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The Somerville High School Writing Club was founded in 2015 by a core of students dedicated to offer-
ing a safe space at our school for writers, poets, and anyone else who likes to play with words. In addi-
tion to bi-monthly meetings where we read all about the ups and downs of being a writer and share our 
own work, we have also been working for the past year to revive Somerville High’s creative writing 
magazine. We hope you enjoy the results, and if you are interested, please stop by a meeting or submit a 
piece for next year’s magazine!    
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This literary magazine brought to you by... 

...and our advisor Ms. DeLury 

Xiomara Perlera 

Celeste Torra 
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One whole week preparing for this game. The Highlanders against the Everett Crimson Tide. The players 

warm up, the crowds of people flood in showing their school spirit -- Red and Blue. The thud of the band’s 

drums echoes throughout the stadium. The loudest thud of all is the ball being kicked. The game is on.  

The fans cheer. 

The Highlander defense is up and they attack as if they were a swat team breaking down a door and the 

painful hits throw the Crimson Tide around the field.  

With every “hut” the defense gets more hyped while the ball is thrown so high in the air as if it was a rock-

et launched to the highest part of the sky. The ball comes down, the fans stand up. The ball falls into High-

lander hands for a touchdown win.  

The players taste their own blood and sweat. They needed to take that win.  

The Game Winner 
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“The Touchdown” by Nick Protopapas 

“Never Give Up” by Christopher Martins  
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A few miles off of the main road lay an old, crooked house. No one came anywhere near the area, 

mainly because it was out of the way from any major roads, and hidden out of sight. It sat alone, the 

only visible form of life was the trees and weeds grown around it, along with the overgrown yellow 

grass. The house was three stories high, with a brick chimney protruding out of the roof. The grey 

paint was peeled off at some points, and ivy grew up the left of the house. The porch steps were un-

even, the middle slanted downwards and creaked whenever someone dared to step on it. A spider 

would scatter under the stairs when someone would get too close for its liking, and a clutter of 

moths hung around the dead porch light, as if they were waiting for it to turn on. The sinister house 

was quiet, and clouds seemed to deliberately hover overhead, threatening to rain. There was an oc-

casional sound of a scattering animal in the distance, however no other sounds were heard. Whoev-

er dared to step inside was hit with an odor that resembled a dirty clothes hamper, and the unlucky 

individual would yearn to be back outside in the cool, crisp air. You could almost taste the thickness 

of the air inside, which was clouded with dust and dirt form the years of being vacant.  

Uncanny Homes 
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“Untitled” by Nina Zou  
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“Recollection” by Paul Hart  
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I am a distressed student with writer’s block. 

I wonder why the words won’t come to me. 

I hear them fighting around in my brain, trying to escape through my pen. 

Yet I see the awkward and uninspired phrases filling up line after line. 

I want the words to gracefully cover the page, but they refuse. 

I am a distressed student with writer’s block. 

 

I pretend that I know what I want to say. 

I feel a deadline weighing down on my shoulders.  

I touch the ideas that I strive for, but am unable to grab hold.  

I worry that I’ll never get this right.  

I cry when the fountain of ideas runs dry, stranding me with a parched mind.  

I am a distressed student with writer’s block.  

 

I can understand that anyone can write poetry.  

I say that maybe I can too.  

I dream of a deeper meaning, of metaphors and symbols.  

I try to edit my words into something readable.  

I hope to someday get over this fear and awkwardness.  

I am a distressed student with writer’s block.  

A Poem about Writing Poetry 
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“Japanese Sunrise Over Moscow” by Anthony Arujo Amaral 
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Prèlude and Orientation: 
For Lisa: 

 
 My name is Oswald Mandus.  It has been recorded that I am 6 feet tall, 180 pounds, have hazel 

eyes, and brown hair. The year is 1899.  The twentieth century is about to be born, but there are some 

things that must be taken care of beforehand.  If not, well, we’ll get to that later.  It is my duty to inform 

you that the story you are about to read is not one filled with too many happy emotions-giddiness, 

cheerfulness, or any amount of comedic value-rather a darker tale filled with things like depression, 

love in vain, and anxiety.   

 If you do not wish to read such a dark and confusing tale, then I suggest you stop reading this 

story immediately, put down this paper, and find a more suiting book for your taste, such as the Pan-

cake Flipping Princess, by an author whose name eludes me-the first sentence reads something like 

“Isabella ran downstairs on her 11th birthday to make as many pancakes as she could for her party 

there.”  Still reading this!-Not hooking you on?  Pancakes are quite extraordinary if cooked right, and I 

dare say Isabella had the makings of a great chef.  Well how about the Happy Little Cat by the same au-

thor-the opening is?  Ah, yes!  “The Happy Little Cat stepped outside his Cat House into the Cat Forest as 

he was greeted by Beatrice, a lovely singing bird.”  Argh!  You’re still reading this, you don’t care what 

Beatrice the bird has to say then, alright then-I have tried-this book may be what you are looking for 

after all, or you happen to be a teacher reading this and you have no other better stories to read, but you 

have been warned.   

