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Your words are daggers

They cut me deep

e R
Your words have powers G

They keep from sleep

When you cut no more
I took up the mantle
When used a knife, oh how it tore

Though never could I hold a candle

To all the pain you gave to me
When I was young my mother
Too did give to me the pain you see

When you are hurting you see no other

Pain is yours and not anothers

You can not fathom what was given

Pain is shared, passed from mothers

How is this it be forgiven
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*
An indiscretion so apparent

Even the child aware of it

Knew one day when a parent

|1 Never could she permit

This curse passed down _ 2 ot 00 BPTLEN TAMIRAT

To harm her daughter's ,

Never could they be found

To have the scars of their mother's
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he monster’s coming,
the monster's coming!"
David laughed as he
ran from mé. I grin-

IIT

From then on, I chase the other
students. Every single day, at
recess or lunch or any other

the other students a around
the playgrounds and 1assrooms,
around the cafeteria and gym. I
watched, gleefully, as they laug-
hed alongside me. I joined in on
their pames and ran all about.

eat you up, kidsl '] eat you up!"
I laughed as they ran from me.

Id come home every day with a.
new story of how David climbed

ned, What a fun game, I thought.

time of day, I chased. I followed

I chased them scrming, ‘Tl -

the monkey bars to escape me, or -

CARSON' Y OUNG

Alima jumped off a slide.
- However, I knew it wouldn't
last. Good things never did
in those days. I knew I wasn't
enough. I never would be.
One day, proving me right, my
fourth-grade teacher pulled me
aside, She seemed different.
“This is not a game," Ms. Vigil
said to me, "You need to stop."
This teacher was normally sweet
and bubbly. She used to give out
candy every so often, and she
always saved a Milky Way bar
just for me, But today; in this
instance, she seemed almost sad.

Even recently, I still wondered
why it wasn't a game. I wished I
could go back and ask Ms, Vigil,
Why was it not a game? I would
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stare at my ceiling at night,
trying to think of what separa-
ted it from the real games, like
Chess or Trouble, Id lie awake
at night, desperately imagining
what else it could be. A boredom
cure? But thatd make it a game,
A race? But then they wouldn't
run from me; theyd run with me,
I could not imagine what else it
could possibly be,

"Okay; Ms, Vigil" My shoulders
slumped. "I'11 stop chasing them."
And, not wanting to break my
promise, I did. I stopped chasing
them, but they kept running,. I
didn't understand why at the
time; after all, they always
laughed, like in any other
game, It had roles like when
you play “Family"
— I was the Wild
Thing, and they
had to run away from
me, Sort of like a one-
way game of tag. But this
wasnt a game, How was
it not a game? I didn't
understand. I finally started to
understand a year later, when my
mom explained it to me,

"It wasnt a game," She told
me, "it was cruel. They weren't
laughing with you, but at you."
She went on to explain that this
“same"’ we played was less about
having fun and more about them
treating me as less than human,
I played as the Wild Thing, a
big, scary monster who ate kids,
Thinking back on it, I realize it
really was dehumanizing, They
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ran from me, calling me the Wild .

Thing, even after I stopped cha-
sing them. Hearing this, I felt
like my entire life shattered,
broken like glass, I felt like Id
lost the only time Id ever had
of friendship. It wasnt friend-
ship, though. It was bullying,
They mistreated me because I
was different, because I had au-

tism. I wasn't like the others, —

Being autistic in elementary
school felt like trying to lig-
ht a match underwater. Despite
my hardest efforts, I was cold. I
couldn't see beyond the endless
blue. Worse, there was no one to
pull me to shore, I was stuck in
a vast, empty ocean, void of all
hope. Void of love,
There are no ways to
describe it, the in-
tensity I felt, without
making myself sound
like one of those teens —
who wears black lips-
tick and fingerless glo-
ves, with their “black as night
souls" I was me, and "me"' was not
enough, T

