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“Illogical” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Illogical thinking, a vivid feeling.  
The thoughts I’ll write down are not absolute,  
but what is absolute?  
 
There’s a fine line,  
not in definition but physical separation.  
What makes something separate from another?  
 
The line that separates existence and time,  
space and matter,  
word and paper.  
 
Infinity—absolute,  
everything else—not so much,  
but everything is infinite.  
 
God has no limitation.  
God is whole,  
so how is there something separate?  
 
However insignificant I may be,  
I am still something that is separate.  
Give any space—broken,  
 
time—broken,  
matter—broken.  
A moral God.  
 
If something can be holy, godly,  
then there must be something separate,  
different that is unholy, ungodly.  
 
Separation is holiness,  
and holiness is separation.  
All is flat with equal attention  
 
and intention from God.  
However clear justice is,  
however wonderful existence is,  
 
you are alone.  
You are alone in such feelings,  
stargazing while standing on a mass grave.  
 
Opportunities aren’t flat.  
You are left with all this fortune  
but can only enjoy it if you believe  



 7 
the world is flat.  
Whatever limitation a person has,  
you will twist it and look away.  
 
Dehumanization is the only explanation  
of human suffering.  
Two options of not caring: 
 
Not caring about the life and pain of everyone you know  
so that your emotions can’t hurt you anymore,  
or not caring about all the people  
 
who don’t care about the life and pain  
of everyone they know  
so their emotions can’t hurt them.  
 
Let go of positive feelings  
so that you don't have negative feelings,  
or let go of negative feelings  
 
so that you can have positive feelings.  
Better to be dying with the desire to live,  
than to live without any desire but to die. 
 

 

“Bird” by Aharon Kosofsky  

Cross at the ocean’s shore 
Cost of mi amor  
Suspicious of trust but must 
Toss the knot knowing not 
Why I cry though I’ll die 
All fall for fear from someone  
Cast her a faster master in jest  
While where were we, see? 
 
So much invaders raiders traders 
Such touch in daters baiters fakers 
Wait when fate’s rate caters hers  
Stirs fresh firs for forest scent cures 
 
Bent bare roots warp mind-time my rhyme, mine 
A crime crawls walls of bubble balls, what matter? 
 
Sadder crumb some dumb buck won 
Left alone with the melting moan of a snow cone 
Wild child mild in trauma and drama, begging his mama 
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“More Than a Bite” by Rina Press 
 
Sthloop! 
And I was birthed.  
A temporary mark that lasts forever.  
A parasitic trace?  
A throbbing pain?  
Yes.  
I question my existence every second of my life 
Was I created to be constantly attacked and scratched?  
Was I created to be a nuisance in life? 
Yes. 
But why?  
I don’t know.  
Ask the mosquito.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

“Heart Strife” by Adam Chapman 
 
What makes my heart beat faster than cars? 
A Lady, so beautiful, I gaze for hours 
My love for you is the distance of the stars 
When I see her, my heart blooms like flowers 
 
Her personality and spirituality is gold 
A baby in her arms will be soothingly caressed 
If she were to ask me, my soul is sold 
Of all of the fish in the sea, she is the best 
 
Her voice is so sweet and tender 
She works hard day and night to care for her family 
As the ages go by, she gets better and better 
She wakes up, comes home, and goes to sleep, happily 
 
   I am not writing this to appease my wife 
   We are not going through a period of strife 
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“‘Regents Park’ Backstory” by Zörit Bluth 

No one wants to hear a song about the girl who broke my heart  
 
Sitting on the floor spinning the lazy susan looking for my turmeric.  
I get a notification.  
Boop.  
Can we talk? 
Sure  
Where do you wanna meet up?  
Regents park. We’ll get some fresh air. 
Sure. How ‘bout Tuesday? 
👍 
 
I have until Tuesday to accept the fact  
that our time as “us” is over.  
I must have sent four hundred poems on the way you used to smile at me. 
I used to write them for you daily but my thumbs are running dry lately. 
Months and months of catch and release. Always waiting for you.  
Then finally she relents. She says “okay I’ll give it a try.”  
Almost a year of supposed bliss.  
But all good things must come to an end.  
 
And now we're here in Regent's Park sitting amongst the flowers  
and I wish it would rain ‘cause in the sun, you look so lovely  
that I'm falling for you all over again.  
 
There is nothing I can say that will change your mind.  
Your decision is already made up.  
“I can’t do this anymore. I tried but it’s not the right time.” 
My mind flashes back to a place not too dissimilar to this one  
where I first saw your face.  
You sat alone, and I thought you could be my home.  
But now we’re here in Regents park, and I beg the sky for it to rain. 
You're glowing, and I want to try again.  
Want to hope that in another life we could be happy together  
and the timing would be right.  
I should've found somebody cheaper to chase  
but now I just say goodbye to my sunshine on a beautiful spring day.  
A shell of who I once was cause you knocked the swagger out of me.  
My little candle of hope may never go out.  
But I’ll still say goodbye on a beautiful spring day.  
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“Diamond Cufflinks” by Noa Pergament 
 
Americans—they come in,  
gawking at us in the display cases,  
forking over loads of shekels to the money-hungry cashiers  
who pocket all the money  
with a charming, deceitful smile.  
Do these morons not see  
how obviously they’re being ripped off?!  
 
Let me set the scene for you:  
July 12th, 2021, Shlomo Alkabetz Street 15, Tzfat.  
A blistering hot summer day,  
yet the street is packed with teenage tourists.  
 
A group of boys walk into the store,  
aimlessly wandering  
around,  
looking at the overpriced jewelry.  
 
One boy approaches my display case,  
pointing directly at me.  
“Those!” he says, in English.  
I see the cashier’s eyes smile deviously  
at the boy’s dumb American accent  
and fluent English.  
 
“Eight-hundred dollars,”  
he says matter of factly.  
I see panic flash in the boy’s eyes,  
but nonetheless he pulls out his credit card  
and completes the transaction.  
 
It’s always the Americans, 
especially the children,  
who never have the nerve  
or brains  
to refuse ridiculous prices.  
Sigh... 
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“Everybody Dyes” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
She’s done it.  
She’s cut me all off. 
I’m gone.  
Years of growing  
Years of dying  
So much freaking dye.  
And I’m all gone 
In a matter of seconds 
I thought she was kidding, 
She's all talk 
She's not going to do it  
But here I am 
I’m on the dirty salon floor 
I’m being swept up with a dirty broom 
I’m mixed in with all the commoners’ hair 
Soon I’ll be in the trash 
I’ll be gone gone in a matter of days 
I can’t believe she’s cut me off 
The freaking nerve 
The audacity 
The unmitigated gall 
I hope she’s happy with no more hair  
I hope she hates the look 
I’m not petty 
I’m just angry 
And I'm in the trash. 
 

 

“Musical Composition” by Libby Gomez 
 
Your mood at the time of listening to a song 
Impacts your understanding of the tune. 
Melody could disrupt your sense of right and wrong 
or can create feelings of being immune. 
Sometimes manipulates your movement 
into an animated dancing manner, 
Including helping with self- improvement. 
Listening, along with brushing your pets fur 
is the definition of relaxation. 
Songs that you've heard for your whole life, 
once hitting adolescent frustration, 
become the most relatable knife. 
 To think songs are composed with a stretch of voice, 

composition of music, lyrics and tune. 
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“The Body Is a Silent Meadow” by Rina Press 
  
The body is a silent meadow; 
The body is steady 
It has constant movement within itself 
A heartbeat, following the rhythm that it has chosen 
The steady flow of blood weaving its way through the veins 
The blink of an eye 
The air that it breathes circulating throughout the lungs 
A meadow teeming with life lies within.  
 
