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Opening
Comments

 The term “opening comments” calls to mind the first thoughts a reader articulates after reading 
a piece at a Sunday meeting of Galaxy. Writing these, however, is so much more. To attempt to capture 
the initial thoughts of an entire publication is not an easy task. Perusing through older magazines to grab 
ideas from ancient Galactites helped me realize that Galaxy means so many things to so many people.
 The freshmen members who have been eagerly awaiting the magazine since their first meeting 
way back in September will flip through these pages slowly, breathing in their first experiences as mem-
bers of a high school. The seniors who have been a part of Galaxy for years now bask in the magazine’s 
completion, personally analyzing each page on their path to self-fulfillment. Alumni will look at this 
publication as something of a shadow, echoing their relationship to something once so sacred.
 I’ll look at this edition of Galaxy as a statement of everything that these students wish to express. 
An outcry against worldwide injustice, a witty commentary on abstract ideas, a canvas covered with the 
art of brilliant minds, and an outlet for the creative many to discuss sad girls in the rain.
 We as a student body need Galaxy. It represents someone who hears us, someone who cries and 
laughs with us, someone who is just as confused as we are, and someone else to answer our questions. 
Without this magical club, our angst would go unresolved, our souls would be lost to the slings and 
arrows of high school, and our voices misinterpreted as complaints, forever unheard in the chorus of a 
thousand teenagers.
 As you, our admired reader, take in each piece with all its emotion, wit, confusion, beauty, angst, 
and glory, know that we thank you. Each one of us sincerely thanks you for listening.

I’m Not Just Black and White | Martin Simpson

Colin Xavier McKenna
Editor-in-Chief



8 9

Lay your head in these limbs, dear traveler,
and rest tired feet from tattered shoes.
There is no comfort in your countless maps,
but you are safe here.

Dear Traveler

Kiara McDade

One cloud hangs so low
over the top of the red and
burnished bronze tips of trees
and the specks of white houses
that if I had a net big enough
I could reach up and catch its
silky-smooth cotton wetness.

The rain spills down,
splashing into the river of road
cut right into the scarred rock,
tumbling down in froths of brown,
slicking the highway
full of headlights and windshield wipers
going somewhere else.

Ilion

Lianna Mendelson
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 One time there was a man who always wore a goofy 
hat. This man who always wore a goofy hat would wear his 
goofy hat from town to town. He would jump trains and see 
every town that you can get to by train and then he’d move on 
to the next town by train. Sometimes, he’d be looking for work 
and other times he was getting away from it. It doesn’t matter 
why, though, because he was happy when he rode on all of the 
trains and saw every single town that you can get to by train. He 
would usually ride the trains alone because not too many people 
liked to travel on the trains with him because there was mostly 
silence (“mostly” because trains are never silent when they’re 
moving, but besides the train there was silence.) But that was 
okay when nobody travelled with him because he had a lot to 
think about and a couple of books to read that he kept in his bag. 
Also, he had the radio, but he didn’t play the radio when he had 
company because that was rude. The man kept neat, though, 
and he had a jacket and a tie and shirt that went together very 
well. His pants were short on him but that was okay because 
that meant the bottoms didn’t rip when he walked too much. 
His socks were the same color as his jacket and his shoes were 
black patent leather, like his belt. He didn’t have much money 
but what he had he would spend on ice cream and pop. One day 
when he got to a town in the West, he was listening to his radio 
and the only thing he could hear was static. But when he got out 
of the train, he could hear Charles Trenet singing over the radio. 
He walked with the radio until he got to an ice cream shop 
where the following conversation occurred:
 “Hey, pal,” the man that has been described the most 
said. “Can I please have an ice cream cone and an orange pop?” 
 “Sure,” said the ice cream man. “What flavor ice cream 
do you want?” 
 “Chocolate flavored ice cream,” the guy answered.
 “Okay,” said the ice cream man and he got the guy the 
ice cream cone and his orange pop. “That’ll be a 15 cents for the 
ice cream and a dime for the pop.”
 “Okay,” said the guy. “Here you go.” He dropped a dime 

on the counter, carefully counted 15 cents worth of pennies, 
and said goodbye to the ice cream man and shook the ice cream 
man’s hand. The guy walked outside and the sun was very bright 
but he didn’t really notice because he was thinking about how 
nice the man who served him ice cream was. He put on a big 
pair of sunglasses he found because the sun was so bright and sat 
down at a metal table with metal chairs. He watched an old man 
and an old woman walk down the street towards the church. 
Mass had already started, though, so these old people were late. 
He was about to get up to help the old woman up the stairs to 
the church but then he saw that the old man was helping her in-
stead, so the guy sat down and watched the old man and the old 
woman walk up a set of stairs with smiles on their faces. He said 
to himself, “I hope that these people have a very good day.” The 
guy, satisfied, licked his ice cream cone and opened the bottle of 
pop with a bottle opener. The guy wasn’t looking for work this 
week, though, so he went to a bank because banks, universities, 
and libraries always look the nicest. Churches, too, but he didn’t 
want to interrupt Mass. He turned off the little radio and put it 
in his jacket pocket. The guy walked, sipped his orange pop, and 
thought.
              -------------------------------------------- 
 The man who would always wear a goofy hat walked 
to the bank. It was not too hot of a day, but just enough so he 
was sweating slightly. He took out his handkerchief and wiped 
his forehead of sweat without even taking off his hat. He had 
finished his orange pop, but he was still working on his dripping 
ice cream cone. He reached the bank. The bank looked like the 
guy imagined thunder would look like. There was a large stone 
staircase leading up to a flat-faced facade with lurching columns 
and some illegible carvings on the top representing that it was 
indeed a bank. The guy hurried up the stairs, eager to see the 
inside of the building. He opened the heavy wooden doors, took 
off his hat, allowed for the door to close behind him, and sat in 
an expensive, solid looking leather chair directly to the left of 
the doorway. He popped the remainder of the ice cream cone in 
his mouth and let it melt slowly as to reach every possible pore 
of his tongue. He swallowed once he deemed it appropriate. He 
then took out a cigarette and his lighter and lit the cigarette. He 
also lit the cigarette of a pretty blonde woman who was leaving 
the bank. Suddenly, a man and a woman with bandanas around 
their faces and a pistol in each hand kicked open the door, nearly 
hitting the man.

 “Sorry,” said the woman with the bandana, slightly out 
of character.
 “It’s fine,” said the guy.
 “All right this is a stick up! We need all the money in the 
vaults in these bags in fifteen minutes or every last one of you in 
here will end up with their brains painting these marble walls!” 
said the woman with the bandana.
 “Yeah!” said the man with the bandana enthusiastically. 
He clearly wasn’t the brains of the operation.
 “Everybody on the ground!” yelled the woman with the 
bandana.
 Chaos ensued in an orderly manner. Everybody in the 
bank lay on the ground face first and arms out, wrinkling their 
pressed suits and dirtying their white dresses. Some people 
started to cry, others simply stared forward solemnly much like 
small children often do, lost in thought. The man now holding 
the goofy hat walked forward a little bit to get in a better laying 
position than he could have been in behind the door.
 A bullet tore through his goofy hat in his hands, through 
his well-chosen, geometric red tie, through his light blue cotton 
shirt, through his skin, through his flesh, and into his lung. He 
wasn’t sure which one, but he knew it was a lung. He fell down 
to his knees and looked at his chest to make sure he was actually 
shot. Indeed, there was quite a bit of blood staining through his 
shirt, tie, and his jacket with his radio in it. He noticed his tie 
had loosened, so he tightened it and then fell to the ground fur-
ther. He didn’t feel any pain until his head hit the ground, and 
even then he wasn’t really thinking about pain. The man curled 
himself up like he was being held by his mother. His cigarette 
drooped and fell out of his mouth, leaving a pile of ashes next 
to his soon-to-be corpse. He knew he was going to die, but he 
thought about the man at the ice cream shop and the old couple 
going to church and the pretty woman he almost met and the 
beautiful day it was outside and how safe he felt when he was 
riding trains and how satisfying his orange pop and ice cream 
cone was and he cried. He didn’t cry because he was dying, 
which was what everybody around him thought, but he cried for 
everybody in the bank and the robbers and the architects who 
made so many buildings so pretty and he cried for the whole hu-
man race because he loved them all so much and he wished that 
everybody would be happy together. He cried because he wished 
nobody would be rich and nobody poor and everybody found 
somebody to love and nobody had to lose their Papas or Nanas or 