So, books became my only
home, from Percy Jackson and
the Olympians to Wings of Fire,
They were a safe haven from
feeling so alone. Feeling like
I wasn't enough. Feeling like I
would never be enough. I was
that kid in the corner of thesc-
hool playground, dancing in the
sun or drawing in the dirt with
a stick. I even spoke to myself-
more accurately, the friends I

made up to cure my loneliness, I
pretended that they were there
with me always, and they never
left my side. I spoke to them

in church, at school, at home —
anywhere I felt alone. The group
of little fairies who talked

to me while they worked and
watched me when I did. The old
lady with the cookie jar offered
sugary treats when I felt left
out., The watery-eyed boy who sat
with me when I was alone, The
tall, flamboyant singer I dreamt
of being — the celebrity that
everyone knew and loved, But I
didn't have what it took to be
that — famous, glorious, loved. T
wasnt enough for that,

Middle school, I told myself,
It'1 be a fresh start, I'1l make
friends, I'11 play real games, I'l1
enjoy life, T will be enough. And
it was a fresh start. I final-
ly had friends to talk to- this
sweet group of girls who all
played volleyball, We sat to-
gether at lunch, we laughed and
joked about boys or parents,

It didn't last long. Nothing
good ever lasts long, Only a few
months into sixth grade, I caug-
ht them. The same girls that had
finally made me feel safe and
loved were making fun of me
behind my back. They called me
“retarded" and “slow" That's when
I realized — we were friends
because I was alone, Because they
knew I wasn't enough. I was no
more than a charity to prove
their kindness,
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Another two years passed; I
was alone again. No one to talk
to, Only my mom, who taught at
my school. Isn't that embarras-
sing? T hung out with my mom, a
teacher, during lunch every day.
But finally, in eighth grade, I
met them; Leslie and Ayessa. We're
still friends to this day, despite
us all being in different col-
leges. The day I met them, I felt
like T was seeing for the first
time. I felt like everything
was new, That day, in PE class, I
remember the feeling, I felt my
heart swell as Leslie approached
me and called Ayessa over. I felt
my head tingle the way it does
when I'm happy as they invited
me into their conversation. It
won't last, I warned myself, But
it did. Eight years. My struggles
were no longer kept to myself; T
could share, I got to tell them
about the pain I was in, And
they told me about their pain. It
was more than friendship; it was
family, They were family,

In the time that followed,
Leslie defended me like a mama
bear when others would taunt or
tease me, She taught me to pro-
tect myself. She gave me advice
to help deal with the bullies,
She helped me learn to accept
myself as I was, rather than
forcing myself to be someone
else, Meanwhile, Ayessa would
encourage me to hold my head
high and ignore the bullies,
When she saw someone messing
with me, she came over and

1.
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helped me get away., Ayessa and
Leslie taught me more than sc-
hool ever could. Over the years,
I became sad. Really sad. I delt
with deep depression, and nearly
committed suicide once. Then,
Ayessa was there, even if not
physically, She still doesnt know
it happened, but I do, Instead of
going through with it, I saw her
face in my mind, and decided I
couldn't bear to be without her.
I couldnt do it because I was
scared, Ayessa had done so much
for me, I couldn't bear to hurt
her.

The best part was that they
loved me. They really loved me,
They knew I was autistic and
supported me in times of need.
They held me up, just as I did

digital 111lustration

Ramos
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m
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for them. They encouraged me to

keep my head held high, becau-
se who cares what anyone else

thinks? They taught me self-love,

Ayessa once told me, “Don't chan-

ge yourself so people will like

you. Be yourself so the right
people will love you." She said it

was a quote from some anonymous =

person online,

The feeling was so new to me

it was almost uncomfortable, I

felt out of place in a group whe-

re I was loved. T felt like the 1i-
ghts were too bright, the fan too
loud. Nonetheless, I couldrt keep
the smile off my face. Finally, I
was enough, et

Just g little

Oats aroUnd u artlst \
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When it comes to
art, L focus on creating
portraits because I
enjoy being able to see
them come to life and
appear to have traits o
their own.




I'm alone in my silence.

