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After being locked in my room for days on end, 
I picked up the guitar.
It seemed like a fun hobby - 
I’ve never played before.
I don’t come from a family of musicians.
I’ll be my family’s first.

I took a deep breath, 
plugged in the amplifier. 
It boomed.
I covered my ears,
turned down the volume. 
This was already not looking good.

I put the guitar strap on, 
held it up to my chest.
I placed my fingers on random strings
just trying to get a feel of it

Then, I strummed.

It didn’t sound…bad

Just needed some polishing,
some tuning.
Nothing a few youtube tutorials 
and practice couldn’t fix. 

What was I afraid of?
Messing up?
Sounding bad?
I knew it wouldn’t be perfect on my first try - 
that’s normal.

That first strum made me want to try harder. 
Start off small with one chord and 
play until it was perfect. 

Still in my room 
for however much longer...
at least now 
I have something to do. 

One chord at a time 
is what it will take.
At least now
I have the time. 

At Least Now 

Kate Yarleque

Alyssa Roldan
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Green 
  Grapes

Aiden Pierre-Louis

My head spins - 
so many things 
 to take care of 

after a long day
I collapse 
in my living room chair -

 they catch
 my eye - 

glistening, bright 
nestled in a white bowl,
silk skinned 
precious flesh
  green grapes -

I scrutinize them

 lost in a reverie

I remember eating them 
warm summer afternoons

 music taking me away

I pluck one from the bowl
gently slip into my mouth

remember

less turbulent times

Jeff John
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 Cool fresh air
 slowly skimming 
    across my leaves

 at least I feel whole

 at least I am 
 still growing

 ever since March
 I have seen everything around me

 go slower

 take longer

 lose hope

 but I am still here

despite it all 

 my  leaves unfurl 
 show their colors

 and like an orange dahlia 
 I am still here
 still growing

 still learning
 still me

Growth
Samantha Hough

Isabella Castro
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Romeo, your forbidden name 

constrains me 

but I can’t stop - 

these feelings reside within. 

You are the one person 

I am banished to be with.  

When I am with you

my heart expands 

and my dress tightens with each beat. 

You are fire, a beauty blazing before me. 

When I draw my hand close, I feel warmth and excitement, 

but I fear burning. 

Why must our names keep us apart? 

Why must we hide our love on account of our parents’ feud? 

I hope that one day we are brave enough to escape

this bitter quarrel that separates us. 

Then our love can be as everlasting,

bright as fire. 

I wish to be the fire 

that will unify us as one. 

Together 

we shall burn.

Burn as One
Suhani Patel

Audrey Gillies
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Feelings. you can have them, 

just don’t get attached.

If he’s on your mind

change the subject.

Avoid eye contact before his gaze 

is rooted in your soul.

Keep your distance so he doesn’t crowd 

your thoughts.

Be attentive.

Be eager to wish him away.

Be ready to lose him.

But, if you truly want to experience love

fix your reflections on his -

allow your eyes to be mesmerized.

Let him rule 

your logic.

If you end up in agony

don’t fight it. 

Don't Fight It 
Priscilla Diaz
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I am a logophile - 
a lover of words,
of language, 
the way one can perfectly construct 
sentences. 

 But I promise you
that does not make me 
a know-it-all. 

At times
I long for solitude.
The quiet and power
to get to know myself.

 Yet, I can promise you
That doesn’t make me dejected.

I sit and let your words 
fill my brain.

Each locution 
I fully take in

And while my silence may seem 
like inattention, 

 I can promise 

I hear 
you.

I Can Promise
Mallory Dinsay 
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So much inequality 
towers over some of our realities

We cannot walk the streets alone at night without catcalls
Without the shadow of fear hovering 

We cannot feel confident in our skin
without the weight of judgment shackled to our ankles

We cannot show our shoulders and legs,
without being accused of asking for it 

We cannot be beautiful
if we aren’t tall and under 130 pounds

We cannot play sports 
and workout 

without being “masculine”

We cannot have blonde hair 
without being thought dumb

We come in too many flavors 
to be served in one spoon

We are all different
All beautiful

We should be seen for our beautiful thoughts 
the daring dreams we dream

We are not objects 
distractions 

property

Society is all about perspective -
It is up to us to choose 

the perspectives we
fall under

where we stand

We 
By: Jenna Gerlach

We are authoritative
 beautiful 
merciful 

 purposeful

We can turn dreams into realities
build businesses from the ground up

We can prepare young children
to lead future generations

We can dress in camouflage 
take enemy fire 

hear the thumps of fallen saints hit the floor

We can sacrifice  
so citizens can feel proud to stand for our flag

We can be awarded gold badges,
for efforts to keep our communities safe

We can wear ten pound suits,
while running through a burning building, 

We can take the heat.