Mommas or Daddies or Brothers or Sisters or Babies or anybody 
close to them. He cried because he knew great people would 
die penniless and drunk. He cried because people could be so 
animalistic that they are able to hate and kill and rape and hurt 
others who have families and preferences and deadlines to keep 
up with.
 The man with the bandana walked towards the man 
on the ground without the bandana while the woman with the 
bandana kept her guns pointed at the rest of the bank. The gun-
man kicked the man’s leg to see if he was still alive.
 “I’m still alive,” the man gasped. “I love you and every 
other human o-” The majority of the man’s jaw was blown off 
by a bullet so he couldn’t finish the sentence. His life was ended 
by another bullet in his head. The murderer was not cruel, but 
he was desperate and so was the woman with the bandana, so 
they were forced to resort to their animalistic nature.

 Nobody knew the man’s name. He was buried in a 
cheap coffin with an unmarked cross as his gravestone. He 
was buried without a funeral. But he would have been okay 
with that, because he was buried in his red knit-wool-tie, his 
skillfully selected shirt, his jacket with the radio in the pocket 
that nobody found, his short-fitting slacks, his matching socks, 
shoes, belt, and his goofy hat.

Ian Schaefer
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The skies were infected with a seeping, putrid breath of warmth
and the acid blood of what could have been snow 
splatters on the pale, upturned face of the pavement
which had donned its finest salt in hopes of a winter storm.

A ski coat sits forlorn and crumpled in the corner of a closet
and tries to convince the sled his child got for Christmas that there’s more to life 
than the sweet staleness of storage,
but the sled isn’t buying it.

Meanwhile the mittens hang themselves from a peg on a wall
(they just couldn’t take the loneliness anymore, poor things),
and the boots long to scrub themselves clean from the slick, lumpy mud
they have miserably trudged through for weeks
in lieu of a single decent puddle of slush. 

Even the pantry is feeling the pinch
as hot chocolate mixes grow senile in their cage of packaging
and the marshmallows meant to go with them slowly merge into one synonymous corpse
and are punctually placed on the curb according to a printed number on the bag.

Birds listlessly pick at the sticky remains,
for why should they fly south
when south flies north for them?

Lament of January

Laura Kaminsky

I like to climb to tree tops
and whistle with the wind.
But when those gusts are just too much
and my whistling loses its touch,
I simply put on my best grin
and start to dance with the wind

I like to climb to treetops
and whistle with the wind.
But when I hear a crack or creak
and know the branches will soon break,
I just pretend I’m very thin
and keep on whistling with the wind.

I like to climb to treetops
and whistle with the wind.
But when the people point and laugh,
gather to insult my humble craft,
I get very scared and lonely
and wish wish wish
with all my might
that I could soar in glorious flight.

I’d like to fly above treetops
and glide along with the wind.
Over all the people I would soar
whistle, whistle, and whistle some more,
until I found the highest treetop.
Then my whistling would stop
because I know that on my own,
mixed with some wind,
and a heart of stone,
I could sing and never stop!

…but until then
I’ll whistle in this treetop
and pretend I’m not so alone.
 

Endurance by Way of Whistle

Colin McKenna
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Knee-high little gap-toothed girl
Crouching low beneath the towering corn
With pudgy hands fumbling, 
Their crescent moons in the mud

Crouching low beneath the towering corn,
Smoke from Grandma’s chimney staining the dark sky.
Crescent moon in the mud
And more stars than you can count.

Smoke from Grandma’s chimney staining the dark sky,
Glinting scissors letting scraps of paper fall
Into more stars than you can count,
Dropping into Grandma’s big old wicker basket

Glinting scissors letting scraps of paper fall
With pudgy hands fumbling and
Dropping into Grandma’s big old wicker basket,
Knee-high little gap-toothed girl.

Turning Stone

Lianna Mendelson

Contained Within
a plastic winter
evenly spread snow glistening
reflecting the light of a nonexistent sun 
the perfectly trim evergreen trees
laced with the newly fallen flakes
a perfect moment, captured in a bubble of time
sitting on her desk

the globe next to a girl’s head 
her hair angelically strewn about her
sweet sleeping features 
the feeble light from the window above
calls for the dawn to break
a picture perfectly pocket sized 
stuck to an envelope addressed to no one

a man’s callused hand griping the letter firmly 
he is one of many 
they all clutch an envelope and
hurry throughout the busy streets as
the face of time looks down upon them from his high tower
the people look only forwards
their features expressed in strokes of chalk

bricks show through the chalk faces
though the graffiti on the walls remains ever present
across the street lay rows of houses that
shine with their own inner warmth
aglow, the lives taking place inside
 the windows reveal you reading while 
your eyes stop moving as you reach the last few words

Ilana MeekerSpiral | Emily McDowell
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You could sit yourself down in front of the bright mosaic of neglected children’s books 
on a dusty shelf in the corner

and run your finger along their spines
trying to discern which one was my favorite

or perhaps delight in the haphazard collection of granite samples displayed on the desk
that you once heroically plucked from the maw of a ferociously calm lake to give to me

little knowing that I simply didn’t have the heart to put them back

You could rest your dimpled elbows on the windowsill by my dresser
gazing out with glee on the lackluster pine trees in our yard

which you still think of as a mighty jungle in which to have adventures
(and I envy you for it)

Hell, you could even clamber onto my bed and defile my nightstand 
clawing delicate hands through smudged photographs to look for a journal that doesn’t exist

for the mundane is all I wish to remember

but I hope you’ll never come across that one corner in my closet
where I keep in a coarse shoebox all the empty thoughts I’ve smashed on the floor

during those once-in-a-whiles when no one else is home and furious pacing isn’t enough
because if you do

the shards will cut your curious, innocent thumbs.

If you pass into the green realm of these four walls

Laura Kaminsky

Nursery | Korina Brewer
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The rain pattered the cobblestone streets in a heavy 
manner. It hit the ground like a flurry of arrows, and the stones 
cried out in pain. Lightning flashed in the sky. The avenue was 
laid out carelessly. Houses did not follow any grid, but were 
rather tossed onto the ground like jacks. The iron gate of the 
oaf’s house abruptly leaped into view out of the shadows of rain. 
It towered above me like the entrance to some fiery hell. The 
oaf had padlocked it the night before, when he told me to never 
come back. I had sneered at him, inquired as to why I would 
ever want to, and left. Alas I had not predicted this heavy storm, 
and here I was, crawling back to an oaf of a man, crawling like a 
peasant on my hands and knees. I scoffed at the feeble lock and 
picked it, slipping past the gate into the small, tattered garden. 
Mother used to take care of that; the oaf didn’t even try. With a 
sigh I made my way around the devastated debris of my Moth-
er’s broken palace and up to the final barrier of hell. The door 
was strangely ajar, and a dull glow was visible from the inside. 
I slipped in, plodding lightly, as to not disturb the ogre. I slid 
out of my pea coat, placed it on the stand next to the door, and 
turned to begin my ascent up the staircase when I heard a dull 
roar. It grew louder and louder. The ogre cometh. 
 He was a huge bulk of man, built like a rhino, but weigh-
ing even more. His sack coat was left unbuttoned, leaving a hairy 
mass of chest open for the world to revile at. His hair was long 
and greasy; unfitting for his class. His beard: rough and ragged, 
it worked its way around his neck like a hand choking him. His 
eyes were beady, rat like, and filled with rage. His mouth hung 
open like an ape’s, drool hanging off of it as a long silky vine. He 
was a drowning man, clutching his bottle like a life vest. 
 “Father”, I said with a fleer.