Fiddling with life, in my sandbox of a room. Making a mess to
clean up later. Piling it high and knocking it down. I can't see
anything past my window frame. The panes of my eye. The street
glares back at me. I look at the dark wet gravel, speckled blues
and browns hiding on the surface. A six year old's hand reaches
out to grab it with my mind. I can taste the fog through his
teeth. He is unaware of himself but aware of the ground. He
feeds me with memories, I gorge myself. Their salty spit drips
down my mouth. There's no juice, but it's wet. My face is covered
in unnamed memories now.

I wish, with my hands, I could hold all the tears I've cried.

And crush them, squeeze my palms together. My left and right
are past and future. And under their pressure the salt would
crystalize and grow. Sprawling out before my eyes, snowflake
faint and snowflake intricate. The white crystal would grow to
the size of my home, Moving and shifting, it dances. And when it
stops I look up and see:

All the fragments of myself that I thought I lost. Swallowed or
spit out. Strewn or strangled. Bottled up or stained on notebook
pages, splattered from face height. Pictures of lumpy throats
and arguments never had. Silences that eat away at me. Laughter
I thought I forgot.

I look up at my floating self, and breathe for the first time
again,

A wash of cool light presses upon my forehead like the back of
my mom's hand on a school morning. It settles my mind.

I close my eyes. Really close them. Not waiting for my chance to
open them again.

I reach out my hand, open the door, walk inside,

Then I remember,
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awoke to the crisp
air of peonies and
honey, springing

out of bed to fluff
my brown sun-kis-
sed curls, My morning routine
was simple: wake up, get ready
for the day, and go to work.
Dancing to my gold-accented
armoire, I threw every garment
onto the chocolatey oak until
I found my favorite dress, ini-
tially identifying it only by
its soft touch, then its pink
bodice lined with delicate
white bows. Inspiration struck.
I rushed for my parchment
book and began sketching a
gown shaped like the Lilly of
the Valley, colored periwink-
le with hues of lavenders and
creams, like a blueberry par-

AVA -HEW\?HILL
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fait. I flip through my gown
design ideas, fixating on my

latest skirt with golden and

pink hues inspired by the
sunset I laid and watched that
evening prior. I gazed out my
window to see the sun cree-

ping up behind our clay cot-

tage, stealing a few moments;

I imagined becoming a renow-

ned seamstress: working with

the finest Tustrous sitkand——
fabrics, patrons lined out the

door to display my fashions on
their bodies. Waking from my
trance, I gently put my book

in my bag, opening my door to———
be greeted by my marshmallow
and gold-colored Lhasa Apso
Kashmir. Papa yelled for me
from downstairs as Kashmir
raced down the stairs, Kashmir

pounced playfully onto Papa,
knocking him down, and sent

a plate of avocado toast and
sausage crashing down with
him,

___"Augh! Sol, how many times
must I tell you not to have
this dog in my kitchen?" he
bellowed-as-he fought to get
Kashmir off him, then she
seized her opportunity to take
the remains of the food from
the floor. I ran to shoo her and
swore she smiled as she darted
off with my breakfast. With
haste, I extended my hand to

“pull him back to his feet.

“Sorry, Papal Thanks for
~breakfast, but I -have to go. Ida
offered me a seamstress posi-
tion, and I want to make a good

first impression by being the-

re on time," I sang as I hugged

him before dashing to the door,

sliding on my pink flats,

___"Make sure to get there safe
and sound. Don't wander! Stay in
the town square. Be back before
sundown!" Papa yelled behind
me.

“Sure thing, Pa," I sarcas-
tically shouted back as I shut
the door behind me.