We can run the lengths of fields, 
while eye black drips from our faces,

armies of people chanting the numbers on our backs

We can produce generations  
carry a child’s weight for nine months

So much honor
So much privilege
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Do not go for a run with your hood on 
 even if it’s raining
do not make any sudden moves 
 in the presence of police
do not touch anything 
 you’re not buying 
do not let it look like there’s an altercation 
 between you and another person 

But what if they took the time to find out...
I am well spoken
I earn good grades 
I am not poor 
I am not aggressive? 

What if they took the time to find out...
my blackness is not a threat
my brother will not steal your purse
my father is not intimidating
my mother is kind and gentle?

What if they took the time to find out... 
the generalization of black people is dividing
almost never inviting 
and can only result in more fighting?

If they took the time 
to push aside 
what obstructs the truth, 
took the time to get to know each person 
for who they are 

maybe then... 

I would go for a run 
in the rain
with my hood on.

What If
Marissa Dorsainvil

Joey Amodeo
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I Dream A World where people know boundaries

Where everyone is treated as equals

Where people can be left alone

Where people don’t have to be understood

I Dream A World where differences are excepted

Where not everyone has to agree

Where different doesn’t mean wrong

And where ignorance is not accepted

I Dream A World where everyone has morals

Where right is known from wrong

Where everyone matters

Where equality is a given

I Dream a World
Matthew Bassin

Kyle Coichy
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The screams, The sorrow.
The aching, The brokeN.

To forgEt 
Would simply be 

Unforgivable.

If we forget,
We tune out the screams,

The shouts, The horror 
diVided between good versus evil.

The pounding sounds, The vivid terror
Of the fascist rule.

The demands and ordErly positions
Put forth by those who wish nothing

 but death.
On those who ache with sorrow.

What makes me different?
Why must my family, friends, neighbors

Be victims of such unforgivable, untrusting,
And unlawful decisions?

Why forget something,
When what is needed most,

Is to Remember.

To always remember
That there are times oF good intention

And times of possessing evil.

If we truly underestimate citizenship
And leave the unforgivable, undetermined destinies

How will One remember?

What makes this genocide
This act of destruction on the Jewish religion

Something to put behind us?

If we all visualize the pain
And imagine the horror the victims experienced

Isn’t this one to remember?
Remember the importance,

One to Remember
Samantha Hough

The significance.
Behind all the lies, The censorship,

 And secrecy.

Behind every Jewish family
Who looks back on this place in history

And wishes they could understand.

But why must it be so difficult?
Why must one Go through so much

So much pain and havoc?

Have deep scars and wounds on their brain
Just to realize, there was nothing wrong with them to begin with?

Why would one want to forget?
Why would one want their memories drained

Of all the revolting and horrid ideas
The Nazis had?

What good does that do?
My family lost and mournEd 
Risked their survival for love
But most of all they learned.

Learned that being yourself
Being comfortable in your own skin
Can not be taken away from you.

Being Jewish is so empowering
So why not embrace it?

So we embrace our Jewish identity
For it is not just a blessing,

But  a symbol of perseverance. 

When we think about the disastrous memories,
Remember all of iT.

Spread all your memories,
Pass them around,
Because one day,

Someday,
You will impact others

By teaching them to never forget.
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All I’ve done is witness

beautiful orchids towering to the sky,

animals and insects crawling beside me.

I’ve seen people - their cultures and lifestyles, 

their pain and division. 

I’ve glimpsed beautiful ceremonies 

and menacing betrayals. 

I’ve traveled at immeasurable speeds for seconds, 

and resided for eternities. 

I am content, 

but I thirst for more knowledge. 

I will be here to witness all that will come 

and all that has passed. 

I know no beginning, 

have no end. 

A Stone Speaks
Tyler Vanichpong

Hannah Varghese
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The broken match is 
short tempered, 
burns fast -
scorches my fingertips

I don’t flinch,  don’t cry, 
I am numb 

Visibly damaged
you would expect to see emotion -
but there is only a singular tear, 
concentrated by searing pain

I let go   

It’s only temporary, the heat and the hurt,
but emotions last forever - 
the struggle, the fear, the trust,
the memory of fire 

the relationship.