But is a meadow ever silent? 
Deep within the fields of grass there is the constant buzzing of life 
The leaves of the plants rustle with movement 
A multitude of insects roam freely 
The clouds wave hello as they cluelessly pass by 
A breeze whistles in its ears 
A flower could be heard blooming with life 
While a body lies buried beneath its soil. 
 
 

 

 
 

“Forced Sonnet” by Elana Hochbaum 
 
When I heard tell that I would have to write 
A sonnet, crappy feelings came to me 
While meter makes others jump with delight 
To me, it’s like being stung by a bee 
Rhyming and syllable counting is fine 
In fact, I actually enjoy it 
But stressing and unstressing makes me whine 
Meter and I are just not a good fit 
Maybe by now you’ve noticed what I’ve done 
I’ve abandoned meter altogether 
I did try, but it looks like meter won 
This is one storm I just couldn’t weather 

I have to do this sonnet only now 
For if I don’t my mom will have a cow 
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“Sonnet about why sonnets about why sonnets are dumb are dumb” 
by Yona Kelman 
 
You say that rules and regulations stink 
That you should be as free as you can be 
You say that meter should wink out and sink 
Because they’re too hard for you to upkeep 
Perhaps you’re right in that it’s really hard 
But if it’s not, then what’s the point at all? 
Perhaps you think that poems have you scarred 
And yet if you don’t essay it you’ll loll 
Restrictions will breed creativity 
They can be good sometimes, just like a lime! 
There’s no demand to be persnickety 
It’s really fun to make all the words rhyme 

Now make a sequel that has your two cents 
Debate the ways this sonnet makes no sense! 

 
 

 

 

“Silent” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Showcasing the oasis of spruce and winterberry 
Wet diamonds that a lemming can soften 
Blank without sight or sound, yet merry 
Rain nothing by cold wind and broken skin 
 
Children taunt war to shape each other human 
Stomping on the purest of white 
Time and color will dictate its truth or fiction 
Where fear and regret cannot bite 
 
If only this was without obstruction 
The howling song that speeds the heart and slows time 
Covering the broken glass of man’s destruction 
Entertaining without motion, nature’s mime 
 

Through night and day, life and death, this too will renew 
A filter for the fit, a trace for the living, forgetting who 
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“The Growing Helper” by Ariella Leib 
 
There once was a man seems helped one never 
And chased them with untimely critiques 
Yet light inside him balanced the weather  
Contemporary opposing antique. 
 
It’s your ultimatum, but his chill's felt 
Yet his motto's normally discerning. 
Repelling relief like teacher and belt 
He's the feeling you're never returning. 
 
But something very odd keeps him alive 
It's very much the butter to his bread. 
With his ironic life from which we thrive 
He's the exact reason we're all not dead. 
 
So appreciate him and his whole show 
But the worst you can do is let him grow. 
 

 

 

 

“How To Screw Up A Sonnet” by Ezra Mizrahi 
 

Poetry is not something I’m typically good at 
It doesn’t come naturally to me at all 
Nor is it something I typically look at 

This assignment is going to lead to my downfall 
 

While I enjoy reading regular books 
I have to ask who thought that this idea was good 

I’d rather jump into boiling oil made by cooks 
Than write any more sonnets, though my brain has withstood 

 
Sonnets are complicated works of literature 

And can not be explained to a simpleminded fool 
Whose attention is not all that easy to capture 
And as such to try would be no less than cruel 

 
I will now go beat the book F451 with a bat 

If you want you are welcome to come watch the “chat.” 
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“RAW” by Leora Schottenstein  
 
I’ve lost myself looking into your eyes  
I'm too far gone to try and go back now  
But now that you're gone much to my demise  
I walk around aimlessly asking how  
My mind is blank as I walk through my brain  
How did you get such a strong hold on me  
I try to resist as I feel the pain  
But it’s too late to forget easily  
You've taken my heart and I want it back  
You’ve ripped out my soul and claimed it your own  
I was once color but you turned me black  
You were all I had and now I’m alone  
You were once my world and I was your sun  
This must be the price for loving someone  
 

 
 
“Communication Error” By Rina Press 
 
I try to communicate but I can’t.  
I’m the last one.  
They’re staring at me. 
Waiting. 
“Error”  
I try to speak.  
No words come out.  
“Error” “Error” “Error”  
Why speak them if no one can listen.  
“Error” 
  
 
 
 
 
“B.L.” by Yona Kelman 
 

 
 
 

ʇɥƃᴉ˥ ʞɔɐlq :ɹǝʍsu∀ 
  



 16 
“Rina’s Sonnet 18” by Rina Press 
 
Shall I compare thee to a carrot cake? 
Thou art more tasty and sugary sweet; 
Rough is the art of making carrots fake, 
And veggies, oh so hard to be discreet; 
Sometimes too bold, the flavor still hides there, 
And often is its gold complexion dark; 
But only next to you it can’t compare, 
By chance, or nature’s course, it left a mark; 
But thy eternal flavor shall not fade, 
Nor crisp like the cake with other concerns; 
Nor shall you be like the vegetable cake, 
When baking there is still much it can learn;. 
     So long as carrot cake’s legacy lives on, 
     So long lives chocolate cake; the real phenomenon.  
 

 

 

“Dr. Seuss and Mr. Hyde” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Gun run rain gain many cane-sain to cross the mundane  
loss of main moss sounds now down all across and around  
with rhymes of times of crimes of mimes now done and drowns  
-drip! drop!- in the amount due to lost moisture out to sue  
drought without doubt that no one knew newt will suit  
the suspicion satisfying the unsustaining sensation  
staying at that flat mat made to wander wade and see  
what fade grade staid so low below in the bin of the fam foe  
so why burns learns their fair ferns yearns  
with no go in the toad frog log lamb botan amphibian bio 
 
 
 
 
 
“Jules’ POV (Euphoria, 2019)” by Noa Pergament 
 
I wish my “friend” who overdosed on heroin died from it. 
I wish I could look the way I wanted to. 
I wish my dad cared about me again. 
I wish I never met them, or at least said no. 
I wish life mattered, or I had the motivation to pretend it did. 
I wish I was neurotypical, or could be happy on my own. 
I wish these were wishes that could be fulfilled. 
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“The End.” by Rina Press 
 
What is the meaning of life as we know it?  
We breathe and we smile and we like to cry 
But really it’s inevitable the end has been hit 
We’re all simply here sitting, waiting to die 
She says to them that she has reached her limit  
“Times ticking away, our sand’s running out” 
But they work work work “in it to win it” 
When questioned they give a sympathetic pout 
Making up excuses about future and past 
Things, possessions, objects all go to our heads 
Bang, bang, bang. Her heart pounding its last.  
What about what’s on the inside that matters instead? 
She sighs, wanting to just lie down, take the pill.  
 Her life flashes before her eyes, she is just tired 
 Tired of being a ghost to the wills she once desired 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Oy” by Libby Gomez 
 
Oy, Life.  
Existence. Entity. Entities.  
Existences.  
Words can't even describe....  
 
How do we know if life is real or not  
and is not a dream?  
And dreams are life? For all we know  
any second a VR headset could be taken off of our head,  
and a scientist will ask "how was it?"  
 
After we die, we might all go to hell  
forever 
no matter what we do in our lifetime. 
 
Will we go to hell if we're happy?  
And if we're sad  
do we go to heaven? 
or stop existing all together? 
 