Looking up at the sun over-
head and hearing the 1llth

~—bell chime, T had enough time -

to take the scenic way to the

_boutique. Since moving to this

quaint town, this route has
been my favorite: cobblestone
lined with ivy-covered buil--
dings, deer and rabbits run-
ning around, the distant hum

my head, thinking
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of merchants setting up their
stalls, and the occasional
chime of a bell from the cloc-

__ktower in the square,

The now afternoon air hum-
med with the scent of pastries
and citrus as I made my way
through the winding paths.
Ahead, the town unfolded like
a faded postcard—weathered
brick buildings and cottages
lined the wide cobblestone
path, their windows reflec-
ting the soft light, and the
ivy-rung clock tower stood
at the heart. Cozy cottages
with moss=covered roofs and
trailing vines blooming with
daffodils sat between cobb-
lestone paths, chimneys puf-
fing out wisps of smoke that

~carried-the delight of fresh

bread and cakes. I continued,
admiring the boutique through
the windows ahead: mannequins
dressed in satin and lace.

From the corner of my eye,
I notice a narrow alley. One I
hadn't seen before, stretched
between two timeworn willow
trees. Not only was the alley
strange, but heading closer
to the paths opening, I could
see how the air shimmered and
glistened against the beaming
sun, heat rising from the dirt
road pavement, For a moment,
the willow tree leaves sang,
faint whispers curling
through the breeze, just
out of reach. I shook

I was
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probably
just imagi-
ning things.
I hadn't had
anything to eat
yet; it had to be that,
right? Yet something about
all of this pulled me forward.
My feet hesitated, then went
through the opening like an
invisible thread had drawn me
in. The deeper I walked, the
quieter the world became, and
the usual town bustle sounds
faded behind me in a hush. At
the end of the alley was a lar-
ge, arched wooden door. An old
lantern laced and decorated
with cobwebs hung in front of
it, the flame still flickering
despite the breeze. My eyes
darted to the plaque above,
reading The Memory Library. 1
frowned. A library? Here? I had
walked these streets for weeks
yet had never seen this place
before. How could I have missed
an odd sight like this?

A cool breeze wrapped
around my shoulders as I
reached for the handle. The
door creaked open when my
fingers brushed dark oak, in-
viting me to enter the thres-
hold. Rows of shelves stretched
high, but instead of books,
they held glass vials — each
with a faint glowing substance
labeled with neatly handw-
ritten tags. In the middle of
the bookcases missing books
stood a plaque, reading: Me-
mories, captured in gas form
— once lost, now contained,
Handle with care, for what

is forgotten may not wish to
be found, The air smelled of

aged parchment and something

else, Something familiar yet—
unplaceable, Stepping forward,
I saw it. Among the countless
vials, one stood out—a small
delicate bottle resting alone
on a dark velvet cushion.On
its label, in swirling gold ink,

was a name, Sol.

My breath caught my throat.
A memory with my name on
it? What could I possibly be—
missing from my memories? My
fingers trembling, I reached
for the bottle, and goosebumps
washed over me—like I was
on the verge of remembering -
something I had long forgot-
ten. The moment I uncorked the
vial, everything shifted. The
walls of the library blurred,
the shelves bending and twis-
ting, and then —

A flood of images filled my
mind. Memories I never knew
existed.

Memories that changed
everything,.

I staggered as theecho——
unraveled before me, like a
tapestry being rewoven thread
by thread, a needle connecting
a single thread to the vast
tapestry that is the mind. The
scent of old parchment and
lavender filled the air, wrap-
ping around me like a long-lo-
st lullaby. I was no longer in
the library but in the memory
itself:

A grand estate stretched

before me, bathed in the sun's
warm glow, The halls were 1i-
ned with gold and deep crimson
tapestries embroidered with
symbols I did not recognize,
yet it sent a whisper of fami-
Tiarity through me. The marble
floors beneath my feet gleamed,
polished to perfection, as if
untouched by time,

It wagfhen that I saw her.

A woman dressed in silk and
embroidered lace stood before
me, her eyes meeting mine with
quiet intensity. The golden

_embroidery on her sleeves

shimmered as she reached out,
her fingers trembling slightly.
—I feltthe ghost of her touch
graze my cheek. Her eyes — ones
that mirrored my own — were
filled with sorrow.