The Broken Match
 Melody Vanichpong

Cloud
Aiden Pierre-Louis
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Creative Nonfiction

When she was young, she had much to carry in her little arms.  She carried stuffed animals 
and dolls, the ones she named and called her friends.  She carried all of their made up stories  
and games.  She carried giant sticks, which became her mighty swords.  Everywhere she went, 
she brought her imagination: every playground became a castle, and every pool a vast ocean 
waiting for her to sail upon its choppy waters.  On every one of these adventures, she carried 
her brother.  She pulled him on her back and began to run and turned into the fastest horse  
in the west, and of course, he would suddenly be transformed into a sheriff.  

At that moment in time, neither bore responsibilities or a care in the world.  She simply  
carried her freedom and curiosity as she explored the bright woods behind her house, picking 
up  pretty feathers, rocks, and leaves to bring home to her family. Later, she held the hands  
of her friends as they walked through the wood chip covered grounds of the elementary school.  
In her hands were wiffle balls and bats, frogs and earthworms, crayons and coloring books.   
She carried her hopes and dreams for how the future would turn out.  

Soon enough the future came, and she began to haul memories from her past.  

She grew older and was forced to leave behind the stuff of childhood.  She exchanged her 
crayons for pens and notebooks, switched out her wiffle ball bat for volleyballs.  Her rocks  
and feathers were replaced with whichever new fad swept the school.  She felt the weight  
of trying to fit in, and felt crushed by the word normal.  She felt the constricting pressures  
of trying to look like everyone else and never seemed to carry an acceptance of her body.   
The stresses of making new friends in a bigger school was a burden.  Eventually, she found  
a new friend group that loved her as she loved them.  

They welcomed her into the group with open arms, and she began to bear the responsibilities 
of a true friend.  She listened to them and tried her best to relate to their stories.  She kept her 
friends’ secrets locked away in a little silver safe in the back of her mind.  She wondered if they 
were all going to stay friends throughout high school.  As she packed up her middle school 
backpack, she left behind the wonder of what would come next. It would be in her room waiting 
for her when she returned home.  

A Journey 
Grace Schwendenmann

On her first day of high school, she was convinced the seniors would eat her alive.  Her mind 
was filled with high school stereotypes featured in TV shows and movies.  However, when she 
got there she realized it couldn’t have been more different.  There weren’t any cliques or bullies, 
there were just teenagers, just like her, walking the halls. A tremendous weight was lifted off  
of her shoulders that first day of freshman year.  

And now she is so close to the finish line.  This year she clutched college essays and report cards 
and grasped for the hope she was good enough for colleges.  

As she held her college acceptance letters in her hands, she let go. 

She hopes to hold her high school diploma and a graduation cap on that last day of senior 
year.  Deep within her heart she carries a buoyant feeling of relief. Even though she is nervous 
for what comes next, she knows it isn’t anything she hasn’t gone through before.  Bolstered  
by memories stored in her silver safe, she will set out once again into the bright woods. 

Matthew Bassin
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I carry my smile; it allows me to hold on to happiness. Without it, I am left with darkness  
that consumes every bit of hope. I bear doubts, which often become overwhelming as they 
quickly manifest into regret. A growing list of regrets - I consider myself lucky if these are not 
reviewed more than sixty times a day. I lug my anger, powered by the inconveniences that took 
turns poking at my nerves, forcing me to restrain my aggressive thoughts. I carry my mother’s  
empathetic nature; she seems to be a woman who never harbored a selfish thought. I carry my 
dad’s grit sometimes, hidden behind my fears. Many are unaware that I carry my grandmother’s 
physical strength, as she fulfilled every request for a massage or a glass of water. I am her set 
of functioning arms; hesitation is impossible when it comes to assisting her. 

I carry my fear of sudden loss - a possibility so out of my control it grows patches of anxiety  
in my fertile mind. Since birth, I have carried my brown skin as I faced every bit of struggle  
and satisfaction it has to offer. I carry the freight of my curly hair, once gripped by the  
fierce hot iron that defined my desperation for assimilation. Until the age of five, I sustained  
my native language - the one that graciously crowned me with a clear identity, unscathed  
by American society’s disapproval. Motivation is tightly tucked underneath my past accomplishments  
for safekeeping. I carry my stubborn tongue and bad habits, fueled by my inclination  
to repeat the past. Uneven nails and forgotten homework - all evidence of poor habits and  
weakened resilience. I carry my tired jaw as it releases the yawns held captive by my determination  
to appear alert at all times. I support the weight of my pride and often hold it too high 
above my other belongings. I need to learn how to balance it with the other items so I don’t  
compromise my level head. A gold nameplate drapes around my neck just below my mouth— 
a silent introduction. I carry loyalty and devotion so powerful, it’s as though I never left your side 
despite my physical absence. 