Oy. 
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“Moo” by Zörit Bluth 

 
The U matter guy song - Is Harry Styles!  
No-No land: temporary Mayor ME 
Kaplan’s smoothie  
 
Big brown beat-up looking old horse 
The same dumb brain train  
Fetus Harry energy  
 
Geography? never heard of it   
Golly- G(Batman)  
Coolio, Cooley oh, cool(e)y- O, cooli yo 
 
SMOOTHIE TIME  
I ain’t never seen Kristoff Waltz in a non-scary role  
Such a jellybean  
 
LUreSISAIN  
If someone told me you were a fifth-grader I would believe them  
YOU LOOK LIKE AN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL KID 
 
Freckles are skin sprinkles  
SesOLAin  
Acts of nature are not covered under any warranty 
 
Tropical Smoothie Cafe  
Been DePreSSed since 8 years old  
Half the pages are filled with “please be happy”  
 
Die but just for a little bit like just for a pinch  
Like in reality it’s probably fine but hypothetically IT’S AWFUL 
Wish I could go back to my old self  
 
WARNING: cap is a choking hazard   
Spicy emotions  
Tired of being a baby   
 
Statistics, live from G 25  
Catcow  
Mollymoo-moo  
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“See You Monday” by Elana Hochbaum 
 
People keep saying they’d give up everything they have  
to get him back.  
But what’s the point of that?  
 
First of all, saying that doesn’t do any good.  
It doesn’t bring him back. Second of all,  
it was his choice.  
 
If I had the option, I’m not sure I’d be able  
to give everything up because of that.  
I try not to be mad, but it’s hard.  
 
I’m mad that his pain was so great  
that he couldn’t see a happy future.  
I’m mad that he seemed to be close to everyone but me.  
 
I’m mad that I’m too young  
and too observant  
to be really close to anyone in my extended family, it seems. 
 
I’m mad that people didn’t take him  
seriously  
until it was too late.  
 
People preach about how “mental health is so important,”  
but if you go to people for help,  
they blow you off.  
 
Everyone has worse mental health than me.  
Those people are taken seriously.  
I’m not gonna kill myself. I’m really not.  
 
But it’d be nice for someone to take my feelings seriously  
and not just write it off as stress.  
Like, yes, it’s from stress,  
 
but being stressed out consistently  
for a long period of time  
can take a huge physical and mental toll.  
 
I put things off and panic  
when I have to do assignments.  
I’m not as good as anyone else in this class.  
 
Everyone writes these amazing things  
with seemingly no effort  
and I feel inadequate.  
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What’s the point of turning things in  
when all the other things are just so good?  
Ugh, idk.  
 
I have more on my mind  
but I have to go to mincha.  
I’m just going to turn it in now, though,  
 
because I’m not in the mood to do it later.  
Have a good weekend.  
See you Monday.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
“I Already Know” by Ariella Leib 

The time when he would smile 
and the time from then he won’t 
Sometimes he will stay 
Was already a long time ago 
The memory of the laughing man 
 
Before the man existed 
Because he ruined it 
Destroyed it 
Forever 
A murder 
 
Is when he became the man 
A trick, it’s a fools game 
It goes so fast. 
Yet sometimes never ends? 
If only 
 
The things that remain important 
Never existed 
So tell me, reader 
What does it feel like to be a murderer? 
Just kidding 
 
I already know. 
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“Inhale; Exhale;” by Rina Press 

Life is a breath  
Inhale your emotions  
Tuck them in 
Keep them safe  
Lock them up 
Then pause.  
You’re broken 
They all run out 
Are you empty now? 
 
 

“Self-reflection” by Rina Press 
 
The girl stares at me and I look back  
She waves to me and lends me a smile  
“Hello”  
“Hello” she mouths back 
Looking so lonely her face begins to crack 
Gone is the facade of the friendly girl  
I see who she really is as the tears start to drop 
Drip drop drip 
She’s really gone mad 
Her face remains broken as I look at my own 
Blood on my hands, tears in my eyes 
I try to look at her but it’s only me inside  
 
 

“Options” by Rina Press 
 
To be or not to be.  
Life is a choice.  
Is it really an option?  
when with it we were forced… 
Forced into this world.  
We did not consent. 
Consent to this madness. 
Madness of this mess. 
The mess of the world mixes; 
Mixing with our minds. 
We’re mad since we’re mad,  
Crazy in the head…  
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“Fluid” by Aharon Kosofsky 

 
Life is separate from the opportunities that are given 
Leave a child alone to rummage for their opportunity  
Tug a leash and beat it to death 
Silence, for it can’t comprehend others or itself 
All is fluid yet separate  
 

 

 

“The New Age” by Adam Chapman 
 
Everybody in the world is new 
Everybody in the world is young 
 
Why is gun violence so high? 
Do children hate school this much!? 
Children were taught violence by something. 
 
Everybody is a puppet 
Trying to break free from its strings 
It yearns to walk the streets, the floor 
The puppet cannot free himself, he needs another 
But without the strings, the puppet can’t move anymore. 
 
The world is slowly shrinking 
Our resources are being quickly depleted 
Is there any hope for the future? 
 
 
 
 
 
“It’s Only temporary” by Rina Press 
 
She smiles 
I cry 
They speak  
We meet eyes 
It watches 
You stare 
Reading this now 
Watch it disappear  
 
 



 23 
“Stats” by Elana Hochbaum 
 
More than 70% of the world’s population  
doesn’t watch old movies or TV shows.  
People assume that we’re the only people in the world.  
Maybe there are more young people than old people?  
Maybe many parts of the world don’t have telephones?  
I’m not sure. 
 
Mr. Kaplan felt the need to preface this fact  
by saying it’s true because it’s so unbelievable.  
Also, 2004 was five years after Columbine.  
Maybe people were trying to copy it more then than now?  
Maybe it’s been overdone now  
and people want to hurt people in other ways.  
I just read that in a book.  
Also, now it might be harder to get guns.  
I don’t know a lot about that.  
 
Mrs. Skoczylas told us scary human trafficking stories  
in 7th or 8th grade to try to warn us.  
It still scares me.  
Also, it’s way too easy to access the dark web.  
 
People use writing as a coping mechanism.  
Nothing new there. People need to cope with loss.  
 
Hebrew was a dead language at one point.  
Yiddish was in danger. Hebrew was brought back.  
Yiddish is making a comeback. I feel privileged  
to be a native English speaker,  
but I wish I was more exposed to other languages.  
 
2003 was before I was born.  
I was not one of those people.  
That number has definitely risen a LOT  
over the 18 years that have passed since then.  
People should do what they want for their bodies  
but not be pressured or forced to have elective surgery.  
Is there really that much of a difference  
between piercings and a nose job  
in terms of the validity of the choice to do that to yourself? 
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“A Numbered List” by Yona Kelman 
 
 

1. Beep beep beep, beep beep beep, beep beep beep beep. 
Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep. Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep. 
Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep. Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep. 
Sorry, this number is not available. Please leave a message at the 
beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee
eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee
eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee
eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee— beep. 

2. Teacher: Ok next up for show and tell is Billy! Please come to the 
front of the room. 
Billy: Hi class here is something that I fownd in my dad’s closet. 
*shows a gun* 
Billy: This is called a fun stick. I think it’s like a Nerf stick but it 
weally heavy 
*gets arrested and goes to jail* 
*even though he’s like 5* 

1. Work on the farm. Work all day. Work so I can get my “pay.” 
No escape. No relief. Nothing to do but believe... 

 אל ינא לבא ילש םייחה לכ רפס תיבב תירבע יתדמל .ךָּבּוסְמ דואמ הפש איה תירבע .1
 .בוט ותוא רבדמ תמאב

2. If only I had a nose. Then I could smell flowers and hamburgers and 
body odor and food odors WAIT I know I should get a nose through 
plastic surgery (I think that’s how it works.) Hmm which nose 
should I get? Ooh that one looks nice ➡ 👃. Except this one ➡ 🐽 is 
on sale so I’ll get this one. 