 If you find yourself depressed after reading this book, then do not hold me, Oswald Mandus, re-

sponsible for your depression, rather the cruel world in its ways.  Love is the greatest defense against 

depression.  Find true love and courage, and use it!  This tale that I have lived begins on the very next 

page-this is your last chance to stop reading and choose a happier book.  Well, if you insist—  

 

Chapter 1:  The Transitive Stone 

 I was cleaning the dishes on Thanksgiving Day dinner-November 24th, 1899-it was around 8 

o’clock at night-while the rest of our dinner mates were in the living room conversing and having some 

story telling.  ‘There, I just finished!’ I thought after I had washed, dried, and inserted the last salad plate 

into the cabinet.  I overheard them say how Mr. Mandus always made a great Thanksgiving dinner, no 

matter what year it was, and how he always had boundless lively energy, so I thought I’d join them.  I 

went into the living room, and saw my cello pendant lying on a table that was being shared with a lamp, 

so I put it on.  I was a damned good cellist by the way.  I work hard at it, and it is one of the only things 

that release the valve of stresses of daily life-that coupled with talking with my parents-so I can keep my 

sanity.  I used to go to prep programs for school on Saturdays, I went to college for cello, and now I do it 

professionally.  Music is food for my soul.  I must’ve gotten immediately 3 compliments on the dessert I 

had made.  Determination. I always had it.  I was determined to cook the best Thanksgiving dinner eve-

The New Century 
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ry year.   

 My mother, Grace Mandus, who was quite old now, was telling the story how I “always wanted 

to get the biggest turkey whenever we went shopping for the big ‘din-din’ on Thanksgiving night” — 

heck I still do — and how on my first time, when I was in the baby carriage, and when I saw a huge tur-

key in eye sight, I would immediately point, and scream “Gaaaaah!”, meaning to signal ‘over there!’  My 

parents were the best.  No matter how many times I would suggest a bigger turkey via the phrase 

‘Gaaaaah!’, they would never make fun of me or get annoyed.  They would switch the turkey to the big-

ger one, so that way we had the biggest of the big. Then we would unload into the surrey, and-with eve-

ryone happy-drive home from a long day of shopping.   

 My father, Lester Mandus, could practically melt you with his humble actions, and fiercely kind 

words.  He then told, after my mother, how I “always somehow managed to spot the best turkey.”  I did-

n’t know how, but I did.  I could tell, not just by size, but by another 6th sense, that if you bit into it, 

when fully cooked, you would know that there wasn’t a better turkey in that shop.  I didn’t know how 

to describe the sensation of biting into an exquisite piece of meat — I still don’t know — but good can-

not begin to describe it.  I always could tell which one was the best, just by looking at it-even as a kid.   

 My two kids, Edwin (plays violin) and Enoch (plays piano) told me that I should “open up a res-

taurant with all my good cooking skills, and we can provide cafe  music.”  I wish I could’ve if time per-

mitted.  I always coached my two kids on their instruments, so we could perform trios together.  I told 

them that if they practiced, then they could achieve great things in their musical life-whatever they 

wanted-to an extent.  Then everyone continued conversing with each other-mingling, and wanting to 

talk to the chef.  I had a great time.  It was a normal Thanksgiving evening with everything giving every-

one that warm feeling in a light-yellow walled living room with red sofas late at night, the comfort of 

hearing a variety of human voices talking and providing background atmosphere, and being able to see 

the street lights glow their yellow glow.  It was all predictable and comforting, it was all relaxed and 

fun, it was all easy and lovely — until I found it.   

 My cat, Calliope, was whining at the back door.  I thought that she wanted to go out late at night.  

I said out loud to her “Forget it, go use the litter box.”  I went into the kitchen to lie on the floor and 

stretch, as I sometimes do, and then she whined again.  So I got up, and said “Calliope!  No!”  While I 

was saying that, she interrupted me with another longer whine.  So, I got a red dish-cloth, and snapped 

it in the air towards her, making a big sound.  She ran away, and stayed away-for ten seconds, then was 

back again with the cheesing and crackering and whining.  I thought ‘Good God I give up!’  and I opened 

the door for her.  Then, I can’t remember the details clearly, but the unthinkable happened.   

 She stayed put, and whined even louder with the door open.  I closed it, and the whining less-

ened, opened it, the whining got louder.  I was at a loss.  I decided that I needed some fresh air, so I 

went outside onto my back porch and closed the door.  That kooky and spooky cat was still whining 

away.  I locked the door from the outside, and the whining gradually lessened, then stopped, and she 

walked away.  I know what caused the whining, but read on, please.  I decided to take a walk down the 

porch stairs and onto the grass.  I thought I would digest my food peacefully, and take a look at the 

things in our yard.   

 I checked on the pot in our yard, the blue soothing shade of it filled me with tranquility and de-

termination.  The plum tree’s healthy condition filled me with tranquility and determination.  Then I 
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came up to this stone we had dug up from our back yard.  It was as big as a concrete block-maybe even bigger.  

It was uneven at the edges, but was smooth to the touch.  There were minor color differences and augmenta-

tions, probably because it was so old.  We had it studied, and an archaeologist told us that it was perhaps 100 

centuries old.  The cold stone filled me with tranquility and determination.  I have come to accept the fact that 

there is a peculiarly simple and ancient stone in my back yard.   