At the age of nine, I was forced to carry the loss of a person who helped me find  
my passion for running. Now I continue on every year for him, and I refuse to let myself succumb 
to the mounting pressure that weighs on my will. Though she may be oblivious, my best friend  
carries my peace. She quietly watches over it, ensuring that it’s forever free from disturbance.  
She never lets it fall into the wrong hands, and she reassures me I am the only one who can 
truly ruin it.

Creative Nonfiction
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Making Peace 
Sydney Coichy

I never really gave a second thought to the items I carry: the items of my everyday life,  
extensions of my personality. At first, I thought items could only possess two qualities -  
necessity or pleasure. I soon realized I was far from right. For starters, I had a drawing tablet that 
was resting underneath my desk, on my computer. It was tucked away out of sight, yet always 
close. Its surface was scratched as if it was an ancient slab of marble engraved with prehistoric 
text. It was enveloped by dust; it almost seemed to be disintegrating. Disappearing. Why did 
I still carry this tablet? Was it because I would return to it? I already knew the answer to that 
question. To remember ambition, hope and fiery passion. Sometimes, I would stare at it like 
a mirror and glimpse my younger self. And for a moment, I felt that spark of memory. It was  
a cocktail of emotions entangling me with bitter and unpleasant thoughts. I felt determined. I felt 
desire. I felt purpose. And before I knew it, the spark was extinguished and I felt only emptiness. 

What else do I carry? From my right pocket, I uncover a black leather wallet. Underneath  
my driver’s license, I grasp a folded picture and pull the edge, which is curled from being  
constantly altered. Pulling open the final fold, I am able to see it. It is a landscape shot with lush 
mountains and a curtain of trees. The colors are slightly faded, but you can still see the vibrant 
leafy green and sapphire blue that dominate the palette. In the foreground is a large valley, rich 
in wildflowers and free flowing grass softly brushed by the breeze. I took this photo when I was 
in Ukraine years ago with my mother. 

As I look at this photo now, I consider that perhaps we carry items not only out of necessity, but 
for comfort. To remember our purpose. To recall how far we have come. 

The Distance 
David Tomyuk
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Being born with the title of oldest daughter has shaped me. No one chose it for me and I didn’t 
choose it for myself; it just happened to fall on me. I carry that weight with pride. There are 
times when carrying this responsibility makes me feel as though Atlas and I are one, the weight 
of the sky on our shoulders. The pressure of my parents’ expectations to be a role model -  
to succeed the most, to excel the most, to achieve the most, are all things I carry for my siblings 
and my family. 

To this day I wear the jade necklace bestowed upon me by my maternal grandmother.  
It represents my lineage, my family’s odyssey from Canton, China, to the Dominican Republic, 
to the USA. The weight of succeeding in a new country falls upon me and my sisters.  As first 
generation Americans, we have been implored to make a name for ourselves in this country. 
My grandparents look to us to become educated, well versed, and to grow into strong women 
who carry Chinese idealism, while pursuing American opportunities. Carrying this expectation 
is overwhelming at times; however, I am proud to represent my cultures. 

At age 11 I began carrying glasses so I could see the board, and today I still wear glasses, 
and they carry my ability to see and absorb the things around me. Without them I would  
be blind. This was partially bestowed upon me by genetics. My parents both struggle with  
myopia, which is common in people of Asian descent, and this struggle is part of me. Another 
item I carry would be the small piece of paper behind my phone case, which has the following 
words scrawled in beautifully messy cursive:

 For the good of all
 And with harm to none
 Fortune is on its way to me
 It belongs to me
 And is used how I choose
 I thank the universe in advance 
 And focus on the abundance I already have
 And the overflow of abundance on its way
 I will be surprised at the speed at 
 Which is manifests into my life
 I expect this fortune to come my way
 Within a few hours but no more than 3 days
 And so it is.

Creative Nonfiction

Oldest Daughter 
Natalia Wong

A Fortune Mantra. My aunt, who is a Wiccan, taught me this when I was younger as an  
entertainment, but once I was around fifteen, I asked her to write it down for me so I would 
remember it when times were tough. It weighs almost nothing, and I constantly forget that it’s 
there, but the luck it brings me when I do think of it cannot be coincidental. I carry it for luck; 
it is a form of remembering my visits with my aunt and all the little things she would teach  
me and I would later cherish. 