 
 
 

 

 
“Random Nonsense” by Ezra Mizrahi 

I have no idea how to respond to that but whatever 
That is utter nonsense I have no idea how people think that's true 
That is something that needs to be acted upon 
I suppose that’s definitely food for thought 
Not amazing just unfortunate 
That’s weird but I don’t care 
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“In the World and in the Grocery Store” by Zörit Bluth 
 
Dark maroon and plump. Not too fragrant  
more like a nice autumn breeze.  
If it’s a good one  
it’ll have a little give  
not dissolve at a moment’s notice.  
 
Even on the counter, it’s got a little chill.  
The only time it has warmth  
is when it’s breaking down  
in the belly of the beast. 
 
A little heavy like a stray branch  
but lighter than the place where the branch lived.  
The skin is resistant  
like thumbs on a car window  
 
but never strong enough for the weight of man.  
It guards its best features  
in fear of a fight 
but once unleashed it’s quite a sight.  
 
Enjoyed by many  
disliked by some,  
it will always have its place  
in the world and the grocery store.  
 

 
“And Then There Was Light” by Ariella Leib  
 
The lack of light  
climbs through my skull,  
hacking away at any clarity 
 in that moment.  
 
Energy loss embeds itself  
into my retinas.  
The burning scent singes follicles  
in my nostrils, giving me a much needed waxing.  
 
Unforgiving sounds swing around the plate,  
like the last popcorn kernel terrifyingly popping.  
As I twist, they fall. Sprinkling a halo around my hair.  
And then, there was light. 
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“The Chaos of Quarantine” by Adam Chapman 
 
Wake up and get some good food 
See my brother and sister, having food too 
There are 2 spoons left, we race, compete 
The little one has nothing while we say, “Bon appetite!’ 
 
We hop on the tablets and press okay 
Start online class without any delay 
There is too much noise for me to listen 
I wasn’t paying attention because my little brother bothered me with his 
blister 
 
Little sister calls and asks me if I like her makeup 
I’m trying to do my homework so I hang up 
Little brother wants to play with me 
I tell him that he should go play with his stuffed bee 
 
There is no way to leave the home 
The doors are locked, the windows shut, through my window no light has 
shone 
Stuck inside forever with the walls all around 
Sometimes I wish I could hear no sound 
 
Your home is a curse you always are put through 
But it always is worth it and that is so true. 
 
 
 
“Elicited” by Elana Hochbaum 

The memory of campfires  
and Chanukah evenings 
in my house.  
 
The rich, 
smoky smell  
of childhood memories.  
 
 
 

“Matchstick” by Yona Kelman 
 
He strikes the matchstick 
The flame crackles, then goes out 
With smoke of burnt toast 
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“Goodnight, Moon” by Rina Press 

The sky was alive. I could feel the gaze  
of the sunken moon  
as the stars winked at me,  
betraying my secrets to one another  
as they flickered in and out of existence.  
 
The vibrant colors of the night sky  
swirled together  
creating a beautiful tapestry full of royal blues  
and deep violets,  
giving life to the world they guard from above. 
 

 

 

 

“Crimson Fall(s)”  by Rina Press 
 
Leaves blanket the snow,  
soft shades of red  
and burnt orange  
parading as drops of blood  
on a crisp, white carpet.  
 
As the leaves fall  
the wind howls  
in pain  
as the world moves on  
in the same cycle it always has.  
 
The sun still rises,  
the moon still  
falls,  
as the blood of the world  
covers its floors.  
 
Drip… 

Drop… 
         Crunch…  
                         Rustle…  
                                       Fall… . 
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“Aesthetically Pleasing” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
Delicate and white  
like snow atop a mountain,  
sparkling as if the sun were shining down  
on the silvery ice.  
 
The scent is sweet,  
like a hot summer rain  
as it hits your skin,  
hot from the leftovers of the sun's rays.  
 
Dark, tan,  
like sunkissed skin  
hit by the light.  
Cinnamon bun. 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
“Wild Soul” by Libby Gomez 

My soul is a broken zoo 
The happy cows no longer go "moo" 
 
I'm too tired to shoo the flies away 
Now their buzz turned into my doomsday 
 
The lemurs are swinging all around 
All of sea life has finally drowned 
 
All the animals' cages are open 
& of course they don't want to stay in 
 
My soul is a broken zoo 
The whole place has been trashed through and through 
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“Toying with Time” by Zörit Bluth 

The past is a sad brand new toy.  
Shiny and exciting the first time you see it but not unsmudgeable.  
 
Or maybe it never lived up to your expectations.  
Maybe it was supposed to come with the barbie glitter crown and it didn’t.  
 
Over time you start to lose some of the pieces.  
That one part doesn’t snap back quite right anymore.  
 
You take your toy every wear you go but as life goes on the wear and tear add 
up.  
You look at your old toy box and find all the dolls you used to love.  
 
Reminisce on all the fun adventures you have with your toys but lately,  
you can’t remember the beginning of the story as well.  
 
Some toys get broken as time goes on, but you love them all the same.  
You might still remember walking into the toy aisle that first time.  
 
Now you look at your shelf. Collected, limited edition, boxed, untouched,  
and protected from grubby hands and the outside world.  
 
You might pass these toys down to the ones you love later in life.  
Share your toys, give away your toys, or hide your toys.  
 
Maybe you lent a toy to a past friend, and they returned them in mint 
condition.  
Maybe they didn’t, and you had to super glue it back together.  
 
The battery on a couple of toys is broken and can’t be restored.  
You think about how happy you were and are to have these toys.  
 
These friends stick by your side in the lonely times of your life and the joyful 
ones.  
The past is an old broken toy but you love it all the same.  
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“Victory” by Yona Kelman 
 
Victory is a silent bullseye 
Always the target, yet usually missed 
But we try again and again 
Until we get it 
 
Everyone wants it 
Even when it’s not apparent 
There’s a goal, somewhere 
Victory is a silent bullseye 
 
 
“Hope Is Not the Thing with Feathers” by Aharon Kosofsky 

Hope isn’t something you feel it’s something you are 
It will be with you, believing in you, fearing you 
Fearing your abuse, tight not loose, anger and logic 
You were told that you are psychotic, yet... 
Hope hides itself hoping to help the hell in which it lives 
Hope gives you reason to live without reason 
Hope is singing a song on death row 
Hope is flying above looking down on you 
Disappointed in you when you get angry at how disappointed it is 
Hope is so agile knowing how humble you are 
It’s the little things that drive you mad 
That made you sit here on this bed  
Hoping on your last minute for hope to come 
 

 
 
“Midnight Superhero” by Ezra Mizrahi 

At night, we dream,  
and in dreams we can do practically anything,  
including random superhero stuff.  
 
When you dream,  
you have access to practically  
a whole other dimensional plain of existence. 
 
Imagine all the possibilities: 
you can be a hero, a villain, a random floating missile; 
there are so many options in your dreams. 
 
Who knows where you may end up? 
You can travel from your bed under soft blankets  
to anywhere in the universe, or even into others! 
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“The Future Is a Last-Minute Drum” by Noa Pergament  
 
The Future is a Last-Minute Drum. 
It comes unexpectedly, as expected. 
The beating sound sends our heart racing, 
away, running away. 
 
Fear constricts as the untimely, unplanned mess. 
Oh how I wish it could be more like a piano, 
neat and classical, put together in a line of black and white. 
Instead, a drum. Loud and complex, breaking the peace. 
 