 It could’ve been just in my imagination, but I swear I could have heard a constant high-frequency pitch 

coming from the stone.  I put my head nearer to it and sure enough, there was a high frequency sound that was 

clearly coming from the stone.  I didn’t know why it was coming through.  I had so many questions and no an-

swers.  I was a bit confused and befuddled.  Then I suddenly realized ‘So this is the sound that is driving my cat 

bonkers!  No wonder!’  That sound must give a cat’s ears hell.  Stopping that sound was my first priority.  I was 

at a loss-until I saw a hole in the stone, where the sound was coming out strongest.  I remember having a stone 

on my night stand that looked like it would fit that shape of the hole in the rock near where I was standing.  I 

got it from near the same place we found the bigger stone.  It looked cool, so I took it.  I thought it would some-

what block out the sound-from where, I was at a complete loss.  For my dear cat’s sake, I had to stop that 

sound.   

 I ran back up the porch stairs and ran to the door, opened it to see my whining cat Calliope; I walked 

nonchalantly past the living room and up the stairs; I ran into my room, snatched the cylindrical rock off my 

night stand; I ran back to the stairs, walked coolly down the stairs and past the living room; I went out the 

door, closed it behind me; I ran to the porch stairs, jumped down them, and sprinted to the stone.  I was going 

to slide it in fully, if the stone did not pull in the cylindrical part when it was halfway in, and lock itself into 

place, as if the hole was a strong air vacuum with a high-frequency whirring.   

 The sound did indeed stop, and I couldn’t hear my cat whining any more — phew! — and I lost my pan-

icky state of mind.  Now I just was curious about the stone.  Was that its attempt to get my attention through 

my cat?  Where did this stone come from?  What was its purpose?  My head started to hurt from thinking.  Any-

way, gradually, some parts of the stone darkened, and as if drawn by a crayon, there were intricate designs 

along the edges, and a spinner like rock with an arrow connected to the stone, spun into five places where it 

locked into when switched.  There was a big and central phrase in Latin at the top of the stone. 

 The first slot had the arrow point to a white figure with a shroud, with a shade of black for eyes.  The 

figure depicted had no nose or mouth.  It looked supreme, like a god.  Above it was a phrase in Latin.  The next 

slot had the arrow point to a carrot-it looked like-and a beetle, with another Latin phrase above it.  The slot to 

the right of that had the arrow point to what looked like our solar system, and had another Latin phrase above 

it and was underlined.  The slot to the right of that had the arrow point to a black shrouded figure with white 

eyes, like the opposite of the first figure depicted on the stone.  That also had a Latin phrase above it.  The slot 

farthest to the right had the arrow point to a man with the head of a pig, with red eyes, and as usual a Latin 

phrase above him.  He looked most sinister, but I did not know what to think of this stone.   

 Could it be possible that I have inserted a key into something magical from a forgotten and ancient era?  

The arrow rock protruding from the bigger stone was attached in a way that looked like a button that could be 

depressed, such as those found on washing machines.  I did not want to depress it until I knew more about the 

stone.  I could tell the text was Latin because I saw what Latin looked like when I was a kid.  The day had been 

long, I had exercised both my body and my mind, and so I decided that I would take a shower and go to bed 

and investigate the stone further tomorrow.   

 The day is November 25th, 1899, the day after Thanksgiving.  I was lucky enough to have a book in my 
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library that had English to Latin and vice versa character per character translations.  Early that morning, I took 

my book with me to the stone and translated the text.  The big text on the top of the stone read “The Five Reali-

ties”, while the smaller text, from left to right, read “Primeve, Ithersta, Pandora, Senersedee, and Mabuka”  

‘Pandora’ was underlined, and depicted Earth as a planet in that reality.  According to the stone, Pandora was the 

reality that I was currently in.  The spinner-like rock was preset pointing to Ithersta.   

 I did not want to touch it, so I turned around to go back inside, but right when I looked down to my feet, I 

saw a very scary looking brown spider crawling on my right shoe, so I lifted my leg up and kicked it in the air.  I 

sent the spider flying, but I was also so startled that I was falling backward onto the stone, and when I fell, I de-

pressed the switch.  The stone created a blur in the air after I fell on the switch and depressed it-like a stove was 

lit right below it.  I wanted to see if the air was hot, so I stuck my hand in the blur above the stone.  Then I got 

sucked into the blur of air.  I did not know at that time, but I had left the third reality of Pandora through a por-

tal, and I was on my way to the second reality of Ithersta.  The stone was used for transit between realities.  It 

was a transitive stone.  After I was in the portal, I was unconscious for what seemed like lifetimes.  

 
Chapter 2:  The Five Realities 
  
 I came to consciousness again in a room that seemed like a palace throne room.  My eyesight was still 

blurry, but I could see a big similar stone to my left with the second lock-in place text underlined; Ithersta.  I 

don’t remember my exact reaction, but I saw, that a beige root vegetable with arms, legs, eyes, a nose, a mouth, 

and armor was staring at me curiously.  I would later learn that he was King Ziar of the second reality-Ithersta.  I 

did not know where I was and I had many questions.  Slowly, my vision came back to me.  When it was quite 

clear, I decided I had to know more about my surroundings.  There were immense geometric patterns in the 

floor, and on the walls, patterns of those white and shrouded beings as if they were gods.  The palace I was in 

seemed to be infested with roots and dirt, as if it were a society of roots.  Roots were throughout the building, 

being use to maintain structure, I assumed. 