"Are you sure?" she asked, her
voice hushed, almost despera-
te. “Once it's gone, there is no
getting it back,"

I turned my head — no, she
turned her head. The little
girl I once was stared back
at the woman with wide, unk-

-nowing eyes, My lips parted. I
hesitated. My fingers twitched
at my sides, and then my brown
eyes shut closed. T nodded.

"Erase it."

 The world around me flicke-
red. A different scene emerged.

~ Laughter rang out from
the garden terrace, sunlight
spilling over polished silver
teapots and porcelain cups. I
was there again, smaller, my

~feet dangling off a velvet-cus-
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hioned chair.

Across from me sat a boy
with dark, wild curls, This

—boy's face mirrored mine. His

face 1lit with mischief as he
stole a sugar cube from my
saucer,

“"Solana, Mother will scold
you if she catches us," he tea-
sed, dropping his voice into a
dramatic whisper while plop-
ping the stolen sugar cube
into his mouth,

Solana. The name cloaked
me like a forgotten melody,
foreign yet undeniably mine,
Another shutter.

A room filled with hushed
voices. The weight of expecta-
tion pressed against my chest

—as I stood before a row of el-

ders, their eyes cold and full

~of judgment. Words like duty,

legacy, and obligation swirled
around me like a storm. I wan-
ted to run. I wanted to be free,

Instead, I chose to forget.

The final piece of the me-
mory slammed into me like a
tidal wave. I had not always
been Sol, the girl with no
status who dreamed of being
a seamstress with her bou-
tique one day. Once, I had been
Solana D'Aubrey — the eldest
daughter, the heiress of an
aristocratic family whose name
carried weight, whose wealth
and influence shaped futures.
My path had been etched in

“stone before I was old enough

to walk it, A gilded fate laid
before me like an inescapab-

19
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le script. But I had rejected
it. I had come to The Memory -
Library as a child, my small,
ambitious hands clutching

the edges of a life that felt
too vast, too suffocating. The
weight of expectations had
pressed me down on me until I
could no longer breathe,; and
so I had made a choice, I let it
all go — my name, lineage, the
grand estate that once stood as
sanctuary and prison. I erased
myself from the world I was
meant to inherit and stepped
into the unknown, unburdened
and unnamed.

The library snapped back
into focus around me, throwing
me out of my memory. My breath
came in shallow gasps, and 1
clutched the now-empty vial,
my hands trembling. The glow
had faded; its contents had
absorbed back into me,

I sat on the ground and
clutched my knees to my
chest, trying to come to terms
with what I had just learned.
I wasn't just a seamstress's
apprentice, I wasn't just a girl
who loved designing gowns. I
had abandoned my entire life.

A familiar voice echoed in
my mind, sending chills down
my spine. “Solana..." the voice
sang,

I swallowed hard, pressing a
hand to my pounding chest as
if T could hold my heart still,
but it fluttered wildly be-
neath my palm,

Who was I now? Was I the

girl I had become or the one I
had left behind? A shadow mo-
ved at the library's entrance,
and the question remained in
my mind. Their silhouette fra-
med by the golden light of the
afternoon sun.

Someone had been searching
for me. And now that T remem-
bered...

They had found me.

Blood and Void are they;
Like Taijitu colliding —
They illuminate,

Crarm P. GoLDOSTEIN

haiku & digital photography




t's okay to light the
almost-empty candle,
You know which one.
The white one, with the
frosty glass. It reminds
you of sea glass. Holding onto
it isn't going to help.

Conte crayon On Canson paper

SAarry A Mow( ANA

Run your finger around the
lid; the feeling of the matte
= i) glass calms you. When you open
~  the candle take care not to cut
your finger, remember about
the chip on its near-perfect
= _:.rlm nght the candle. Breathe
in the sickly-sweet imitation
of coconut. Watch the candleli-
ikl ght laugh as it dances spora-
® = = dically — without a worry. Try
~ your best to along laugh with
A .it. If you can, maybe you'll feel
Ll ek -ias Worry-free as the little
':' .-.flame '|..-'-.- 3

'}i'i%

"You dont laugh Instead, you
£ choke’ out a cheap knockoff of
what ou ‘want to feel. Tears