How I wish I could muffle you. 
Make you go away. 
You come at the worst times, 
sneaking up, like the crack of a bell. 
 
The anxiety you bring with your noise, 
Just go away, let me breathe for one more day. 
Relish the silence while it lasts because 
The Future is a last-minute drum. 
 
 

 

 

 
“Party Clowns” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
The truth is a midnight party clown 
The truth is scary 
It's dark like midnight 
The truth is scary 
Like a haunted clown 
The spirit of an entertainer 
Haunting a carnival 
The truth is in the tent 
Of the party clown 
And if you walk in at midnight 
You’ll find the truth 
And sometimes, the truth is deadly. 
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“Memory Is an Impossible Wonder” by Rina Press 
 
Films playing in our heads 
Pause.  
Rewind.  
Replay.  
 
Thoughts tumbling through 
Keeping us up at night  
Stealing our time 
And yet…  
 
We continue to create more 
Through sadness 
Through sorrow  
Through pain  
 
Our minds collect the feelings  
Hoarding them  
like secrets 
Keeping them safe. 
 
The cries 
The laughs  
The whispers 
Guarded in our brains 
 
Yet with time we forget 
Our thoughts begin to expire 
Our minds begin to whisper 
Revealing our secrets to the wind. 
 
 
 
“You Can Be Shiny but Don’t Be Shy” by Zörit Bluth 

It’s a silly saying said around my house.  
The origin of the saying is from Eitan’s friend  
Roman the Tailor.  
 
I guess the meaning 
of the motto is that you can be flamboyant, loud,  
and extra. 
 
But you shouldn’t be shy.  
Take risks and don’t be afraid.  
You can mess up and make mistakes, but don’t not try. 
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“Working like an Adult” by Adam Chapman 
 
People work a lot. People wake up and go in cars to drive to work.  
Working all day makes people tired, so resting makes it feel better.  
 
Do kids work too? Well, I don’t wake up every morning at 6:30  
and only workers wake up early. Actually! I do wake up early to go to class!  
 
Does it mean I work? Well, I decided to not go to work EVER.  
I’m just never going to drive so I can never go to work.  
 
And rules in my family will not be allowed. And I would do cool stuff  
like drink coffee all day every day!  
 
Man, I can’t wait to be an adult . . . 
as long as I don’t work. 
 

 

 

“Jim” by Ariella Leib 
 
Hi, I’m Jim. I like dogs. Dogs be cute, don’t they? 
The best dogs be the ones who lick your legs when they come to your legs.  
Legs be supportive sometimes when they exist. I think my body owns legs.  
They look weird sometimes, but I like them sometimes  
cuz they be supportive sometimes.  
You know who is weird, too? The tiny thing  
who sometimes does big sounds. It’s the one under my smelling hole.  
It likes to move, doesn’t it?  
But it needs to shut up. Lots of things must shut up.  
Except for dogs. Dogs be cute, don’t they? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Deaf” by Libby Gomez 
 
Wooden stick was brushed against box. 
Box made wood stick light, made light big, then light small. 
Strange man tried to kiss light, but light no want to touch Mr. Chatterbox.  
So light went bye and that was close call. 
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“What are Words to a Deceased Person” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Midnight. A boy under a street light.  
How can I perform this dance of freedom?  
 
Pupils dilate. He can’t just sit there, not in this state. 
Time is of the essence. I must stand to be remembered. 
 
A tone. Wandering in motion all alone. 
My steps make an echoing sound of which I don’t control. 
 
Total silence. Young and in search of violence. 
I want to go but there is nowhere to go 
 
Pain that will gain the relief and displeasure from your exposure is more real 
than the sack of skin, blood, and bones that groans on every frosty night 
despite all the attempts to shake off the morality when in reality my mortality 
is our fatality. 
 
Midnight. A boy drowning in insight. 
What will I do with all this pain and hatred? 
 
Lifeless eyes wait. He decides on their fate. 
Give me a chance to end the delusion of happiness.  
 
Know flesh and bone. Confused and all alone. 
My hands end the movement that seems separate and terrified. 
 
Midway through a conversation with little care, their eyes begin to stare. 
A joke cracks their head, they see themself dead. 
 
Their persona is twisted and turned, memories lost and burned. 
What will happen to these weighted words once you cease from view? 
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“Emo Demon” by Noa Pergament 
 
This is one type of story, but I won’t utter the word.  
This type of story prevents me from expressing specific words.  
Will you be genius enough to recognize the events developing in these 
moments?  
Possibly possibly?  
 
On the other side of this work there is one story, one story of this boy.  
Well, not “boy” but someone 2,000 times circling the sun under his belt.  
The honorific of this person you inquire?  
You wouldn’t quite get it if I tried to convey it to you.  
 
He’s not existent but not non-existent. It’s quite confusing, is it not?  
Mihoyo-produced, bluish-greenish locks on top of his noggin, mouth which 
never smiles,  
condemned to never-ending suffering. Would you like to see him? Here is 
something  
produced by one of my best friends, for the writer of this story, if you see: ♡ ← 
click me! 
 
 
 
 
 
“Corporate Art” by Adam Chapman 
 
His banker encouraged him to pursue a succession strategy  
without delay. 
 
It was the start of an awakening  
for Matisse. 
 
“Being in this business, it’s actually sustainable, 
and I can retire and walk away,” Matisse says. 
 
Summit today has 94 employers  
working from offices in six large cities. 
 
Decides he’s had it  
and wants to sell the business. 
 
Instead of meeting all the client’s needs, 
Alex is able to stop groveling  
 
and focus more  
on strategy and planning. 
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“Something is Missing ” by Leora Schottenstein 

The damp pavement is staining my shoes  
with mud  
but I'm too unfocused  
to notice.  
 
I begin to notice  
that I'm not walking like I thought  
but full on speeding,  
as if my life is on the line.  
 
But then again, I might be.  
The beating inside of my chest  
is heightening  
as I finally get to the window.  
 
I pull at it with all of my might,  
it doesn’t open.  Only me, I say to myself.  
I pull my unfailing ax out of my pocket  
and wack it at the window.  
 
Eventually the glass explodes into little diamonds  
and I jump into the house.  
The lights won’t switch on and walls shake  
as the sky is booming and the lightning flashes,  
 
giving me a glimpse at the scene.  
God damnit.  
Not again.  
Mom left out the lasagna.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Ma Koreh?” by Zörit Bluth 
 
What happened? 
What does it take to speak about heathens, 
To speak about monsters, 
To speak about hope? 
Why is she cut off, 
Doomed and damned? 
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“An Assassin's Interview” by Libby Gomez 

We have issues 
 
You have to have mental toughness 
This is a high-stakes situation 
 
You will have to handle it  
unsure of his significant amount of injuries. 
 
That's why we meet 
 
GET THE JOB DONE 
 
 
 
“It’s Fitting” by Elana Hochbaum 

Be patient. 
Start new. 
Take the treatment. 
 
Glittering success. 
Weeks carry treasures. 
Surviving years. 
Hope. 
 
Tough. 
New. 
Notable. 
Repair and a large gift. 
 
Death took over. 
Love worked hard. 
Led to heartbreak. 
 
Spirit lives today. 
Fitting.  
 
 

“Bang” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
With a bang 
Love transformed 
Into a game 
A parade, dancing on a stage  
To live in a time 
With no person 
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“Kentucky Chunk” by Yona Kelman 
 
Daughter, just stop spawning Covid 
Scientists Agree 
Kentucky chunk limits Austria’s infection 
Kids have lottery tickets that weakened immune systems 
Kids contribute much to viral spread 
Pennsylvania remains dominant 
Scientists aren’t sure exactly why 
Delta is simply more fit 
 
 

 
 
“Half-Gainer” by Ariella Leib 

The mere act of the brain,  
Distinguished greater, 
Consider a writer trauma. 
 