 “Who are you?” I asked the root vegetable.   

 “I am King Ziar, King of the Second Reality of Ithersta.  My, my, you really look like Alice, with so many 

questions to ask.”  

 “What do you mean?”  

 “Tumbling down the rabbit hole…  Oh goodness, so you are a human from the third reality.  This is not 

good considering that we are at war-“  

 “War?!”  

 “Never you mind of that.  You’re safe here, and that’s what matters.  We will try as quickly as possible to 

get you home.”   

 The being seemed to be peaceful and kind.  I told it “I forgot to tell you, my name is Oswald Mandus.  But 

I must ask:  What do you mean by realities?  Are there more than one?”   

 “Yes, the realities are planes of consciousness and existence that are supposed to be separated.  There is 

Primeve, the first Reality of the Valokas, and then they created Ithersta, our second reality.  After that, Pandora 

was created, which is where you came from.  The fourth reality is known as Senersedee-home to the Kamalas; 

the enemies of the Valokas-their opposites.  The fifth reality-Mabuka-is the end of light, whose creatures we are 

at war with-the manpigs. No person from the third reality should ever go to the fifth reality.  What’s reasonable 

there may be the worst you ever experience.  It was an accident that you stumbled upon us and were made 
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aware of our existence.”  

 “The stone I used was in the backyard of my house.”   

 “So it was not an accident then?  Interesting.  What time did you leave your reality again?”  

 “It was Thanksgiving day-a holiday.”  

 “Oh I see.  But what led you to explore something you were so unfamiliar with.”  

 “It was a holiday-Thanksgiving-and the stone made a high frequency noise from the ‘keyhole’, so I 

stopped it with the key, but then the knob was preset on Ithersta, and a spider spooked me so I fell on top of 

the button, and didn’t know what the air blur was, and then I found out that it was a portal.”  

 King Ziar said, “I am sorry for the inconvenience of leaving your reality.”   

 I asked, “What are those beings on the wall?”  

 “They are the Valokas.  Supreme light.  They stand for all good and moral values.  They are compas-

sion.  They are sympathy.  They are kindness.  They are caring.  They are happiness. They created the reali-

ties and we worship them because of their guidance.  Are things beginning to seem a little clearer now?  I 

know the concept of realities is a little hard to grasp.”   

 I said, “No, I understand, I think.  But why is it so bad that I am a human here at the time you are at 

war with the manpigs?”  

 “Humans too balanced.  Too much good mixed with bad.  The manpigs are bent on destroying every-

thing that is good, everything that is against them and their evil.  Pandorans-you, and Itherstanites-us, are 

more or less kind and good.  The manpigs plot the destroying of us every chance they get.  It is just hard for 

them to open a portal to our worlds because they need a human’s blood to do so.  It is the only thing that 

locks their portals and the one thing that they will never get-a human.  The manpigs of Mabuka use the Ka-

malas of Senersedee as mercenaries and spies.  They live in the shadows.  They are the only evil we have 

here, and are working on opening a portal from Mabuka to Ithersta so the Manpigs can destroy us easily.  

We have been at war with the bad and evil since the beginning, and if they get a human to open a portal, 

then we will not stand a chance against them.”   

 I confirmed, “So you are at war with both the manpigs and the Kamalas?”  

 “Yes we are.”  I kind of understood it all, but right then, a smaller root vegetable-smaller than me, 

rushed into the room I was in, and notified the King that “The Kamalas have surrounded the palace, sir Ziar.  

What are we to do?”   

 Ziar responded, “We must use every soldier we have against the Kamalas.” I was hoping I could re-

frain from fighting, but apparently I must fight.  “Human, for the sake of your own reality, you must come to 

fight as well.  We can send you home after both our realities are safe.  Right now, were are in a state of war, 

and you need to fight!  Are you prepared?”  

 “Yes!” I said.  I had no choice.  If King Ziar was right, then the war would affect my home too, so I was 

obliged to fight.  I asked him, “But Ziar sir—” he turned around, “How will I have time for all this?  I mean 

time passing here is the same as time passing in my home world.  If I don’t get back soon, my family will be 

worried about me, and my life might be ruined.”   

 King Ziar responded, “Mandus, what else is time but an infinitely layered reality?  Right now, on this 

plot of space and time, we are talking to each other, but in a different space or not, at the same time or not, 
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in the same reality or not, there could be anything happening.  Either it is slower, faster, or not able to be seen by 

the eye.  Because time is part of the magic of everything, there is an infinite array of things that can be done with 

time.  I will send you to the first reality-to the Valokas.  They will know why you are there because they know 

everything-they are the police of time, and with their supreme stone, not only will they send you back to your 

home of Pandora, but they can send you to the same time you left.  According to the others in your home, it 

should appear as if you never went through any kind of portal.  But that is later.  Now we must fight!”  The king 

told me much.  I had a lot to take in.  

“But how can I know that these worlds, and everything I have been through is real?  How do I know it is 

not just in my imagination?”  