He threw the bottle. It missed. 
 “Please, father, control yourself”, I goaded. He roared 
once again and began to clamber towards me. I turned to run, 
but alas, he caught me by my ankle and threw me to the ground 
in front of him. The blood was copper in my mouth. I tried to 

get up yet again, but he grabbed by my curly locks and threw 
me back. Between blows I continued to prod him with snide 
remarks, and he grew so wrathful, so irate, it was a wonder that 
his heart, if he had a heart, didn’t collapse in on itself. Eventu-
ally he took a step back and, like craftsman looking over his most 
beloved work, he admired the bloody mess he had made of my 
face. We stood there, eye to eye, for some time, circling each 
other, the lion and the cub squaring off for leadership of the 
pride. I spat in his face, kicked him between the legs and ran out 
into the storm. 
 I didn’t know where I was going, all I knew was I needed 
to run, so that’s just what I did. The rain hid my tears, and 
washed the blood away. I felt my legs pound into the cobble-
stone street, each stride caused a sharp pain up my thigh, and a 
repugnant feeling in my stomach. The town slowly faded, its dull 
blur draining away until it was simply no longer there. It was 
far past me, just a speck in the distance and I found myself in the 
bleakest marsh I had ever seen. 

A cracked road twisted its way across a dilapidated 
bridge, only to stop before some dank church, overgrown with 
vines. In the distance I could see cattle scattered all across the 
hills, and if I listened closely, hear the wind carry the deafening 
blast of the salty sea. My feet carried me up to that godforsaken 
place and I sat myself down on the crumbling steps.

Everything beautiful, everything pure, everything 
inhuman and innocent; none of it had forsaken me. My dreams 
were wrong. This world was not one of angry men and black-
ened hearts, but of golden pastures and distant clouds. Here I 
was, despite the horrors of my life, despite the beatings of my 
father, despite my own nihilism, and the terrors I myself had 
inflicted, here I sat. The wind sighed in my ears and the silence 
calmed my soul. Here, in the heart of my own darkness, in my 
own self-inflicted torment, the world doesn’t care. It does not 
think of evil, or good, or anything at all. It does not judge me, 
nor does it condemn me. It merely is. Perhaps we are not placed 
on this world to satisfy some unspoken higher power? Perhaps 
we are not placed on this world to follow a set of rules made by 
a manifestation of man? Perhaps my father was wrong, and his 
God does not hate me for it does not exist. And if God himself 
is a manifestation of his own supposed creations, are not heaven 
and hell likewise? We are not placed here on this world to be 
oppressed by the musings of those long dead, no; we are here to 
continue the cycle. This is my moment, as much as yesterday 
was, as much as tomorrow will be, and I shall seize it.

I leaned back on those decimated stairs, and glanced up 
at the rolling clouds. Would they indeed keep going on forever? 
Or would they end when I do? 

A Pondering
Connor Greer

  Wow | Korina Brewer
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Let your eyes not fall on what is not my bidding
For all will be cast out in time

It’s safe to say I don’t sleep enough
That’s my take at least,
With the agony of awkward silence
And the encroaching barrier of fog that
Follows behind me, covering up my footsteps

It’s not unreasonable to say that something is missing,
When focus is lost do I stay in motion regardless?
Is there a chapter of lost time in the annals of my grandiose history?
Is it collected like poetry from each and every dead poet’s journals?
If so, I hope mine is Emily Dickenson and locked in a trunk
With so much emotion like a can of soda 
Sitting on a porch in the wintertime
Fit to burst from the sheer weight of an infallibly destitute circumstance.
God, we are pretentious.  

Each endless moment will become evident to you.

But I’ve spent four hours rambling and when you go drifting like so many lost balloons 
you feel like anything is worthwhile, 
And sometimes I wonder if I get more done when I feel hopeless and alone because the 
weight of the situation tends to slide after a weekend of boredom and a pot full of coffee 
is drunk.
Sometimes I wonder if the line between perception and reality is real
And sometimes I fall into tunnels where light is more real than the objects that reflect it.
Who is the middleman when all is the terminus?
And who can be real when the life is sand immobile, so I said:
Mercury pond be kind, for I am only looking upwards to what should be the sky
From the bottom of the ocean.

Chris Herrmann

I see a tree.
A trick of the eye, a glowing tattoo inside
everchanging, omnipresent.
Sometimes, it’s upside down
frothy sunlight trickling through the leaves to wash the lines 
from my face.
Often, from above,
far above,
a trillionth of a spec on a pixel in the inky black sky.
There is fire, and ice – black and white
doves, crows, flowers, vines, all at once.

It grows sporadically,
cracking my cornerstone and lapping up my resulting tears
turning its face skyward, triumphantly branching to astounding 
heights with a sneer
then dormant,
withered,
for so long.

I tricked it into a cage of iron wire and concrete,
thousands of its kind in a slide-ruled line,
until one day––one blessed day––
when you walk by

and see a tree.

Ash

Anonymous

By way of home
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 The shadow, long and deep, spilt over the rocky shore 
and onto the shallow lagoon floor. There was a place, the place 
where I sat, sifting sand beneath my toes, where the oceans 
breath had scraped a hollow from a cliff and left a blanket of fine 
white sand in its place. 
 A lagoon, a crescent in the belly of the earth, a gateway 
from the land to the sea, a lagoon became my home. My tent was 
pitched upon the only solid part of my inland island; an altar of 
sorts, and it was made of the waterproof canvas sail my boat once 
flaunted. It was a beautiful thing, the boat, a construct of hard-
wood and gold, white and black paint, a symbol of money, and 
now my past. 
 But nothing could be as beautiful as my new home, my 
diet of fish and crackers, and my smell of salt and fresh air. I was 
by myself, but not alone. I was with a thousand seagulls, ten 
thousand fish, and a million insects. The air and the sun both 
lived in me, around me, through me. They were my business 
partners as I bartered with them for the chemicals I needed to 
stay alive. And I was alive, more alive than ever before. 
 Then the package came. I was fishing with some home-
made poles, using fish scraps as bait, standing chest deep in the 
water, the gentle ripple of waves sending me to some foreign 
place in my mind, when I felt the chill of a shadow pass over 
me. It was enough to bring me back and I raised my eyes to see 
a crate attached to a parachute gently floating down in front of 
me. What was this apparition, this reminder of a former self? 
The package slapped the water with an open wooden hand, the 
parachute settling on the surface of the water. As I dragged the 
crate ashore, the mystery plagued my mind.
 The might of suggestion; the idea of the outside world, 
bore into my thoughts. It was there in my mind as I explored 
the cavern that regressed into the cliff for fresh water, and it was 
there as I watched the stars appear from every corner of the sky. 
 And it was there when the sky exploded. 
 Suddenly fire filled the night, the drone of a thousand 
insects echoing off of the water, the roar of some celestial fiend 
dividing the stars with streaks of light. I was encapsulated, awash 
in the sudden appearance of tumultuous motion. That night, my 