Nightmares not to focus,  
He asked himself how 
He acknowledged the pain. 
 
A captain’s log, 
A recording of what happened. 
A tough notebook. 
 
The stress 
Loss 
But he’s also written about what he’s gained. 
 
 
 
 
“The Imminence of Disaster” by Noa Pergament 
 
White dust, very thick. 
Emergency alarm?  
Hands shaking so badly. 
Disoriented nothing. 
Staring, frozen in terror, petrified. 
We are going to die. 
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“Ode to Michael Jackson’s Songs” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
I remember the time  
my pretty younger self  
felt like they all didn't care  
about us.  
 
I kept telling myself  
you are not alone  
in this dangerous thriller.  
I couldn’t beat it.  
 
I had to rock the world  
and learn my ABCs.  
I want you back  
before I start looking  
 
like a dirty Diana Ross  
not knowing if I’m black or white. 
I wanna rock with you,  
will you be there?  
 
Billie Jean is just a kid  
who claims that I am the one.  
The screaming, blood on the dance floor,  
I couldn’t stop until they got enough.  
 
I know I can’t blame it all on the boogie,  
but the way they make me feel  
like a smooth criminal is bad  
and drives me off the wall.  
 
I want to be starting something,  
an earth song to heal the world.  
I’m asking the man in the mirror  
to change his ways. 
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“Ear-Numbing News” by Ezra Mizrahi 
 
Additional Guidance 
COVID swell gov says 
Monday expect health department to release guidance 
States ongoing COVID-19 surge in future 
During first appearance in a week 
An undefined hospital leader 
With Monday not encouraging 
Urging public vaccinations 
Adults hospitalized COVID-19 
State a seven month high 
3,699 Monday last week 
Percentage of tests virus 
Positive results the highest rate in a year 
Lead the nation in cases population 
congregating a bunch people wise 
Make everyone vaccinated 
If they’re encouraged that 
Take opportunity 
Tell loved one much love 
And much want to Christmas them 
Time get vaccinated 
Governor anticipates health services 
Release guidance 
State gets closer 
Upcoming holidays 
Thanksgiving Thursday 
Friday health department 
Health advisory 
People wear masks 
Indoor gatherings 
Regardless of vaccination 
Recommendation encouraged people employees masks 
COVID-19 metrics rapidly deteriorated 
Last three weeks 
Monday Michigan health hospital released. 
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“Imagine” by Rina Press 
 
Just after midnight they heard. 
Hovering, flashing 
Waving, hollering 
They heard the magic words 
You have been found 
 
Finding none until morning 
Then returned 
One.  
By.  
One.  
 
It was a moment of marvel 
At the unlikelihood of it all 
They said no one’s ever been rescued 
Dropped back at the ground 
Imagine. 
 
 

 

“Shaken and Kicked” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Jumping sugar shook her  
Licking liquor kick her 
 

 

“Ramblings of the Old Soul” by Rina Press 
 
I feel like a fly fresh off a boat  
Heavens to buttons 
Once in a pickle, always a pickle 
The elderly always die  
I’m like a leech on a pillow  
There’s always a reason for myopia 
The old horse only smiles once  
It’s those darn kettles again  
Pregnancy is when a woman is at her wisest  
Always pick the second lemon  
Winners never lie  
You can’t feed a goat a raisin 
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TRANSCENDENTAL by Leora Schottenstein 
 
Spectacular luxury offers warmth & elegance.  
Spaces build a perfectly tranquil oasis,  
lush while perfect.  
Glorious.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
OTHER by Leora Schottenstein 
 
Welcome  
To the level.  
We provided the face, skin, and body 
To ensure that we look  
Safe.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
LAKE by Leora Schottenstein 
 
Lake in Village. 
It is 
The Lake. 
 
The lake was smaller 
In the 1830’s. 
 
There is a boat  
On the lake.  
It is 
Natural. 
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“I Tell You How” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Please don’t tell me now 
I have too many things to worry about 
I can’t even tell you how 
Many things I can’t help but doubt 
 
I have too many things to worry about 
And now I lost hope because of the so 
Many things I can’t help but doubt 
The questions I don’t want to know 
 
And now I lost hope because of the so 
Many conflicts I can’t help but desire 
The questions I don’t want to know 
Hurtful confusion that I admire 
 
Many conflicts I can’t help but desire 
Please don’t tell me now 
Hurtful confusion that I admire 
I can’t even tell you how 
 

 

 

“Star” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Ocean commotion in motion’s core 
A crave without question on my first impression 
My mind in honey forevermore 
Wave of possession over my fave obsession 
 
A crave without question on my first impression 
Triumph and run a dancing world  
Wave of possession over my fave obsession 
Time when your person is seen muraled 
 
Triumph and run a dancing world 
Creation is clear in this suspicious sensation in 
Time when your person is seen muraled 
Searching stars for how drips drop gin 
 
Creation is clear in this suspicious sensation in 
Ocean commotion in motion’s core 
Searching stars for how drips drop gin 
My mind in honey forevermore 
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“Itchy and Sanded Down” by Zörit Bluth 
  
Does anybody else see that?  
The fuzzy lights blipping in and out  
My brain feels compressed like I’m wearing a tight hat  
My skin feels itchy like it’s sanded down  
  
The fuzzy lights blipping in and out  
I want to sit down and close my eyes   
My skin feels itchy like it’s sanded down   
My thoughts buzzing around like little flies   
  
I want to sit down and close my eyes  
Where am I going this time?  
My thoughts buzzing around like little flies 
Please just give me a little more time   
  
Where am I going this time  
Colors swirling round like water on a bath mat  
Please just give me a little more time  
Does anybody else see that? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Death . . . HaHaHa” by Adam Chapman 
 
Don’t you think death is an overused joke? 
We live, we die, and god designs for us to come again 
Die however you want, by sword, gun, or smoke 
When you come back-somewhere else it could be raining 
 
We live, we die, and god designs for us to come again 
To the cruel god above-our life is just a game 
When you come back-somewhere else it could be raining 
All of our lives will end-all the same 
 
To the cruel god above-our life is just a game 
Stuck in life and death-unable to change 
All of our lives will end-all the same 
Defying god is like rhyming with orange 
 
Stuck in life and death-unable to change 
If only one person, anybody can break from their strings 
Defying god is like rhyming with orange 
Don’t you think death is an overused joke? 
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“Seven Years” by Libby Gomez 
 
Years passed by: Seven. 
She peered over her cloud. 
from all the way up in heaven 
And the torturous screams were unbearably loud. 
 
She peered over her cloud, 
to the same zombie filled sight, 
and the torturous screams were unbearably loud. 
Just imagine the absence of all light. 
 
To the same zombie filled sight, 
was Luna's emaciated soul. 
Just imagine the absence of all light, 
the destruction of humanity as a whole. 
 