“What do you mean by real, Mandus?  If by real, you mean what you can see, what you can feel, smell, 

taste, and hear, then real is simply electrical signals being interpreted by your brain.”  He led me outside into the 

amazing terrain of Ithersta, but with a terrible war going on.   

 

Chapter 3:  The War 

 

 What I saw when I was outside was incredible.  I could see clouds in many outstanding shapes in the sky-

some were even words-in Latin.  There were no trees that were standing still-all were fighting. The soldiers 

were all live root vegetables with full body parts, and they were fighting for their homeland.  I got quite many 

stares from them, seeing that I was the only human they saw in their lives.  Some stares were that of confusion; 

that they knew not why I was there.  Others were grateful and smiled knowing that I was fighting to help them.  

Regardless of all the variety of stares I got, I marched on.  The soldiers consisted of nearly all the kinds of root 

vegetables and nearly all insects without wings, stingers, or eight eyes.  Thank god the grass wasn’t alive.  The 

ground seemed more or less normal.  The Kamalas — the black shrouded figures — formed a circle around the 

castle, holding weapons that looked like they were made out of the same material the Kamalas were made out 

of: spears.  There was a lot to take in.  Their weapons were made of all steel-no wood to offend the trees.  So I 

took a sword and a shield-even a gun.  The weapons were heavy for some reason.  It was time for me to do what 

I must do if I wanted to get back to Pandora.   

 Out into the battlefield I went.  The mountain ranges were barren for 360 degrees, and the sky radiated 

with a beautiful magenta glow.  It seemed peaceful. But the fighting was far from it.  I asked Ziar if he had any 

tips to survive in this battle. He said “This is the most dangerous war that we have had ever.  I have the same risk 

of death as you.”  So I was on my own.  I ran to the edge of the circle of Kamalas where all the soldiers were 

fighting, I ran up to a Kamala, and struck my sword through his dark body.  I do not know what they were made 

out of, but giving it my all was enough to pierce his shadowy skin.  It took a lot of force to do.  Right then, as if my 

weapon was magical, like all the others, from the Kamala’s stab wound of my doing, bright light started to 

emerge from the wound, growing bigger, and bigger, until it encompassed the whole being in bright white light, 

then the light suddenly vanished, and so did the Kamala.  I could have sworn that I heard a voice inside my head, 

saying ‘Thank you for freeing me from my dark container!’  I was confused, as much as I had been since I found 

the stone outside my house on Thanksgiving night.   

 Just because I was confused, there was no reason not to maintain focus on my surrounding situation.  

The fellow soldier that came into the room where the king and I first acquainted-I spotted him fighting.   
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However, the Kamala he was fighting was much stronger than him, and eventually overtook him.  With its weap-

on of darkness-in the form of a spear-the Kamala stabbed through my little mate who I so desperately wanted to 

know better.  And like the death I witnessed of the Kamala I killed, his death was similar, but the spot started out 

in shadow, and it enveloped him in shadow.  Then after the darkness vanished, he lay on the ground.  No voice.  

Plain and simply dead.  Rest of his life cut short. No blood because he was a huge vegetable.  He just had a small 

hole pierced through him with some pulp on the ground. I was near paralyzed at the madness I then knew went 

on.  After a few Kamalas I fought with similar process, and the tiring fatigue from swinging the weapon forward 

then back, forward then back, I felt the weight of my cello pendant. I remembered the lovely Thanksgiving Day 

and the reality I yearned to return to.  I asked myself ‘Am I a soldier?  Is this really worth it?  Is this how I want to 

risk my life to get home?  This is crazy.  I need to get out of here.’  Right then, as I was thinking that thought, a 

carrot, running for its life, and with no harmful intentions for me, ran past me, tripped me, and I was on the 

ground.  Then another one came, and smacked its foot into my head on the way past.  I was knocked out cold. 
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“Untitled” by Shivanshu Sharma  
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When I was five I went into a classroom where I was the only one with tanned skin, 

So I asked my mom why is that. 

She said we lived in a country where everyone is different from home and I will soon know  

This country could provide me more than home could ever. 

I spent year after year in the corner of a classroom isolated, 

Not knowing what the other kids were saying as they played. 

I felt like an unwanted present on Christmas Day. 

When I was seven I was sent to ESL and still the teacher could not translate what my paper said, 

By then I knew bits and pieces of English with no one to help me. 

I felt lost in a new cold world missing my home each and every day.  

And once I realized I knew what the kids were saying I wasn’t happy. 

I felt like my hopes and dreams of this new country would be different, but they had been burned. 

They called me weird for the way my hair was braided down my back  

And how my skin was different from theirs, and how I was the only kid who hadn’t been student of 
the month that year. 

It took me four damn years to learn English due to the fact that the school’s policy was that  

I had to learn on my own and still perform at an academic grade level, even if I didn’t know a single 
word of English. 

I was still a part of this cheated game where I had no advantage to succeed and the rest of the kids on 
the playground were born with the gift of comprehension and advantages because of the color of 
their skin. 

I spent year after year trying to get it through my mind at how this country could give me more than 
discrimination and anxiety and hatred for myself because I am different. 