existence was shattered. I had always known what this place 
was; what I needed, and what it needed, but now I was filled 
with the acrid dread of unknowing, and the bile of fear building 
in my heart I slept.
 When I awoke, cold in the pre-dawn air, vividly aware 
of myself, I saw the crate sitting on the beach, looming large like 
an unexplored dream. In the time it had sat where I had brought 
it, I had been unable to envision a way to open it. It was sealed 
in what I imagined was the standard crate sealing manner, with 
nails, and I couldn’t fathom an alternative to the employ of a 
crowbar. I had already snapped my small knife while trying to 
pry a nail out, and in a fit of unhappiness and disappointment, I 
set upon the crate with a fist-sized rock. I succeeded in denting 
the wood and my hand. 
Some survivor I was, living off the same provisions I would have 
been living off of had my ship not sunk, unable to open a box 
made of wood. Some excuse for a mariner too, for had I been 
even the slightest margin more perceptive I would not have 
gotten caught in a tide that made haste through a mass of rocks 
and reef, raking my ship with the talons of the earth. Some poor 
soul was I to celebrate my abandonment, to shirk all my worldly 
duties so gladly that it might seem as if I had cast myself away on 
purpose. 
 And then there were those silver fish washing ashore in 
droves. What could they be, how could they be? They burned 
alive as if set fire by the standing sun, the lens of the cosmos 
so heating this bowl of the ocean that I imagined it would set 
immediately to boil. But no, not fish I realized as I approached 
them, no, they were slivers of steel, made red hot under the eye 
of the ocean sky. These peculiar fish swam ashore in all forms 
as the tide pulled in, there were the knife sized anchovies, there 
were the rounded swordfish, even one immense tuna that came 
to shore. I marveled in their diversity, that so many pieces could 
be extracted from a whole, and I brought them all into a pile 
once they were cool enough to hold. 
 The pile grew, and with it grew a grand idea. Surely, 
some mother bird would come looking for this multitude of fish. 
But, as soon as it broached my thoughts, I saw the folly in my 

hope. All my life I had been resenting the solutions imposed 
upon me by the strong wills of well meaning people. All my 
life I had struggled to rid myself of those imperial minds that 
plagued my character, and this island, my beautiful lagoon, was 
my dream realized. I cursed my weak self for hoping another 
might provide my escape. I looked at the seagulls that had falsely 
indorsed my metaphor and were attempting to eat the metal fish, 
and I screamed to them: “How can you be so free to folly when 
I am imposed by the will of the curbing populous? How can you 
be so unadulterated that while I do not have to struggle each day 
to find a source of nourishment, a slave to the body, I look like a 
prisoner entrapped in the ease of life given to me by my ances-
tors? You make easy seem painful and painful so easy! I hate you, 
I am jealous of you, and you are but birds!”
 The seagulls just looked at me and squawked, as if my 
tirade was as meaningless as the cries of its seagull brethren in 
the sky, which was, I realized, entirely true. Out of hopelessness 
I grabbed a long eel of iron from the fish pile, and beat the crate 
until my hands were the ones resonating and no longer the eel. 
I swung hard and true, like a cricket batter striking a pitch, the 
hearty frequency scattering the gulls, until suddenly the side of 
the crate burst open like an infected appendix. What a triumph 
this was over the doubts I had been imbedded with! What a sub-
lime victory of man over insurmountable odds! I was the alpha-
male, the greatest, the strongest, and the bravest man to ever 
live! I called out to the seagulls above me, I called out and said to 
them “You may fly and say that is freedom, but I am the cham-
pion of my circumstances! I have seen darkness, but have I ever 
given in? No! I am the stalwart defender of human dignity and 
you are all just damn birds!” I burst into triumphant laughter, my 
celebratory dance only concluding when I stooped to inspect my 
treasure.
 Then, with as little warning and as poor timing as a win-
ning lottery ticket spontaneously combusting in the hands of a 
starving homeless man, it all crashed down around me, all the 
grandiose sentiment falling from the sky like Icarus, landing all 
around me like the leaden meteors of melodrama. How could 
this be? Was there some terrible force bent on crushing my 

hopes at every turn? Was there ever another soul on this wide 
earth who had had such hollow good luck?
 All that had spilled from the crate, this Pandora’s box of 
emotional misdirection, were bags of sand. The one thing I had 
no need, nor want of, had by some twist of fate been left at my 
proverbial doorstep. This was, no doubt, the cruelest miracle to 
ever exist. 
 I tore apart the crate, throwing the planks wildly, each 
mocking me with their stoic indifference to abuse. I heaved 
them into the ocean with reckless abandon, with the frown of 
a four-year-old who has been sent off to bed without supper. I 
stood, then, with a dramatic sigh to inform the birds (who were 
a very poor audience indeed) that I was giving up, collapsed onto 
the sand. I watched as the boards floated off into the horizon as 
the sun, large and tragic, floated off to some foreign land to rise 
once again. The sun was always rising somewhere, I thought, 
always moving, always doing its job without ever having a job. 
We assumed that because we rely on the sun, we have some sort 
of relationship with it, but that isn’t true. The sun didn’t care. It 
didn’t even rise or set, it was just an illusion. The Earth couldn’t 
escape the sun I realized; it was stuck until the sun gave up the 
ghost and exploded. Did that mean the planks from the crate 
were more powerful than the Earth? They were escaping from 
where they were once entrapped, and I was still stuck. 
 And then it hit me, as if the sandbags had all risen up at 
once and slugged me across the face. I had been so obsessed with 
opening the crate that I hadn’t seen it for what it truly was. The 
crate itself was the gift. The crate was the way out.
 I sprinted into the water, scooping up the boards, haul-
ing them back to shore before they floated away. I apologized to 
each one for having beaten them so badly, then beat them again 
as I hammered the protruding nails back into the other boards 
with a rock, creating the world’s worst raft. It was my world’s 
worst raft though, an unendorsed escape, unsolicited by any 
foreign body. 
 Once I had hoisted the tent-sail high, I loaded aboard my 
meager belongings, and then, with glorious rectitude bolstering 
my will, I set sail into the unadulterated future.  

Providence
Chris Herrmann
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 The Land of Cigarette Butts and Condom-Sluts surrounded the patch of hot asphalt I was lying on. Stars 
provided the only light beyond a blinking streetlamp about thirty feet directly to my left. Towns were few and 
far between here in Georgia compared even to back in Georgia. “I’ll never go back to Georgia, I’ll never go back 
to Georgia.” I knew I would drown unless I found water soon and fast but there were no towns within walking 
distance besides the streetlamp, so I got up and walked to the streetlamp and I lied to the ground again straddling  
the pole. Then I prayed to GOD for water and he made it rain in my mouth until I wasn’t drowning anymore. 
Then I Father-Son-Holy-Spirit crossed myself again and I asked GOD for light and then the streetlamp went out. 
I asked GOD why he made the streetlight go out and he said “Be patient, buddy, it just means the night is almost 
over and the SUN will be up soon.” So then I said goodnight GOD and have a good day MOON and the MOON 
went away and the SUN came up and the bad things around me turned good. The hungry were fed and raised 
were the dead. Nobody was rich and nobody was poor and nobody owned anything and everybody owned ev-
erything. Everybody loved everything and everyone and everything was good. I went back to Georgia and there 
was no more strange fruit hanging from the trees. Then, as quick as it left, NIGHTFALL came back. I was almost 
taken in by the darkness but the MOON guided me back to my patch of asphalt and my streetlamp. Several men 
in starched, white coats invaded my patch of asphalt. They took my streetlamp, they took my asphalt, and they 
made me sleep for the first time. Goodnight.