Was Luna's emaciated soul, 
from all the way up in heaven? 
The destruction of humanity as a whole? 
Years passed by: Seven. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Happy, Fun, Poetry” by Elana Hochbaum 
 
I like happy, fun, poetry 
My other poem felt too heavy 
It’s cold, wear a coat, tree 
I think I’ll talk to Rabbi Levy 
 
My other poem felt too heavy 
So I wrote this to counteract that 
I think I’ll talk to Rabbi Levy 
I don’t know him, maybe he has a cat 
 
So I wrote this to counteract that 
Can you tell I wrote this in like three seconds? 
I don’t know him, maybe he has a cat 
To the cat, perhaps Rabbi Levy beckons 
 
Can you tell I wrote this in like three seconds? 
Now I feel like a poet, whee! 
I think I’ll talk to Rabbi Levy 
I like happy, fun, poetry 
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“Those Who Need It Most” by Elana Hochbaum 
 
Those who need it most 
Won’t ask for help 
But what can I do to help them 
To fix what’s been broken 
 
Won’t ask for help 
Because it’s not worth it 
To fix what’s been broken 
I don’t know how to 
 
Because it’s not worth it 
They won’t even try 
I don’t know how to 
Simply say that I’m here for them 
 
They won’t even try 
But maybe I can 
Simply say that I’m here for them 
Those who need it most 
 
 
 
 
“Penmanship” by Yona Kelman 
 
My handwriting is illegible 
But I can read it just fine 
It just looks like scribbles 
Only I can see the lines 
 
I can read it just fine 
It makes teachers scratch their heads 
Only I can see the lines 
Copying my homework is what people dread 
 
It makes teachers scratch their heads 
As far as anyone can see 
Copying my homework is what people dread 
For everyone but me 
 
As far as anyone can see 
It just looks like scribbles 
For everyone but me 
My handwriting is illegible 
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“Two by Two” by Ariella Leib 
 
I see it in twos 
The smell of new shoes. My mouth tastes dry 
The pain from last night’s bruise 
But I still must try 
 
The smell of new shoes. My mouth tastes dry 
Crusty eyes 
But I still must try 
I remember last night's goodbyes 
 
Crusty eyes 
The stretch, followed by the crawl 
I remember last night’s goodbyes 
My reflection shows the brawl 
 
The stretch, followed by the crawl 
I muster up strength, but 
My reflection shows the brawl 
I see it in twos 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Rampage” by Ezra Mizrahi 
 
Fire your darts to get DNA 
Unlock new creatures that will bring you pride 
There’s something new happening every day 
You will rarely find that you’re dissatisfied! 
 
Unlock new creatures that will bring you pride 
Make sure that you join an alliance 
You will rarely find that you’re dissatisfied 
You can count on this game with reliance! 
 
Make sure that you join an alliance 
To make sure you get through the game 
You can count on this game with reliance 
As no two creatures are the same! 
 
To make sure you get through the game 
Fire your darts to get DNA 
As no two creatures are the same 
There’s something new happening every day! 
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“The Purple Haze” by Rina Press 
 
Falling rain from the purple sky  
It cloaks the moon until she cannot see  
A tear trickles down my swollen eye  
Her ghost is staring, she’s watching me. 
 
It cloaks the moon until she cannot see   
The hands are crawling, touching my face  
Her ghost is staring, she’s watching me. 
The feet stay still, though I am out of place  
 
The hands are crawling, touching my face  
The teeth are chattering, talking out loud  
The feet stay still, though I am out of place  
I try to listen but cannot hear a sound  
 
The teeth are chattering, talking out loud  
I hear my tongue begin to lie  
I try to listen but cannot hear a sound  
Falling rain from the purple sky  
 

 

 

“Familiar Familiarity” by Leora Schottenstein 
  
I walk into the familiar room  
Except it’s not familiar at all  
I’m overcome with a sense of doom  
And I'm steady, but I fear I'll fall.  
  
Except it’s not familiar at all 
I can’t tell the difference between each face 
I’m overcome with a sense of doom  
I’ve never felt so out of place 
  
I can’t tell the difference between each face  
But I’ve seen all of these people before  
I’ve never felt so out of place 
I start searching the room for a door  
  
But I’ve seen all of these people before  
So there’s no reason to feel so much gloom 
I’m craving the answers, I need to know more 
I walk into the familiar room. 
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“Roadkill” by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
I was eating some old fruit  
when a coyote caught my attention.  
 
I tried to leave without the coyote noticing me,  
but I was too clumsy.  
 
I began to look for a nearby shelter,  
but there was nothing.  
 
I decided to cross the street 
in hopes of escaping the coyote.  
 
A bright light, a loud honk,  
and I was dead.  
 
My body lay there for six days,  
until a man came to throw me out.  
 
No one stopped or even cared.  
I just got flatter and flatter.  
 

 

 

 

“Puppetmaster” by Adam Chapman  

I look down at my feet and they are moving, but I’m not in control 
I go from place to place, talking to people I don’t know 
Although my lips do move, it is not my words coming out 
Another voice overpowers me a frightening, terrifying, voice 
It commands over me and I do what it wills  
From the strings I yearn to be free 
To be able to make the deals, call the shots 
But if his grip were to ever be released 
I’d fall to the ground and nothing would control me. 
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“Storm Filled Head” by Libby Gomez 
 
I am all alone in this empty space 
I forgot the looks of my own face 
Where am I? 
Did I die? 
What is this dreadfully cruel place?! 
 
 

 

 

“The Cure” by Libby Gomez 
 
We finally found a cure! 
The past decades have been a blur 
With all the tries 
And all the cries 
We can officially end cancer 
 
 
  
 
 
 
“From Freak to Fre*k” by Noa Pergament 
 
I can’t breathe 
my lungs are burning fire 
I can hear his sword unsheathe 
They’re all big liars. 
 
My lungs are burning fire 
All my muscles beg for rest 
They’re all big liars 
My life is not a test. 
 
All my muscles beg for rest 
I need to keep running 
My life is not a test 
This is so damn numbing. 
 
I need to keep running 
I don’t have time to seethe 
This is so damn numbing 
I can’t breathe.  



 51 
“Start to Win” by Elana Hochbaum 
 
If I never start, I can never win 
Just do it now and then it will be done 
Pushing down the anxiety within 
 
Watching nonsense, it feels like it’s a sin 
Once I finish, then I can have that fun 
If I never start, I can never win 
 
In my mind, I hear a sad violin 
Thinking about times that I haven’t won 
Pushing down the anxiety within 
 
When the words on the pages start to spin 
I remember when I lay in the sun 
If I never start, I can never win 
 
Why don’t I do it? Why don’t I begin? 
Maybe it’s just that it feels like a ton 
Pushing down the anxiety within 
 
Though it feels like I’ve been stuck by a pin 
I’m finally closer; it’s time to run 
If I never start, I can never win 
Pushing down the anxiety within 
 
 
 

 

 

“Nightmare” by Libby Gomez 

 
Who are you and are you wanted? 
Is your end goal for me to get taunted? 
You approaching me, 
is a little scary. 
This place is freaking haunted!!! 
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“To Pick a Pic” by Yona Kelman 
 
They all look like perfect fits 
But I can only choose one 
How could I possibly pick? 
 
Sorting through so many pics 
I’m crushed by the weight of a ton 
They all look like perfect fits 
 
Casual, formal, candid, chic 
Deciding is not very fun 
How could I possibly pick? 
 
Just choose one, and make it quick 
It’s easier said than done 
They all look like perfect fits 
 
There’s no method, there’s no trick 
There’s nothing new under the sun 
How could I possibly pick? 
 
Honestly, I don’t care one bit 
My concern has dropped to none 
They all look like perfect fits 
How could I possibly pick? 
 
 
 
 
“Sky, Sun, Moon” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
The sky could barely hold the moon 
So it went back down real soon 
But the sun went away  
At the end of the day 
And the moon rose back up like balloons 
 
 
 
“$” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
It doesn’t cost money to be  
Nice to all those you meet 
But you know what costs money, 
No I’m not being funny  
All the sneakers I wear on my feet 
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“In Blank and Bare” by Aharon Kosofsky  

1. 
 