Lastly I carry my library card, which has gotten me through my middle and high school years.  
It was a key to my safe haven. A different reality. I used it to borrow book after book after book 
to escape the cruel world I was in. During the time of my parents’ divorce, I would escape to the 
corner of the young adult section in the Library. In my corner I had not only the whole world, 
but other planets, other realms. Each book I picked up would lift me page by page, build my 
wings to fly away and be in a reality where royalty and faeries fought deeply rooted battles, or 
pined away and chased each other in love stories. All I could dream was in my corner, and in just  
a few steps, when I was ready, I could return to reality with its burdens, opportunities,  
responsibilities and promise.   

Alexandra  Sanchez
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Every time I leave my house, you will always find a black cloth mask covering my nose  
and mouth, and my glasses resting on top of my nose. The mask was not always something  
I carried with me, but the world has changed so much in the past year.  I now see it as an extension  
of my face, and I will never forget it.  It keeps me, my family, and those around me safe;  
I am so thankful for that.  I know that not everyone has been so lucky during these troubling 
times.  So, as strange as it may sound, I have become fond of my mask.  Even if it does fog  
up my glasses all the time, I appreciate everything it has done for me these past 10 months.

Around my right wrist is my black, leather wristlet.  It holds my credit card, license, house 
keys, and car keys.  I despise my license photo, since I was not aware I was allowed to smile.   
My mouth is in a thin, straight line, slightly curved at the ends in an attempt to somewhat 
grin.  The moment I passed that test, I was greeted with the keys to my dashing steed,  
Maximus.  He’s a white Volkswagen Tiguan with black rims, and he is my most prized possession.   
Maximus arrived in my driveway in late August, yet it’s hard to imagine life before him.  

I remember driving to my friend Grace’s house, then the two of us drove around town together.  
We were obsessed with The Perks Of Being a Wallflower, and together we cried our eyes out 
watching the film during quarantine.  We always wanted to recreate some of the scenes from 
the movie, and I knew exactly where I wanted to go to do this.  

The causeway unfurled in front of us as Grace blasted “I Wanna Get Better” by Bleachers.  
I rolled down all of the windows, and we began to creep upon the causeway.  The song reached 
the chorus, and we were met with the most beautiful sight I had ever seen.  The sky was  
a bright banner of pink, orange, and yellow that seemed to cover the entire world.  Grace stuck  
her head out the window as we screamed the chorus at the top of our lungs. 

 Hey, I wanna get better!
 I didn’t know I was lonely ‘til i saw your face
 I wanna get better, better, better, better,
 I wanna get better
 I didn’t know I was broken ‘til i wanted to change
 I wanna get better, better, better, better,
 I wanna get better...

It was at that moment that I felt infinite, like I could do anything, overcome anything.  I knew 
the responsibility that lay on my shoulders with my car, and I imagined all the responsibilities 
that would follow graduation, but I also knew how many memories I was about to make.  I knew 
that every time I heard that song, or belted it out, feeling the abandon in my lungs and heart, 
I would always feel infinite.
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Dearest daughter, 

You have been the center of my world since the day you were born. When you were a little girl,  
I sought to protect you, educate you, and allow you to blossom into the independent young  
woman you are today. But things have changed. As you step one inch closer to independence and are  
supposed to be flying free in the best years of your life, the world is holding you back. For the first 
time in my life, I cannot protect you. This virus has crippled our daily lives in unimaginable ways, and 
it hurts to see the special events you have looked forward to vanish before your eyes. This year, your 
senior year, was supposed to be the best one yet. And my love, although I never experienced a global 
pandemic at your age, I do want to offer you a piece of advice. 

Love. In a time of insurmountable injustice, fear, and hate, chose to love. Love your friends, love your 
foes, and above all, love your family. Surround yourself with the people love you most, those who 
adore you for the funny, caring, spirited, person you are. 

Explore. Explore the backroads of your hometown, the waterfalls in the mountains, and the beauty 
of the place we call home. Explore literature, the arts, and whatever passion may seize your interest. 
Explore with your friends, but also do not be afraid to explore and find yourself.  You are only confined 
by two things; a mask and the limits you set for yourself.

You are in the prime of your life, and although this pandemic is very real, you should not let it consume 
you. There is so much splendor in this world, and I urge you to dive into the beautiful thing we call life. 
I am scared, and you may be too, but life is too short to be full of regrets. So go and get your boots 
dirty! See what this spectacular world has to offer, and see what you can offer this world. And of course, 
as you do so, wear a mask!

Yours truly, 

Mom

Francesca Arciniegas

Sophia Castaldo

Dearest Daughter
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