The Ballad of Troy Davis
Anonymous

A boy nameless 

Ben McLauchlin

A boy nameless sits on his porch 
Summer air seeping into his wide-eyed complexion 
While his pudgy young feet the ground does scorch, 
 
A bowl of heat and light eyes him from the sky 
As he views a man named who stands in a patch 
Whose face shows of age and begins to cry, 
 
“This belongs to us,” says he, 
“This name that no one else may be 
‘Tis not fair to you nor me”, 
 
A boy nameless sits on his porch 
Eyes the gun now peacefully on the ground 
He knows who and what and why 
A man named did so willingly die 
And this is what makes a boy nameless cry.

sits on his porch

Crystal Ball | Harlowe Root
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on the hydrogen jukebox

That hand from the heavens drops its coin in, 
The gears whir, snap, and there’s silence. 
A record begins its descent, ending with a click, and starts to turn: 
Turning like the earth, constant, magnetic, hypnotic — 
And an explosive sound drops from the sky.

A man lets out a moan, a howl, a roar, 
We are its prey, 
Our ears succumb, 
We have lost, we twist, we turn, we don’t stop, 
We are lost, we shout, we scream, we can’t stop — 
Perpetual!  It is perpetual!

“I am become death,” he growls, but we feel life, we fear life! 
We hide, we run, but that sound, that animal sound, that omnipresent animal sound, 
It has bitten into our flesh and has torn a out a chunk, but we cannot feel that; 
We do not feel emptiness. 
We are full, fuller than we ever have been 
With that sound, that hypnotic sound, wringing our bodies from the tips of our hairs to the ends of our nails; 
We twist and we shout and we writhe — 
We are life!

And life is too much 
We cannot bear the burden of being. 
We collapse and dissolve and leave nothing but shadows; 
We are gone, as if we never were.

Amrita Singh

Listening to the crack of doom 
 My 8th birthday. This was my first thought when Char-
lie woke me up. Charlie is my dog. He’s kind of gold with a 
bit of orange. I picked up Elliot, my teddy bear. He has a blue 
coat, black eyes, and red on the inside of his ears. Mommy and 
Daddy left to go to the city because we needed some cake for 
my birthday. I wanted to come, but they said that I could come 
with them tomorrow to pick out my present. I had never been to 
the city before, and this made me really excited. Me and Charlie 
and Elliot were cooking my birthday dinner. Mommy taught me 
how to cook. Deer meat is really good, but I like fish even better. 
All the sudden, there was a big flash, like lightning, but it wasn’t 
raining! Mommy and Daddy weren’t there so they missed it, but 
it was so cool! It was so bright, I couldn’t see the Sun! Then, right 
after the flash left, there was a big boom that sounded like when 
Daddy cuts down a tree and it hits the ground.  
 Dinner was ready, but Mommy and Daddy hadn’t come 
home yet. I was sad, but me and Charlie and Elliot had a birth-
day party, and it was really fun. Tag was really fun even though 
Elliot didn’t play, and for some reason Charlie didn’t like Pin the 
Tail on the Donkey. We all fell asleep nice and comfy 
 The skybulls woke us up the next day. The skybulls 
weren’t actually bulls, but they were big, they flew, and they 
sounded big and angry, like a bull. That was the first time we 
saw the skybulls, and me and Charlie and Elliot watched them 
until the day was over. Mommy and Daddy still hadn’t come 
back home. Mommy and Daddy promised that I would go to 
the city with them today. Mommy and Daddy never break a 
promise. Me and Charlie and Elliot watched the skybulls until 
we fell asleep on the grass. I knew Mommy and Daddy weren’t 
home when I woke up because Mommy hates it when I lay on 
the grass. I decided me and Charlie and Elliot should go to the 
city because Mommy and Daddy hadn’t come back. Mommy and 
Daddy would always walk into the sun when they went to the 
city in the morning, so that’s the way me and Charlie and Elliot 
went.  
 I had never been so far from home, and it was beautiful! 
We found a field with a bunch of berry bushes so me and Charlie 
and Elliot decided to stop there for a picnic. We tried to invite 
the skybulls to the picnic to cheer them up, but I don’t think 
they saw us. After the berry bushes, there were really green hills 

that had crabapple trees with purple leaves that went forever. I 
wanted to live there because it was so beautiful, but there were 
more skybulls flying here so it would be tough to fall asleep. 
 After what seemed like forever, we ran into a road. 
There was a sign that said “JACKSONVILLE POP. 300,000 1 
MILE”. I figured that Jacksonville was the city, and I was thirsty, 
so I started running when I heard they had pop. After running 
for what seemed like another forever, the ground got really 
brown and the trees didn’t have any leaves. Me and Charlie fol-
lowed the road until we got to a place with a bunch of gray and 
brown flat stuff on the ground that looked like somebody didn’t 
pick up their toys. Mommy always got mad at me when I did 
that. The sun started to set. Charlie didn’t want to walk on it, 
but it got so thick that he had to walk on it. When we walk on 
it, it goes CLUNK CLUNK CLUNK. It was scary there, but I am 8 
years old so I could take it. Daddy said that the city was big, but I 
never knew anything could be this big. I didn’t understand how 
anyone could get lost in a place so flat. I looked for a market, 
but I had never seen a market before so it was really tough. Me 
and Charlie and Elliot started looking for people instead, but we 
couldn’t find any of those either. 
 After looking for a while, me and Charlie and Elliot 
found a skybull on the ground. It was big and black, and on the 
top it had a sideways windmill. It was really scary so me and 
Charlie and Elliot decided to stay away from it. We walked for a 
couple more minutes when I saw a man that looked like Daddy 
with dark hair, but it wasn’t Daddy. It was you! Have you seen 
Mommy and Daddy? Mommy has short black hair and sounds 
really happy except when she is angry, and Daddy is tall with 
dark hair and is really strong.
 The man with the dark hair looked at the child with the 
stuffed bear and golden retriever that stood in front of him. The 
man’s face was strong but tears still managed to find their way 
down his cheeks. He knelt down so that his eyes were level with 
the kid’s eyes. The child had been through more than the child 
knew, and the last thing the poor kid needed was to sit alone 
with only a dog and stuffed bear for company. The words that 
came out of his mouth were strong. “Come with me, kiddo. I 
have a couple of friends that might be able to help you.”

Ignorance Is Bliss 
James Macias 
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Droplets of milk on your wrist 
what are you thinking about?

You swallowed a bottle of pills years back 
You’re still here. 

Does that ever come to mind 
when your husband comes home 
with the sweet smell of whiskey on his breath 
and an unfamiliar perfume on his neck?

You’re hollow.

Ach, du.

Emily McDowell

Another perpetual fight, another endless night, another day of fright. The neon sign flickers, clinging desperately to its point-
less life. The sliding doors twitch and stutter their way open and closed and open again. The ceiling sags with an age it couldn’t claim 
to have, and the lobby reeks of some fetid odor: vomit and blood?

Behind the motel desk stands some lost soul, slumping with an aura of defeat. He appears as a weasel, with a hollow grin that 
reluctantly works its crooked way across the bottom of his face, hiding beneath a thin, matted mustache. His nose protrudes above 
that, with an intimidating point and a slightly sweaty sheen. Two beady eyes straddle that dagger of a nose, both black as death, dart-
ing back and forth with an unexplained exuberance. Each with its own guardian, its own jagged brow that hopelessly tries to protect 
its dark pool from the hive-like mess of ragged, curly hair implanted on his runty head.