When my aunts were lawyers and doctors back home,  

I could have been a princess showered in gold attending the best private schools and worn the best 
clothing. 

Here I am a peasant. Back home I am a queen. 

Tell me what this country can give me while my home gives me my family and acceptance.  

Here, I feel like a visitor in a place I should be calling home. 
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“Panel 3” by Fabriny Souza 
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Many weeks later, when Martí n Vela squez faced the panel of high court judges, he would think 

of an inconsequential conversation he had gotten into with one of his formerly good friends, Emilia Vil-

laseca. At that time, the summer heat lay hot over the valley, and that very afternoon a large bank of 

clouds had collected towards the southwest end of the city, looming intensely over the Zo calo and threat-

ening to break forth into torrents of rain at any moment. Walking down the Macedonio Alcala , Martí n felt 

as though the moisture in the air was forming a protective layer over his skin, a shield against the rain. It 

stuck heavy on his eyelids, leaving an uncomfortable residue in the folds of his shirt.  

In his mind, he was envisioning the poem for which one day he would be remembered well. It 

would be about a person...a girl, maybe… 

“As I’ve explained to you before, the names can be very important,” he explained to Emilia. “A 

name can define a person or take away their identity. Names are how we see the world—of course you 

remember the time when the village of Macondo could no longer remember the names of all the objects 

in the village.” 

Emilia was not paying attention. “I have to go now, Martí n. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

Martí n nodded. He wasn’t really sure what to say. Instead, he went back to thinking about the 

poem, turning off the street and into the house with the thick bougainvillea vine growing up over the 

doorway and around the second story windows. It was an old house, sitting just around the corner from 

the Parque Llano and was made of the same smooth, faintly greenish stone as the ones that paved the Al-

cala . The bougainvillea was in full bloom, a vivid magenta. Martí n climbed up the narrow staircase to his 

room and threw open the windows, picking a single blossom and admiring it. He had decided that the girl 

would find perfection in a bougainvillea flower, which she would wear in her hair to remind her of the 

enlightenment she was trying to reach. The sultry air stirred faintly and the clouds moved further down 

the Alcala  and tinted the sky behind the tangle of vines a faint grey. Martí n did not feel any particular in-

clination to write, and so he sat and admired the grey sky and wondered about his poem and the bougain-

villea and the rain that loomed behind it. 

The project arrived during this long meditation, and Martí n was so caught up in the poetry of a 

storm cloud that he failed to notice it. Even when he came out of his trance, he chose to ignore it, thinking 

it was one of the assignments that IntCon sent him every week and expected him to send back seven days 

later, complete. Much later, of course, he realized its importance, but at that moment in time, he would 

never have been able to guess that he was one of the six smartest students in the world, especially at the 

ripe age of 17. 

The Bougainvillea Castle 
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Hours later, when Francesc called him for the first time, he had already decided on the meter and 

form of the poem. He would write it in hexameter, and it would be an epic poem. He had not yet decided on a 

name for it. Something about bougainvillea, he thought. 

But Francesc called, and Martí n could no longer sit and think about his poem because in that moment 

the project came into his life, and he would be forced to open the letter from IntCon and discover the life-

changing events that would occur over the course of the next weeks. 

Francesc was self-assured and had a predilection for talking. In fact, it went beyond talking; his predi-

lection was for lecturing, for acting as though he were the only human left on the planet who could remember 

the ancient knowledge, long-forgotten, and he had been chosen by some god to spread it once again. 

“You’ve all read the letters, I assume,” he said in that pretentious manner he had, “so let’s begin talk-

ing about the speeches we want to make.” 

“Just something to appease IntCon, get them to like us and go away. Best strategy possible.” 

Azar Esfahani was Francesc’s perfect opposite. His eyes were a dark, watery brown; hers were a fiery 

mahogany, standing out from her narrow face. Even in the first few minutes of their meeting, the beginnings of 

the banter that would later define their relationship were emerging. Azar looked eternally bored, unless, of 

course, she was fighting with Francesc, but she might well have been the best member of the team. 

“We have been given an opportunity,” Francesc said, heavily emphasizing each word. “This is our one 

chance to tell the world our thoughts, the one time that everyone will be watching us. Appeasement is out of the 

question.” 

“Appeasement will get you the highest job in IntCon from which you can espouse all of your wisdom 

without anyone to tell you no,” Azar snapped back. 

“That job is not guaranteed. This speech is. And anyways, no one listens to what goes on in govern-

ment. At this event we’ll be the center of attention, and the whole world will be tuning in. Carpe diem, Azar.” 

“Whatever. That’s a stupid saying. I’m not planning on dying anytime soon, and I’d prefer not to live 

with anything I’ll come to regret.” 

“I second that.”  

Wenli didn’t talk very much, and she very rarely brought anything deep to the conversation, unless, 

of course, it was that fateful moment in which she casually mentioned a discovery she had made, in typical 

Wenli fashion. But this was long before that happened, and she was content to be her normal, unextraordinary 

self. 

“Exactly,” Azar said, pouncing on this sudden outflowing of support. “This is a group of smart, logical 

people with a future, and there’s no way possible that we’re going to succumb to one of your ridiculous proposi-

tions.” 