P T A R R TR -
okl - e -
e | i " i .-!_

_|: .!_ ey T

f"-gknow how much tlme has passed

HprLEY VELASCO

follow. It's okay. Allow your-
self to. Please do not blow out
the candle. Take a deep breath.
You're able to pick apart the
candles' scent more clear-

ly this time, The coconut is
far too strong, you think to
yourself. A second deep breath
reminds you why this candle is
your favorite,

What happens next is inevi-
table, Trying to ignore it will
only make it worse. The levee
of your mind is overflowing,
threatening to break. Thoug-
hts flood your mind. Do not let
yourself drown. Stay afloat.
Breathe in. Breathe out. The
flames dance becomes erratic
at your ragged breathing. Slow
down. Take care of the candle.
Take care of yourself. Close
your eyes. Breathe in. Breathe
‘out. You stay like this for
" as long as you need You don't




o v
hen ou O our e es a aln
?’,,,,_Emz Syes aga

You try to oPen your eyes

i1t is late now Do not WOLTY |

v about the t1me 'I‘ry again to
open your eyes You see that
the candlelight has become T

- how dark ‘the room is. You feel
a deep tw1nge in your chest at

this reallzatlon Don't try to

e ﬂﬂ!lgnore it. Dont try to fight it.

‘.-Feel it. It is okay. Your tears

* pool around the candle. You

_are okay.

The candle is almost out

It 1snt g01ng to be easy. The
candle is little more than a
hshallow pool of hot wax. The

: Ant1c1pate 1t

; You remember when the
Licandle was brand new, It was

I F T

green tissue paper I used to

ft basket You remember the
o of us watchlng a movie by
the candlellght You remember

t1f1c1al too much? Echos of my
laughter whlsper in your ear.
Let _yourself remember _these

24

but they feel impossibly heavy-

~ dim. Only 1 now do you | notice :-

i omlng You can brace yourself =

~a gift. You remember the lime

~ keep | the candle hidden in your i

my worry; is the smell too ar-i
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' '-:.The llttle flame is qulc
rshrlnklng You watch it in-Se.
: tensely. You have that look on
your face that says you're lost
‘in your thoughts. The flames
. once lively dance seems more |
llke a struggle as it shrinks,

RPer T

: I straln to see you in the |
dylng light. I watch the space
~where you sit as it becomes

~dark and blurred. The cand-
le won't last forever. Nothlng
does. The little flame gives [
its final burst of llght like a
picture flash preserving tl'_n.s

.. moment in my memory. The room !
is dark, but I can feel you :
there. I can hear your small, :
sharp breaths. I know that the .

~ tears creeping out of you are
of acceptance. '

I hear you pick up the lld
of the candle. |

A little smile flnds its way
onto my face,

1 don't have to see you to
-_=know your finger is running -
.._around the 1id once more,

Een

With this piece, I wanted to
ocus as much as I could on cap
uring the basics of the model
before structuring the body.
Allowing myself the time to
build a proper foundation not
T only allowed me to create a more
defined figure, it also made sure I reall

._;.

i that“lﬁiaught the angles accura- give myself 4 gogc?litant it ig to
tely 4 point before goln aunchlng off
a piece of work." g through wWith
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When the icy ash meets the dying grass for the first time in a
year,

I put on my shoes and travel to the place you will not depart,

Past the wilting brush and humble wood, the waning shadow of a
startled deer,

I find your creek, trickling weak in arctic earth, nature's waning
art,

The songs of unseen birds, their voice an undying souvenir,

I sink my feet into the blanket of sleet, and wait as nature's me-
lody meets my heart,

Wearing red from tail to head, a divine songbird perches near,

I see you on the tree, awaiting me, your peaceful presence soon
imparts.

You ask me if I remember what you look like,

I think real hard, try and swallow the sharp stone in my throat,
and let tears warm my face,

You ask me if I remember what you sound like,

I don't bother to think, the memories have gone with the leaves,
tears part from my chin,

You stay so still and silent on that tree, carefree from the
painful world you left me in,

I say that I am sorry, my memory foggy, gave way to a wilting heart
and trickling tears,

You tell me it's not my fault, “all things die, all minds wander, all
moments end."