Though tall and lanky, his stature is more of a rat than a lion. Not an ounce of pride; he does not walk, but scurries and 
scampers. He does not stand, but slouches in a nervous heap. Perhaps that boyhood bully stalks him from his shoulder, whispering 
insecurities in his ear? Perhaps that ape of a father pursues him still; bottle in one hand, in the other, a breaking of his son’s will. For 
whatever reason, he continues to stand, this broken shell of a man. He took his mother’s heart, and his father’s bruises, and he lives 
beneath their weight, often dreaming of his mother’s soft kisses, often screaming of his father’s sharp blows.

Yet, who is it that steals from the register those lonely Friday nights? Not he. Who is it that flirts with the working girls 
those desperate Saturdays? Not he. Who is it that shoots up in the restroom under florescent streaks? Not he. A past on his shoulders, 
yes, but it’s his own. No monkey on his back telling him where to spend his hard earned dollar.

He’s the flawed saint in a field of sinners. He’s the diamond in the rough. Yet every damn vagabond that finds themselves 
drowning in this dreary sea of neon lights sneers down at him: every sullen stoner and wandering whore, every used car salesman 
with a whiff of cocaine on his nose, every damn one.

What worth could he have at the bottom of society, but to be the rest stop for every other man’s problems? What does he 
dream of? Should he even be allowed to dream? Would God be so cruel to give such a poor creature the potential to hope for some-
thing better? 

Would you or I?

The American Dream is dead.
Connor Greer

Lady Liberty | Kiara McDade
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There is no amount of wisdom to what is, what could be, and what you need,
 And how can you say that the fist of realization is intangible when you feel it crammed down your throat?
 I’d tell you from the bottom of this well to just wait for the chill of a world ripped apart and to clutch to your senses misguid-
ed by desire.
 I can feel jealousy in my stomach and guilt rising to the top of my throat like so many fingers gripping the dirt; I feel them 
like they are unbearable.
And then it bubbles like stars and rushes out of me to grasp the abstract of hate,
Fading as the world resolves in silence.
 
 Cold,
The duplicity of meaning, the mirror of truth
 Tainted regards of failed plots and unmade beds and the fog of a Tuesday morning by the harbor without a plan or hope,  
 
 And I watch the workers unloading container ships on the dock. And I see three men stumble home after a night drinking. 
And I see that the light is not here, and I am reminded that the trash, so abundant around me, is the remnants of yesterday’s parade.
 I writhe as I watch the men cast their lines from the breakwater. My lungs are filled with a breath as deep as the ocean and 
colder than the men who smoke their cigarettes outside cannery as they unload the first catch of the day,
 I breathe it like confession. 
 And as I step onto the shores of sand, so damp with now,
 One that will survive when I cannot,
 I am filled with the cacophony of speculation and false pretenses
  And the indifference of a sun that knows not who I am, and the thoughts that I bury with my deepest regrets; they 
all keep me awake when I sleep. 
 But to watch the grey struggle of clouds toss in my westerly direction,
    That, that is all right.

Turner

Chris Herrmann

(or mad, perhaps)
there is no more music,
only a vacant echo of what once
had been an effervescent tune.

there is no beauty
only decay and shadows of
that nagging term, youth;

thus, there is no more life
no vitality in the music
or the madness.

all except for you
and you
and you
the music in the nightingale
hell, everything the
bird has to
offer

and it all makes sense
but maybe it doesn’t
because a crazy person would never admit that
so are we?

maybe I’m crazy like you
but the world is our oyster
so I think I’d like to be crazy 
with you.

we are already dead,

my darling

Lucy Roberts

Journey Through Dreams | Kiara McDade
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that’s what everyone does
(no one cares about what’s on the way,
only what is the ultimate).

the hot sunlight seeps through the pores on
my eyelids so all i can see is red
while i dream of a world
where you get what you want.
not just you, but me too.

i’m desperate to tell you that 
once you give your heart away you can’t
get it back because everyone else is
using it as their own.
old, thrifted, hand-me-down 
hearts.

i told you while you were dreaming 
so i don’t think you heard me
but i can’t remember the phrasing so i give up.

on our way to the falls, 

Emily McDowell

Please tell me what happened in this night.
 Please tell me what happens when day breaks.

Our love was a poison released.
 Your love is a cure for heartbreak.

Your infection left me with nothing but a skeleton.
 Our bones are melded together, our tendons are one.

Our love was radioactive and it decayed like flesh on bones.
 Our love is radioactive, it will never decay to absolute zero.

Please tell me what happened in this closed room.
 Please, swallow the key, I don’t want to open the door.

The box was opened, I wanted it to be true.
 I left the box closed, I want it to be true.

The cat in the box was dead.
 The cat in the box is alive.

Schrödinger

Mira Bodek

we sleep in the back seat

Respire | Korina Brewer
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George sat in the uncomfortable lobby chair, bounc-
ing his legs, frequently glancing up at his surroundings to avoid 
the livid glare of the obese warty secretary behind her desk. 
She hadn’t taken her beady eyes off of him since he entered 
the room, not even when she picked up the ringing phone. She 
continued to stare intensely at George while she listened, finally 
setting it down. 

“The devil will see you now,” she grunted. 
George exhaled heavily. He stood, swung his arms by his 

sides, straightened his suit, and walked to the door by the secre-
tary’s desk.

An attractive young woman in a tight crimson-and-black 
dress was studying the contents of a manila file on her desk. She 
stood, smiling warmly as George entered her office.

“Hi,” she said, “You must be George. We spoke over the 
phone…?”

“Oh, uh, yes.”
“Pleasure to meet you, I’m Lucy Fir. Please, have a seat. 

Candy?” She gestured to a dish of M&Ms, raising one eyebrow 
when George declined. He quickly accepted a lone red M&M.

Lucy Fir extracted a new manila file from her desk, and 
began to skim it. “So,” she began, “let’s talk. You’re interested in 
selling your soul for money, fame, and a singing career.”

“Ah, that is correct.”
“Very good,” Lucy Fir said, pulling a binder out from a 

drawer and handing it to George. “We offer several packages, 
take a peek, I’m sure you’ll find what you’re looking for…”

George flipped through a few laminated pages of deals.
“So what kind of fame were you hoping for,” Lucy Fir 

prompted.
“Hmm? Oh, I was thinking immortal. Kind of an idol, 

maybe?”
“Excellent choice. If you turn here…” Lucy Fir opened 

the binder to a page for George to look at. “We offer the ‘Leg-
end’ deal, which includes billions of dollars income, thousands 
of fans, and an untimely death at the peak of your career, which 
we have programs to help you through. Past customers of ours 
include Elvis Presley, Jimmy Hendrix, and Justin Bieber.”

“Justin Bieber isn’t dead.”

Lucy Fir froze and looked up from the binder. “No. Of 
course not.”

“Well, it sounds perfect. How much?”
“One whole, uncorrupt soul.”
George winced. “All of it?”
“Can’t take anything less. Although, if you’re having 

soul-related financial difficulty, it should interest you to know 
that we do have Satan-Loan plans. There’s a few forms you 
would have to fill out to see if you qualify.”

“That’s great.” George scratched the back of his neck. 
“Do you think you could show me something in maybe a one/
eighth soul?”

“Sure! One of our most popular deals lately has been the 
‘One-hit Wonder,’ which you can upgrade to ‘One-hit Wonder 
with Unsuccessful Album’ at any time.”

“Um…I’m not quite sure that’s what I’m looking for. 
Anything else?”

