of scars
Crooked hair and crooked teeth 

by Jacob Wilson, Clinton, TN  

Dragging Me In 
Sapphire eyes
With little flecks of green
Bursting with light 
Caught in the undertow of your stare. 

Long black lashes 
Contrast with the deep blue
Reach out and grab me
Dragging me in. 

Drawing my eyes to yours 
Our eyes so close
Almost touching 
Our lashes knit together

Making us 
Part of each other. 
Binding a couple into 
One. 

by Rachel Henline, Irmo, SC 

This Poem Will 
Satirize Poems
An Apple (notice the capitalization 
It’s important
(That line break 
was too)
And the reference to Adam and Eve)
Sidles and slouches in a wrinkled 

cluttered place
(the line is 
Cluttered
and there is an alliteration
also I am vague) 
Mold creeps, 
With personification,
On our old apple
(I’m addressing you) 
A worm won’t ever choose 
To reside within 
Such a place. 
(Nobody wants the apple 
because mankind has ruined 
Our knowledge (that’s commentary
On society 
with a rhyme.)

by Abigail Schneider, New York, NY

What Love Taught 
Love has only taught
Me how to hurt somebody
Without a weapon

by Kate Dudek, Memphis, TN

A Winter’s Breeze
The crisp wind, like freshly prepped 

cookie dough, is
Numbing my skin with a burning brush.
As the soft air scrapes past me,
I peer across the terrace.

I can see a winter’s eternity burning 
with passion

The liberated winter landscape concealed
with the color white

Just then a rabbit hopped across the scene
With clumsy yet precise movements through

the deep snow.
It’s time to go back to sleep.
It’s winter.

by Nick Lee, Clarkston, MI

Fairy Tales
I used to call you my white knight.
When we were five, 
You saved me from the dragons in 

my backyard
And promised to make me your queen.

In time, you threw aside your
Plastic breastplate
And grew steel under your skin.
I always wondered whether you really 

felt no pain
In your new armor
Or if it simply kept the hurricane in 

your eyes from
Spilling out.

I dropped my tiara at the last show-and-tell
Before middle school.
The flexible plastic snapped on impact
And I learned to find a different kind 
Of dragon: a dragon that breathed 
sweet talk and empty promises
I learned to spar with my own words
I learned to stand my own ground
I learned to play carefully with needles
Never to accept fruit from strangers
And not to underestimate the utility of 

talking mice.

But sometimes
When the walls of my castle feel a little
Too thin
And the drawbridge shakes under my feet
I think I still need a knight
And I wonder if that hurricane has
Finally seen its
Rainbow.

by Catherine Kulke, Wellesley, MA

Faces
I told her that her face
was my favorite face of all
the faces I had ever been with.

She laughed and told me
that her face had nothing
to do with who she was.

So I told her I liked her laugh, too,
and she seemed to like that better.

I asked her if she liked my face.
She said she preferred my hands.

by Tyler Peschel, Newburgh, NY

What Georgia Did
“I’ll paint them big,” she said, 
and so she did –
sending huge splashes of color 
rolling across sinewy canvasses, 
rioting through art halls. 
She escorted the dusky palette of the desert
to the ambitious New York skyline. 
She brought the beauty of bypassed details, 
blossoming with swirls of fluorescents 

and pastels
to the eyes of the fast-walking, fast-talking, 
fast-living city-people.
Her careful eyes searched out the 

modest furrows, 
the bold ripples of huddled petals, 
breathing soft reverberations of life 

into her page. 
Georgia paid homage to what no one else did:
The flawless energy of a flower. 

by Bethany Clarke, Gilford, NH  

What Apparently
Seems Ordinary
An ordinary Experience of life,
So it would always Seem.
A life with Ordinary Leaves,
Randomly placed on Ordinary Trees.

A capture of Ordinary Skies,
Melted together with Ordinary Greens –
And some Ordinary Sea –
Past illustrations of how ordinary life –
Was previously Seen.