But you are just a bird, and she is still gone. Nevertheless,

I live here a little longer,

Force my mind not to wander,

Cherish this little moment,

And leave when the world calls me home,

I pass the fallen oak and the rotted pine,

The wilting brush and the creatures lost to time,

The sounds of water and songs of birds remain with the forest,

I leave her cardinal and her creek, soon to return, never unwelco- ot P e
me, always undying,

Tue ARRANGEMENT

oil paint on canvas
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n a vast land, there
stood an equally vast
forest, a forest whose
thick canopy shaded

its wild brush full of creatu-

res forever untamed. Just befo-
re the vast forest, just outside
its shade and on the edge of
its wild brush, a sapling nes-
ted deep in the ground among
wildflowers and weeds late in
the changing season. And when
the canopy grew thin and the
creatures grew hungry, the
sapling did not grow at all.

For the poor sapling was still

surrounded by earth when

the first frost cursed the

vast land. The surface became

tough and the depths cold, the

PAVID BouLey

sky — whom the sapling had

yet to meet — shifted from its
graceful hue to one of ill-
ness; now shrouded, the vast

lands went dark, and the world
spoke only of death. The wood

had shown these same signs of
illness too; color had left its
cheeks and hope withered from

its eyes. Even the brittle roots

of weeds spelled out the name

of this apocalypse... "Winter."

The poor sapling had litt-

le chance of surviving this,
Winter. It did nothing to help
that the sapling did not want ——
to survive, The sapling did not
want to grow in a world with
Winter. It did not want to grow
in a world where icy ash laye-

red the soil. It did not want to
exist in a land so riddled with
decay and rife with death.

~The sapling, however, was
lucky to have nested by the
most resilient of wildf-
lowers, who told the sapling
in no uncertain terms, "Life
is for living young tree. Do
you think the mountains

care of Winter? Do you think
they crumble at the thought
of living in a world with so
much death? No, young tree, the
mountains simply are, and the
mountains have simply been
for more millennia than dried
leaves in the wild brush of
that vast forest. Winter is

but one season, young tree; do
not forget that. Because you
have so many more seasons yet
to see, and so many more suns
yet to grow under." And so, the
sapling heeded their words and
survived Winter; not simply,
not briefly, not without pain
and doubt, but with much stri-
fe and many, many cold days.
The sapling gave thanks to the
wildflowers, for the sapling

~would have surely not seen

Spring without their help. And
so, eventually Winter — like
all things — came to an end.

The ashen lands wept and
nourished the young sapling,
the frosted surface dissipa-
ted into the now soft earth,
and the sapling grew. It met
the graceful sky and the bec-
koning sun, the vast forest
recovering from an age of loss,
the colorful wildflowers fo-
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rever dancing in the songs of
the wind. And so, the sapling
grew into a small tree, a fra-
gile one, with but a few leaves
and a mild trunk of bark still
smooth. The sapling's growing
roots found quarter with the
thick roots of a great oak.

The Great Oak stood tall and
sturdy, and the sapling thoug-
ht what many winters it must
have survived. And as the days
grew long and the soil dry, the
sapling turned to the Great
Oak for advice. And the Great
Oak, without thought, lent

the sapling its shade from

the unblinking sun; and the
Great Oak — in the same mo-
ment — lent the morning dew
on its leaves to soak the dry
roots of the young tree. In

the many days that followed,
The Great Oak gave its wis-
dom to the sapling, teaching

it of the many wonders the
vast land held, inspiring it to
grow and blossom. And so, the
sapling did grow, it grew into
a balanced tree, with the beau-
tiful crown of a content cloud,
with branches thin — from
taking many paths to touch
the sky — and blissful flowers
so delicate and young. The
tree, now finding its new name,
Dogwood, lived in harmony
with the land and the forest
and the Great Oak and the
wildflowers for some time;
but this age — like all
things — came to an end.