“Yep! Turn the next page…there. We have the ‘Media-
Reference Joke’ package, which consists of some decent music, 
lots of fans, and several stupid and offensive crimes and publicity 
stunts which lead to your name being used as a joke, like Britney 
Spears, Lady GaGa, Lindsay Lohan—”

“Lindsay Lohan doesn’t sing.”
Lucy Fir made a face that suggested she was recalling a 

traumatic event. “I know,” she said, aghast.
“Well, I’ll have to think about it,” George said. Already 

he was leaning towards one deal. 
“You don’t have to make your decision immediately. You 

sleep on it and let me know.”
“I will, and I’ll, ah, get back to you soon. Thank you for 

your time.”
 
Seven Months Later…

 “Thank you, Phoenix! I love you! Mwah!” Soulless 
George, panting and dripping in sweat, waved one last time at 
the sea of shrieking fans—one or two wearing wedding dresses 
and brandishing “Marry Me!” signs—before gracefully prancing 
offstage. 

 “Hey, you—where’s my coffee?” George snapped at a 
passing man backstage, who jumped and handed him a steaming 
mug immediately. “Thank you! I’m Soulless George for god-
sakes…”
 Soulless George collapsed into his cushy chair before the 
vanity mirror in his dressing room. He froze mid-sigh as his eyes 
passed over a bowl of M&Ms. He glared at the innocent heart-
shaped crystal bowl, his face contorting with rage. 
 “I SAID ONLY THE RED ONES!” Soulless George bel-
lowed before violently knocking the crystal bowl of mixed 
M&Ms to the carpeted floor. 
 “My humblest apologies,” an icy, dry voice drawled. 
George turned to see a woman in a red-and-black dress, holding 
a new heart-shaped crystal bowl of red M&Ms. She smiled, an 
underlying smirk seeping through.
 “Thank you!” Soulless George huffed exasperatedly, 
reaching out to accept the bowl. He tugged on it, but the wom-
an’s fingers remained clenched mercilessly on the crystal.
 “How was the show?” she asked, setting the bowl down 
on Soulless George’s table. She sat down--in his cushy chair-- 
and leaned back, crossing one leg over the other. 
 “Do I know you?” Soulless George asked bitterly.
 “You don’t remember me?” she asked leeringly. 

Soulless George’s face blanched. “Is the baby mine?”
“What? No, I’m Lucy Fir! You sold me your soul?”
Soulless George relaxed. “Oh, thank god. What do you 

want?”
Lucy Fir ignored his ironic use of the Lord’s name in 

vain, and proceeded to remind him why she was there.
“We had a deal. Your soul for money, fame, a singing 

career, and your untimely death.” She grinned wickedly at this 

last aspect of their agreement.
Soulless George was lost. “And…?”
Lucy Fir dropped her intimidating expression, too irked 

with Soulless George’s idiocy to continue her attempt at a daunt-
ing, playful murderer. She stood and faced him. “I’m here to kill 
you, George,” she said flatly, “and I’ve had a very long day, so I’d 
appreciate it if you cooperated.”

“What? Now?! You can’t kill me yet, I’m at the top of my 
game! My new album’s coming out next month and I just got my 
girlfriend to agree to an open relationship. I have to live.”

Lucy Fir’s eyes narrowed. “We had a deal.”
“I quit.”
“Quit what?”
“Our deal.”
“You can’t quit, you signed a contract in blood!”
“I’m Soulless George, I can do whatever I want.”
“Can you cheat death?” Lucy Fir asked. She picked up an 

M&M and rolled it around in her palm.
“I dunno. Probab—”

 Lucy Fir flicked the M&M directly into Soulless George’s 
open mouth. He clutched his throat as the killer candy lodged 
itself into his windpipe, his eyes wide with sudden fear and un-
derstanding.
 “Hmph. You all turn out the same,” Lucy Fir sighed. She 
popped a handful of M&Ms in her mouth and strode out of the 
room, closing the door behind her. Halfway down the hallway, 
she heard the distant thud of a body dropping to a carpeted floor. 
She chewed the handful of M&Ms until they dissolved, distant 
reminders of Soulless George.

Soulless George
Madison ‘Bloo’ Van Edwards Water | Harlowe Root
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we share blood

and i saw you only once, when 
i was six, at your dad’s funeral and i remember 
the bag pipes and your wet cheeks 
and you told the mourners about how you found  
him dead with 

a handful of peanuts and a 
blanket on his lap. 
nothing on TV but snow, 
but it was summer time 
and i had no place being there.

B

Emily McDowell

we made a promise
over a piece of string
(woven out of 
whispered vows)

you tied one end 
to your wrist
and the other
around mine

but now it’s tangled up
in miles of telephone wire 
and i’m not sure
of what we can weave
through our receivers

miles

Kiara McDade Heart Map | Korina Brewer
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Christmas had been approaching fast, and my brother, 
Clarence, still hadn’t caught on. He was too busy enjoying the 
summer, not realizing it was over yet. When he came to Christ-
mas Eve dinner dressed for the beach, I knew it was time for 
mom and dad to take him to a doctor.
 The doctor told me Clarence was fine, and he said 
something about being six months behind…or ahead. He wasn’t 
sure. He kept looking at me funny. He said Clarence just needed 
about a week’s worth of rest, and then he’d be okay. It’s weird, 
I don’t remember much else about what the doctor said, it’s all 
foggy. 
 Come New Year’s Eve, Clarence was right back to 
normal. He told me he felt silly, missing all those Christmas 
presents. I thought he was fine, until he wished everyone good 
fortune in the year 2017…
 The situation was clearly worsening. By early March, 
the condition was starting to show on Clarence himself. His hair 
was getting lighter, and his faced just seemed… older.
 I turned thirteen in May, and he congratulated me on 
making it to my forties. I started crying when he cracked a joke 
about my hairline receding soon. When I asked my mom if Clar-
ence was ever going to come back to us, she ran into the bath-
room and shut the door. The sobs could be heard all night.
 I heard my father and Clarence having a conversation 
last Saturday. I only caught parts of it, like shadows slipping in 
and out of sight:
 “…unaware of what point in time it is…”

“…last year for us is yesterday for him…” 
 “…doctor says we just have to cope…” 
 “I don’t know, Clarence, they’ve never heard of some-
thing like this before...”
 I was so shocked that they were talking about it so 
openly, I didn’t think Clarence understood his sickness. 

 A few days later, I was watching TV on the couch. My 
parents hadn’t come home from work yet, they were late. Clar-
ence came in, dressed in all black.
 “Why are you dressed that way, did someone we know 
die?”
 He just hugged me, rocking back and forth, telling me 
everything was going to be okay. I haven’t seen my parents since 
that morning. 
 Now Clarence is driving me somewhere. 
 “Hey,” I started, “in just a few years I’ll be able to drive 
you places instead.”
 He just smiled, the newest wrinkles contorting his face, 
and said, “You’re right, pretty soon now, Buddy….” I caught him 
blinking back a tear, but I didn’t ask. I knew things were pretty 
hard on him.
 He drove up to a place with a sign that read, “Sunshine 
Hills, where you can live out your glory days in happiness.”
 He turned to me. “Now, they’re going to take great care 
of you here, okay, Buddy? And I’ll visit you every so often, too.” 
 “What are you talking about? Is this a nursing home? 
Come on, Clarence, this isn’t funny.” 
 “I’m sorry, I know you don’t understand…just try to be 
happy here, for me.”
 “Stop it! I don’t belong here! I’m only thirteen!” I started 
shouting at him.  
 “Bud, look in the mirror.”

I did. I had to look twice, because it didn’t make any 
sense. My reflection had a face like mine, but…there were 
wrinkles. The eyes were drooping, and the hair was virtually 
gone, with little white wisps clinging on. 

“I don’t…I’m only…Clarence?”
 