Years have added some “Ordinary” War.
Years have added some “Ordinary” Gore.
Years have added some “Ordinary” Sin.
Regretfully Now –
These are All seen as ordinary Happenings. 

The ordinary Car-Crashes-into that 
ordinary Tree.

The ordinary Plane-Falls-from that capture
of ordinary skies.

The ordinary Being-Dies-onto those 
ordinary Greens,

And the ordinary Ship-Sinks-within that 
ordinary Sea.

These used to be Unordinary things.
Until the moment He saw that Ordinary 

Life as something –
No Longer – Interesting.

by Jenna Atta, Kensington, MD

Kisses
First, exploratory, exciting, and nervous.
Fumbling, young, freckled, and watched.
Bossy, uncomfortable, worried, and new.
Titillating, right, wrong, and exhibited.
Deep, sweet, delicious, and loving.
Curious, devastating, exciting, and 

of cannabis.
Casual, wasted, forgetful, and regretted.
Friendly, acceptable, fun, and arousing.
Funny, desirable, awkward, and a lost bet.
Erotic, swirling, hair-pulling, and exotic.
Rough, unexpected, hungry, and perfect.
Non-consensual, struggling, aggravated, 

and slobbery.
Clumsy, doomed, musical, and unlikely.

by Jenn Smith, Shelburne, NS, Canada
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Sorry
I won’t do it.
I can’t.
Who do they think they are,
Trying to make me lose
All status at school, at home,
In all of my life?

To do that now
Would be
To back down,
To show weakness,
To be forever remembered
As the one who listened
To the voice
Of “authority.”

And who do they think they are anyway?
Just a bunch
Of people who come and try
To teach us stuff, but really,
Really,
Does anyone think that they actually
Succeed?

I can’t back down.
I’ve done nothing wrong.
I don’t need some adult taking my hand
And saying, “Come on, girl, apologize to 
What’s-her-face,”
Because,
Goodness knows,
That would be the 
Be-all, end-all
Of humiliation.

What’s the point of apologizing anyway?
Just because you maybe
Say someone’s shirt is not gorgeous,
Or that their art project looks like 
An elephant painting
(Which was meant to be a compliment
Anyway, you idiots –
I was being kind and not calling
It the garbage heap it truly is!)
Doesn’t mean you should
Prostrate yourself before them, saying,
“Oh, you poor mistreated little person 
(Calling them idiot, sadly, is not an option)
I’m sorry, so sorry, 
Will you ever forgive my humble soul”
And all that nonsense.
It’s time people learn to grow up, ’cuz
In the big, wide world out there
Not everything is perfect.
Not everything is great.
And people need to get over it.

I’m not perfect.
Nobody is.
And how, just how,
Is it fair that some
Very imperfect
(Drinking coffee while we do their 

stupid assignments,
Treating us like little kids)
People get to chose when and to whom
We repent?

There’s another thing I’m annoyed about.
When we have to say sorry
For every little thingy-ma-bopper,
It kind of diminishes the purpose
For when there are big “Sorry’s”
Necessary, when you
Kill people,
Hurt people,
Tell your parents big whopping lies –
That type of thing.
Sorry is overused now,

Like no offense.
So I don’t like apologies.
And while you have the authority,
And are determined to make it happen,
I will say sorry.
I will not like it.
And I will not mean one letter of it.

Goodness gracious, what’s happening
To the English language now?

Sorry if I’ve offended you.

by Katelyn Hefter, San Ramon, CA

Rapunzel
Her hair broke the scales.
5 minutes for every strand to reach the bottom,
celestial threads moving as one animal.
Undeniably,

it’s beautiful, like a National Park or a thin
golden hand.

But what would happen if each nervous 
fiber was daintily

cut from its own system? Would the little
umbilical cords

scream in their own detachment like 
stirred spaghetti?

Would a weight be lifted from her head?
There, she could
grow a halo.

I don’t 
want to tell you how many hair stylists
have either cried or paid her just to touch it.
She hasn’t used it as a whip, or a lasso,
or a blanket, but she could.
If it came to her waist, maybe even skimming
her hips, I’d be satisfied. 
I’d wait until she’d fallen asleep,
take out blades, scissors, and
hack it all off.