Francesc looked visibly hurt. “It’s not ridiculous. If you were as logical as you profess to be, you would 

have jumped at this chance the minute you saw it.” 
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“Logical dictates that you do what will end up being most beneficial for yourself. What you’re proposing 

is suicide.” 

Francesc snorted in disdain, but no words would come out of his mouth. 

“I think you’ve rendered him speechless,” Khwezi said. 

Khwezi was not particularly tall, but he was so skinny that he seemed longer than he really was. He al-

ways had a sort of grin on his face, which gave him an air of good-naturedness, and while he was always friendly, 

he rarely talked. 

Azar merely raised an eyebrow to his comment. She was too sharp a debater to let up that she was win-

ning. There would be no sense of euphoria until she had completed the task. 

“If we’re not attacking IntCon, what are we writing about?” Francesc asked. 

“If we are attacking IntCon, what are we writing about?” Azar countered. 

Francesc paused. 

“What are we writing about, period?” Khwezi said into the silence. 

“That’s a good question,” Wenli replied, nodding. 

A long moment passed before anyone dared to talk. 

“Let’s just write about the founding of IntCon and how all their great ideas have continued on until to-

day,” Azar said. “It’s easy and it’ll get a good response. Sound good?” 

Wenli nodded, then Khwezi, then Martí n, and finally everyone had accepted the decision except Fran-

cesc. 

“Okay, fine, whatever,” Francesc said defensively, and they had arrived at a topic. 

Martí n opened the project much later, and only then did he discover what had happened in the conver-

sation. The International Confederation, in a fit of arrogant self-glorification, had decided to celebrate its fortieth 

year with a massive, global ceremony of epic proportions. In doing this, they had chosen the top six students in 

their rankings to present a speech that would be visible around the world. He now saw with newfound clarity the 

logic of both Francesc and Azar’s arguments. 

In the face of this new assignment, he felt an immense desire to return to his writing. Bringing out a 

keyboard with the swipe of a hand, he began to set down the first lines of the epic poem about the girl and the 

bougainvillea that would one day be regarded as that work of literature which comes about once in a generation. 

Of course he knew nothing of this yet, and as the storm clouds let free their burden and the drops of water fell 

thickly and clumsily on the bougainvillea leaves and the dusty street and the tents of the food vendors in the 

Parque Llano, he mused on the big ideas of life. Soon there arose a fragrant smell of earth, of life, of rain, and Mar-

tí n let it fill his soul until he was brimming with inspiration and word after word after word poured out of him 

like the rain from the clouds. When the storm abated and the sun emerged, sinking slowly into the mountains and 

painting the sky a vivid tangerine, he had already written the entire first part of the poem, in which the girl saw 

the bougainvillea flowers through a rainstorm and knew that there was a place where she could be happy and 



22 

 

safe and live her life in peace. Her journey to reach that place would become a timeless epic, a story that would 

never be erased from the mind of man. 

He wrote the beginnings of his speech in the evening, interspersed with poetic musings on the moth 

that had gotten stuck in the light on his ceilings. The speech was nothing special; he had written many essays 

and articles in his life, and although he had never given a speech, it had the same faintly didactic, impersonal 

tone. By two in the morning he had written down the majority of the speech. Weeks later he would read it and 

wonder what had been going through his mind, but at that point in time it seemed perfectly logical. It was a long, 

descriptive passage about the illustrious founders of IntCon, who had brought order out of chaos and burned 

away the last vestiges of hatred with the beacon of justice. Martí n wasn’t sure where it had come from, and nor 

did he particularly care—his sole aim was to finish it as quickly as possible and return to his poem.  

The sun came up over the mountains and he fell asleep as the birds chattered in the vine outside his 

window.  
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“Battle with Rowan” by Alexi Delcid 
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“Hot Chocolate in the Cold” by Fernando Quintanilla  
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I can remember the wet star flakes 

On days where it becomes as beautiful as a star; 

People wearing warm coats 

And faces stunned against nature’s fury. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember days being gray 

On days where the sun was gone 

And people wearing snow jackets 

And faces mad against nature’s fury 
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I can remember the cold chills flowing through my body 

On days where the snow piles were higher than me.  

People wearing heavy coats, gloves, and hats 

And faces confused against nature’s fury.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember the big patch of snow when it felt like a soft white pillow 

On days where my back yard was like a winter wonderland 

People wearing boots and heavy, thick coats 

and faces were bloody red against nature’s fury.  
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I can remember when the cold, smooth wind whispered 

On days where the streets were all white, just like Casper 

People wearing their coats and hats, carrying on without a worry 

And faces, the cold war, against nature’s fury 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember carving my name in frost 

On days where bright sun melted snow 

People wearing heavy coats and scarves 

and faces red against nature’s fury 
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I can remember feeling cold snowflakes on my hand 

On the days where you can see thousands of snowflakes in the air,  

People wearing big heavy jackets 

and faces were red against nature’s fury.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember the freezing snow 

On days where sparkling, tiny white figures fall from the sky,  

People wearing layers of cozy jackets 

And faces grumpy against nature’s fury 



27 

 

 

 

I can remember how white and cold the snow was 

On days where it was snowing 

People wearing gloves and jackets 

And faces frozen like ice against nature’s fury.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember how I touched the ice cold snow 