 He was gone, and we weren’t in the car anymore. I was 
sitting in a hospital bed, machines all around me. I wanted to 
get up, but I ached all over. I turned my head and saw a news-
paper picture of Clarence, older than ever, arm in arm with an 
old man. He was smiling, but the other man just looked lost. The 
subtitle read, “Clarence Thompson, died at age 88, remembered 
by his brother, Buddy, age 84.”

Shadows
Colin McKenna

Self Portrait  | Emily McDowell
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Along the path I was lead, following my stream 
of conscious. It circled and wound its way across the 
planes of my mind, changing its course at will. The trail 
followed every movement, slowly adjusting its path to fit 
the stream. But after it was done with a turn, everything 
looked as it had been there for many a year. All was dark; 
just the stream, the crumbling, yet familiar, road… and I. 
Yet I myself may have only been my subconscious.  
 Then there was a garden. It rose out of the depths 
of my imagination, and became one with its surround-
ings. It grew quickly, each flower and weed fighting for 
the right to exist, and to achieve life. The water from 
the stream fed the garden, ideas leaping out of the earth 
and making the flowers grow tall. Their steams became 
trunks, the leaves became branches, and the petals 
stretched and became vines. Now I walked through a 
wood.  
 The woods still grew as I walked through, ob-
serving all like a small child seeing the world for the first 
time. There was no defined path, but I felt the trees bend, 
and lead me somewhere. And I let them. This was the 
forest of my mind; my ideas grown to root, my thoughts 
safe within the trunks. 
 The trees cleared slowly, allowing my eyes to 
look upon a grand door. Or what had once been a grand 
door. Its wooden panels where deep in color, as if it 
had been sucking in the surrounding blackness. But 
the corners were scuffed, the wood scraped, rending to 
something more modest. In the door, was set a stain glass 
window, depicting a girl, wandering a path by a stream. It 
was so lifelike, it seemed to move. Above the window in 

I closed my eyes, and looked into my mind.

the door, there was an ancient door knocker; a rusted lions head, 
with its tongue lolling out, serving as the knocker. Finally, an 
elegant handle seemed to grow out of the door. Below it, a disfig-
ured key hole was carved.  By pulling on this handle, I realized 
the lock still performed its only task.  
 From the door, a house slowly arose. Its floors stretched 
up into the heavens above, disappearing into the black void. 
It would have been a grand manor, if it hadn’t looked as each 
individual brick looked as if it had been lay down by a differ-
ent person, with their own idea of how a building should look. 
There were several windows in a row, on each floor. Some were 
rectangular with familiar-looking windows with shutters, while 
some were the circular kind you would see on a ship or subma-
rine. Some were stained glass and shone brightly as if a light was 
making them glow. Then there were some windows that were so 
dirty and old, you couldn’t see a thing through them, not if your 
nose was pressed against its glass. Though there was a sense of 
disorientation to the building, it seemed an organized chaos.   
 I banged on the door once more, though I was about as 
successful the last time. As I waited by the infinitely tall house, 
a wind picked up. Slowly at first, but then it gained speed. The 
gusts got stronger, and so did the murmurs in the wind. Some 
windows blew open with shouted protests, yet their waving 
shutters seemed to beckon me in. Scrambling wildly, I pulled 
myself through a tall, elegant window.  
 Inside the warm comfort of the room, there seemed to 
be a party going on, oblivious to the wind and their unwelcomed 
visitor that had climbed in from the window. The guests swirled 
in the brightly colored gowns and tail coats. The lighting was 
bright and the room was filled with the aftertaste of many sweet 
perfumes. There was talk and laugher, and the quiet crunch of 

Ilana Meeker

people chewing on food of thought from a full table. The longer 
I stood, gazing of the dancers; I quickly began to realize that 
this party was a masquerade. The party-goers faces were hooded 
in feathers and furs, dangling trinkets and chains; forming new 
faces of animals. No one’s features were clear. I began gliding 
along the wall, towards the door. None of the dancers had eyes; 
yet instead their eye sockets were filled with black, hallow balls, 
giving blank stares. Finally, I reached the door, and leap out into 
the hallway.  
 Quite contrarily to the bustling party room, the hallway 
was quiet. There were doors of all ages sporadically placed along 
the walls. The amount of doors seemed to be infinite as the hall-
way stretched into eternity. The door I had just come through 
had been swallowed by the corridor, assimilating itself amongst 
its colleges. I turned to the first door, eager to explore as many as 
I could. It was a plain white door, one of the most simple of those 

around me. I grasped the handle before registering my familiar-
ity with the door. It swung open upon its own accord with me 
holding on. I was sent sprawling into my own bedroom, which 
was lighting up with the hesitant sun. I stumbled onto the bed, 
onto where the asleep-me laid. Slowly, I blinked open my eyes, 
the visions from the nights venture slipping out of my mind like 
sand. With a deep breath, I rejoined the subconsciousness of 
earth. 
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Two lights by a river’s edge 
an oil lantern in the dusty gravel,
and a candle by a silent grave, 
where inearthed lies the weakness of kings. 
A single leaf descends from a tree, 
eluding the light of the ancient lantern, 
laying down to rest on the icy current,
sailing evermore.

Two lights by a river’s edge
the candle bleeding a hole in itself,
and the lantern smothered by it’s own fumes
are engulfed by the darkness

like two languished loves. 

Amor Vincit Omnia

Jack Valinsky

The wooden silence
of the most ancient of trees

can’t keep us away.

Grandpa

Laura Kaminsky

Clandestine Ways | Ilana Meeker
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 Wind rolls in from the great blue shores
To the shifting wandering isles 
Lying restless in the ocean wide

 Below, the murky green sleeps 
Hardy tides drag down into the sea
Deeper than life can survive

 Up above lies the black sky
Abyss endless paradise
Lost in waking speckled white

  The land quakes gently
Slipping from suspended peace
To the boiling floor down below

In molecules the world dissolves
And life must grasp the sky again
Slowly the islands will restore

  Rain will fall again 

Projection perspective advocate 

Sam Rapp

Waves and Night | Cassidy Pearsall
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Closing
Comments Dear Reader,

  Galaxy has provided every devoted staff member 
with so much more than something to do on Sunday eve-
nings. I think I speak for all of us Galactites when I say that 
we have experienced so much in our years of dedication to 
this publication. We’ve relished every poem and short story 
submitted by our fellow students, eager to improve them as 
best we can. We’ve listened to Adele’s ‘Someone Like You’ 
more times than we’d like to admit. We’ve become a very 
large and strange family who, after months of joyous labor, 
has finally seen its heart and soul manifest itself into the 
magazine you now hold in your hands. We’ve seen people 
cry until they laugh, laugh until they cry, and fall in and out 
of love at rapid rates (because that’s just what you do when 
you’re sixteen or seventeen years old.) We’ve been happier, 
sadder, more frustrated and more at ease with this club than 
we ever have in our lives, and for that we thank every single 
one of you who have made this possible. 
 Thank you to those who have provided insight into 
every lovely piece we critique. 
 Thank you, authors and artists, whose pieces have 
made us smile, cry, and think as philosophically as any teen-
age brain can. 
 And finally, thank you for taking the time to pick 
up this little piece of our lives and curiously flip through its 
pages. Who knows what will happen to this particular copy 
in your hands right now, dear reader. You could use it as a 
makeshift coaster, you may use it to swat at the increasingly 
bothersome flies that will undoubtedly camp out in your 
house in the upcoming months—or, you could place it care-
fully on your nightstand after thoughtfully perusing it one 
starry summer evening. 
 I think we’d prefer that last one best of all.
 

Lucy Roberts 
Literary Editor

Is the iced tea sweet? | Aaron Schaffer
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