Grasp it in my hands, victoriously,
glue her severed locks to my own head.

by Claudia Taylor, West Tisbury, MA

Esmeralda
she wore daisies, 
woven into a Crown, 
in her hair. 
her bones were thin, like the 
pages of the Bible, 
but her heart was strong. 
her winged shoulder blades and 
sharp elbows were batons. 
she said the color gray smelled
deeply of The New York Times
and fish. 
she said that power and beauty were 
distributed
equally 
like communism. 

eventually her lips parted
to reveal 
the gleam of a white 
Lie, 
mistaken for her teeth. 
her words then made an incision 
in my chest and stole 
whatever remained inside. 
that Esmeralda was in such a daze for so long
that one day, 
she was 
forgotten. 

by Luo Qi Kong, Brooklyn, NY

The Mystery of Me
At first I don’t exist, 
But I can be brought to life by anyone 

or anything. 
Just like everything else, 
As I get older, 
I get bigger 
I grow and grow and eventually, 
As I come to the end of my life, 
I disappear …
But, 
In contact with another person or 

another thing, 
I come to life again, 
And the process starts over, 
I get bigger, 
And bigger, 
And then I disappear. 
This is my life. 
I die, 
I reappear. 
A single touch, 
Creates my entire being. 
Young at first, 
Then old not seconds later. 
Here I am, 
And there I go, 
I am a ripple or a ring in a stream. 

by Kara Oyer, No. Tonawanda, NY

Pastoral Sea
A current whips across green tendrils
A wave of emerald spreading over a 

vast void
A shoal of robins floats up to the sky 
And come down again to glide over

the crests. 

A school of wooly critters
Frolic in the foam 
And a solitary trawl 
Springs from swell to swell. 

The fisherman wades in the depths
Whistling to his beast 
A swiftly moving shark 
That hauls the mob together. 

by Mariah Cleveland, Gilmanton IW, NH

Break Up, Wake Up
Today I woke up 
and washed the tears off my face
I made myself tea and not in the mug you

used last

in fact, I washed it twice, with fresh 
lemon soap 

and scrubbed all the coffee away

and I wrapped it up in the shirt you left in
my car

it's all clean now and smells like flowers
not you

so yeah, mug in shirt in the box by the door
Oh, and I vacuumed up the footprints
even the teeny tiny crumbs of dirt
every last atom of you

I threw all the letters 
and dead flowers away
and put the box out on the porch

Today I shut the door with a final click
and honey, I opened some windows.

by Lisa Moskowitz, Orange, VA

Today
I wrote a song.
I called an old friend.
I ate an apple.
Today
I drove barefoot.
I sang loudly in the car.
I let my hand
Catch the air.
Today
I rolled down a hill.
I caught a ladybug.
I named it Frederick.
Today
I bought a homeless person food.
I walked with him to the park.
I taught him how to play guitar.
Today
I realized life doesn’t have to be complicated.

by Sarah Logan, Tulsa, OK

Maybe
Maybe today
The words will bloom
and I will walk barefoot through the grass
collecting them, sweet and ripe, 
in a warm woven basket nestled 
beneath my arm.

Maybe today 
I will thread my glistening needle
with long pieces of pale blue string 
take the words from their place
and string them into a garland
of what-I-want-to-tell-yous

Maybe today
I will take my dented hammer
with its worn wooden handle
and pound my words above your door
where you will see them
before I can change my mind
again.

Maybe today
I will watch you walk 
through your green picketed gate 
with its peeling paint I love so much
and see your kind lips shape 
the message I have left you.

Maybe today. But
The words hanging on their soft green stalks
are too high for my reaching fingers,
my thread is twisted and knotted,
your peeling picketed gate is closed
and my hammer cannot be found.

Maybe today
I will be brave enough to give you
My carefully strung garland of words.

Or maybe tomorrow.

by Emma Vargo, Grand Rapids, MI
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