On days where the air felt like it was freezing me 

People wearing heavy clothes to warm their bodies from the cold 

And faces bright red against nature’s fury 
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I can remember the spongy feeling in my hands 

On days where everything seemed to be covered with a white blanket 

People wearing bundled up and padded jackets 

And faces frozen with frustration against nature’s fury 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember feeling the cold flakes fall from the sky 

On days where sidewalks and streets have a blanket of snow 

People wearing boots and giant coats, showing no skin 

And faces frozen against nature’s fury. 
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I can remember cold breezes on empty streets 

On days where there is white everywhere 

People wearing different types of animal fur on their backs 

And faces full of redness 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember playing with the snow 

On days where there was snow covering the ground 

People wearing scarves and hats 

And faces mad against the bitter cold.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember the white glistening snow on days 

where life felt colder than ever; people wearing  

humongous jackets to keep warm and faces turning 

red against nature’s fury.  
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I can remember the wind whispering in my ears,  

On days where it was cold and people were falling down on ice 

People wearing comfortable jackets and warm fur boots 

And faces turning red as tomatoes against nature’s fury.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I can remember the splash sound 

On days where it was rainy 

People wearing cool jackets 

And faces of water against nature’s fury 
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“Little Girl Lost” by Nina Zou  
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I like to hole myself up in the stagnant air 

of missed opportunities. The brittle wind echoes  

through the chamber of a half-empty room. My mouth 

is out of practice, my eyes have fully adjusted to the thick mist of rain.  

This is it, old friend, the resolution of my sternly naked 

belly in sleep, marking down the dreams it refuses to record.  

 

The needle skips over my empty record,  

I should learn to breathe again; I should get out for air.  

Loss has forced us to acknowledge the naked  

water of things so solid before, but my echo 

of an existence lies still as the rain 

floods the picture windows and covers my mouth.  

 

Things that happen, they are so- the hungry mouths 

of my windows are wide open, eagerly recording  

the little deaths of birds and reveries and rain,  

they tally them up, the sadists, paint the air 

with heavy fragrances of open wounds, the echoes  

of a million beings facing the moon, ill-equipped, utterly naked.  

In Moments of Great Solitude 
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My library has grown redundant, the pages are naked 

of any meaning to my blurry eyes, a hundred mouths  

desperate to recount the wisdom of the long-faded echoes. 

I am neglecting to write my own history, a record 

in testament to days spent in Great Solitude. An air  

of subjectless resentment has come to reign.  

 

Yesterday, walking after a fresh rain,  

I found a dead squirrel, a pretty parody of life, its naked 

belly hollow and facing upwards in the petrichor air,  

eyes glassy, in disbelief, and a tiny mouth 

so delicately open. The freshly dead record 

our endless daily communions as echoes.  

 

At a loss for meaning, I apologize for these echoes 

of a sad cliche , an absolutely torrential rain 

of recycled sentiment. Why must I be compelled to record 

a caricature of the night sky? I want to stand naked 

as a dead thing’s mouth,  

as a new poppy in the rain.  

 

Watch you do not pollute the air with tiny droplets of rain,  

They will stick to your naked wrists, they will mildew the records.  

Watch the echoes do not stop up your mouth.  
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Dear little girl, 

 

 Congratulations, you have just turned 13. You're probably wondering how the next few years 

of your life will go. And you're probably wondering how, from this moment, everything has changed,  

from how you view yourself to where you see yourself five years from now. I'm sorry to say this,  but 

you can't see yourself at the age of 18. You might tell yourself "there's no way I'll make it to 18, I'll be 

lucky if I make it to 16,” but you will only say that because from the moment you turn 13 your de-

mons will wake up. Those demons will want to play a game but you have to learn to not play their 

game,  because if you do, you’ll be up at two a.m. crying.  I don't mean a few tears. I mean you're 

bawling your eyes out as you list all of your flaws, all of your imperfections, all of the things you hate 

about yourself. And as you count your list you will keep asking yourself the same questions over and 

over again: "Why am I never pretty enough? Why am I never smart enough? Why am I never good 

enough? Why am I never enough?" You will say all of this as you hold yourself because even though 

you hate yourself so much, you know that all you really have is yourself and if you're not okay with 

yourself then there's a problem. But you also won’t understand how a single person could have so 

much hate for themselves and it will hurt so much to even look in the mirror and try to convince 

yourself that you are beautiful. It will feel like a lie. 

 

  But there is some good news! You will eventually learn how to play your demons game. You 

will start to realize that all this time you have given your demons the power to control every single 

one of your thoughts, and you will realize that nothing is going to change unless you change. And 

eventually, you’ll admit to yourself that you are starting to really like the girl who stares back at you 

in the mirror. You’ll start to see the beauty you hold within yourself, and you’ll tell yourself “I'm not 

gonna give up. I'm not gonna let my demons gain back the power they once had over me. “  

 

 The battle will over but the war will just be starting.  You are ready to fight.   

 

 

 Sincerely,  

 

 A 16-year-old girl who will never give up  

A letter to a 13-year-old girl 
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“Waiting for Summer” by Celeste Torra  