The Dogwood
saw
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the canopy of the forest grow
ill and drop to the wild brush,
which once again held creatu-
res now few, The Dogwood saw
grand pines rot and plummet,
the vast forest grew thin of

tree, of life. The Dogwood felt

it too, its delicate flowers
decayed and its crown fell, and
the wind — sharp and howling
— gave warning to another age
of death. The Dogwood felt fear
strike it at that moment and
asked, to a vast, dying land,
“How could life continue? How
can anything survive this?"
And the land answered with
silence, but not all were si-
lent like the vast land; the
Great Oak echoed a single word
through the land and the fo-
rest and the wildflowers and
the Dogwood, "Together." Yes,
together, as always, The Do-
gwood turned to the Great Oak
and gave the wise tree thanks,
Gave thanks for the wisdom its
bark is inscribed with, for the
shade its canopy had brought,
for the stability its roots gave
the Dogwood, for the passion
its fruit lent to the brush.
The Dogwood spoke lightly, now
calmed, it gave thanks for the
moments of silence it had in
the Great Oaks company; becau-
se, in that silence, the Dogwood
could hear the world sing, in
that silence, it is then when
the morning dew coated its
cheeks with a great emotion.
One not of Happiness, nor sad-
ness, nor any single feeling,
but rather a cacophony of

life itself whistled through
the Dogwood, a whistle which
shattered fear with ease. The
Dogwood felt naive to put such
a magnificent feeling into

words, for how could it thank

what gave it 1life? But the ——
Dogwood had to try, for that

—————

~was all it could do. And in the

exact words of the Dogwood to

the Great Oak, “You, you which

stand with such greatness ——— e
may not know what gifts you

bring, because it is your life

and duty to be so powerful and =
wise; and yet so many other

trees fail in your place, they
bend or split or rot, but you,

Great Oak, stand tall for all

the forest, as it is your natu-

re, and how grateful I am for
nature to be such a beautiful
thing." So, when the first frost
befell the land, the Dogwood
looked at the iced-over earth ——
and smiled.

| N
_With all the love and
gratitude of a young tree,
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colored pencil
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"My work focusesonthe B g
smftll, often unnoticed de-
tails, bringing them forward

to create Somethi.
: ng full CHig
life and energy" 5 of
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One man worked his way through the world,
And stressed about every moment's hidden gold,
In fright he wagered how to act

— Thus fear took his satisfaction out back

The wind was cold and hollow,

The air was mellow and sorrow,

And thus the fear shot the happiness inside,
Now the man has only worry in mind,

He learned this tactic over life,

an

Otography serieg

But little did he recognize how much it caused him strife. e i
digital ph

SANTANA RUSSELL

“Just a photographer that
takes pics."

To be on time, to never fail, to worry about the end of his
trail. '

“One more mistake and I'm pooed! Boo-Hoo!"

So every time he slipped and fell,

It was like the greatest tragedy had struck his emotion,
And even when his mind tried to cool him down,

The constant responsibility would feed his commotion,

Until one day the man recognized how much he had,
How he is not very glad — despite all of his great fortunes,

That even the richest man can be miserable with a state of
mind like his,

— A hidden plague disguised as pressuring you to do things 7
right; that it affects many within the ranks of life,
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accepts student submissions of all kind year- &8
round via email, Send inquiries and submissions
to red.jacket@montgomerycollege.edu

Submission ®uidelines

Submissions must include:
- The title of your work, or mention if it is
' ~urttitedr
- The full name under which youd like to be
credited, or specify an alias, or if you want
your work to be listed anonymously
- Your preferred contact email
For artwork:
- The medium / material used -
- Photography and photographs of any artwork
should be .jpeg or .raw files of the highest
possible quality, with resolution greater than
300 dpi

For written work:
- Essays, short stories, poetry and other written
works should be no longer than a few pages.
- Written work should be in .doc or .docx form
The specific issue deadline varies year to year,
and guidelines are subject to change.
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