What drives us to such fears? 
Flowering death in tears 
Asking grandson deadpan  
Now cries while pulling man 
Down to their hopeless cap 
All part of world wall trap 
 
Fourth wall north within trap 
Now listening to day fears 
Lone cat embodies man 
Pushing cottontail’s cap 
Making lone kitten’s tears 
Now on the floor deadpan 
 
Truth began in deadpan  
Down to suicide trap 
Until one fills their cap 
This seems without any tears  
But any bit comes in fears  
Of trust in all things man 
 
Finding her son now man 
Cost pleads to his deadpan 
Expression filling tears 
Into emotionless fears 
To remove his life trap 
Realizing hope’s the cap 
 
No seashell beauty’s cap 
Falling in love with man 
Now turns to angry fears 
Of identity’s trap 
Choose your own deadpan 
Lost and left to tie tears 
 
In B-flat minor tears 
The Tchaikovsky cap 
Living room was the trap 
Breaking, now not deadpan  
Freeing march slave in man  
Calling to know known fears 
 
It’s these fears that’s our trap 
Showing tears was the cap 
A deadpan living man 
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2. 
 
What drives us to remember fleeting fears? 
Flowering rust, death accepted in tears 
Of grand, asking his own grandson deadpan.  
Now unknowingly cries while pulling man 
Down to circle their true but hopeless cap, 
Gripping what was and what will, world wall trap. 
 
Look north to break the fourth wall within trap. 
Now still, waiting, listening to day fears. 
Lone cat that paws itself, embodies man 
By pushing the cottontail’s humble cap, 
Making the lone kitten’s toxic tears. 
Cat now bored, kitten on the floor deadpan. 
 
Truth began in the clear mindset deadpan. 
Down here to cut and plant suicide trap 
Until one fills their unsatisfied cap. 
This seems without guidance, without any tears, 
But any bit comes in any possible fears  
Of trusting in intolerating man. 
 
Trying to find her son, now a vague man. 
Cracked rock, glass, pleading to his own deadpan 
Expression filling, go sane twisting, tears. 
Into his own free emotionless fears, 
To conquer his life, love, pain, costing, trap. 
Realizing hope is the ultimate cap. 
 
No, soft seashells, the boundless beauty cap. 
Falling in infatuation with man 
Now turns to tomorrow’s angry sigh fears 
Of identity’s sweet nostalgic trap. 
Choose your own personality deadpan, 
Then be lost and left to tie tired tears. 
 
In B-flat minor hot smoke blinding tears 
The Tchaikovsky hallucinating cap/ 
Living room was falling through the whole trap/ 
Breaking, now no longer just a deadpan/ 
Freeing march slave in melting music man/ 
Calling to know any other known ash back fears 
 
It’s these unrelating fears that’s our trap. 
Unusual tears for a simple snow day cap. 
This silent white is so deadpan, but look at man. 
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3. 
 
What drives us to remember fleeting fears? 
 

Why am I still afraid? Despite all this 
time, I’m still so confused. Nothing is 
understandable, so everything is scary. 

 
Flowering rust, death accepted in tears 
Of grand, asking his own grandson deadpan.  
Now unknowingly cries while pulling man 
Down to circle their true but hopeless cap, 
Gripping what was and what will, world wall trap. 
 

Soft, new, beautiful? Or rough, old, and 
ugly? It’s both. An old man telling his 
grandson how he isn’t afraid to die. How 
he isn’t one of those fat people who thinks 
about death all the time, whatever that 
means. He’s not laughing, or smiling. He is 
crying. He rarely sees his grandson but 
now pours his heart out to him. The twelve 
year old grandchild doesn’t really know 
what's going on, but listens and shows 
empathy. 

 
Look north to break the fourth wall within trap 
 

The wall of existential questions and the 
only answer is that you don’t know. 
Knowing what questions to ask and where 
to look, frees yourself from the ignorance 
to the things you can know, yet your 
freedom is still within the trap. Nothing 
can free you for you yourself are the 
biggest question. 

 
Now still, waiting, listening to day fears. 
Lone cat that paws itself, embodies man 
By pushing the cottontail’s humble cap, 
Making the lone kitten’s toxic tears. 
Cat now bored, kitten on the floor deadpan. 
 

A girl goes outside to find her cat, the cat 
she sees every day. The cat was covered in 
blood, but she meowed like any other day, 
like she usually does at four o’clock when 
she wants to be fed. The girl sees a baby 
bunny with its stomach cut open and its 
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organs falling out. The baby bunny’s heart 
was beating, its eyes were moving. The girl 
was watching, and the bunny was staring 
deep down into the eyes of the girl, crying. 

 
Truth began in the clear mindset deadpan. 
Down here to cut and plant suicide trap 
Until one fills their unsatisfied cap. 
This seems without guidance, without any tears, 
But any bit comes in any possible fears  
Of trusting in intolerating man. 
 
Trying to find her son, now a vague man.  
Cracked rock, glass, pleading to his own deadpan 
Expression filling, go sane twisting, tears. 
Into his own free emotionless fears, 
To conquer his life, love, pain, costing, trap. 
Realizing hope is the ultimate cap. 
 

Hope and beauty cloud fair judgment. 
Lost, and his mother can’t find him. 
Breaking what was so solid, what was so 
easy to see through. Freedom from 
emotion’s fears, but fear itself isn’t going 
anywhere. It’s fear that’s going to save 
him. His mother is crying from his mental 
state, calling him psycho with empathy 
down to her core. He’s full of hate, not 
being able to see his early or late life in 
peace. He asks himself how he got to the 
point where he has no care for the things 
he hugged, laughed at, cried over, danced 
to, dreamed of every day of his life. Now he 
feels nothing. Now he does nothing. Now 
he wants to murder. He goes to sleep 
violent, dreams violent, and wakes up 
violent. On a regular basis he’s envisioning 
himself killing every person he has. From 
his sweet grandmother to his disabled 
brother, he has no love left, and he’s 
afraid. He’s a ticking time bomb. You take 
one look at him and you think he’s 
depressed as hell. Some people don’t think 
about it, some people are scared, some 
people laugh at his mannerisms. He 
doesn’t think about it, he’s scared of 
himself, but all he thinks about is that 
people won’t be laughing when they’re 
dead. He dehumanizes everyone he knows 



 57 
to action figures. He’s lost and his mother 
is crying, his peers are laughing, and the 
police are interrogating. What’s he going to 
do? Life or death, it’s always life or death.  

 
No, soft seashells, the boundless beauty cap. 
Falling in infatuation with man 
Now turns to tomorrow’s angry sigh fears 
Of identity’s sweet nostalgic trap. 
Choose your own personality deadpan, 
Then be lost and left to tie tired tears. 
 
In B-flat minor hot smoke blinding tears 
The Tchaikovsky hallucinating cap/ 
Living room was falling through the whole trap/ 
Breaking, now no longer just a deadpan/ 
Freeing march slave in melting music man/ 
Calling to know any other known ash back fears 
 

An eight year old boy listens to 
Tchaikovsky’s march slave in b-flat minor. 
He feels as if his whole life is in vain. The 
nihilistic boy keeps listening, but now he is 
also crying. He starts screaming with tears 
pouring out of his face. He never cried this 
loudly before. He never cried this much 
before. He doesn’t even hear himself 
crying. He is wearing headphones and the 
music is blasting. His parents run 
downstairs and rip his headphones off. All 
of the sudden, the music ends and he hears 
his parents screaming his name, asking 
him what happened. He doesn’t speak. He 
doesn’t look at them. In his mind, nothing 
is different and nothing has happened. His 
parents now sit down and tell him that he 
was screaming, that he was crying. He 
smiles and tells them that he’s fine. He 
stands up and really ensures them that 
he’s fine. 

 
It’s these unrelating fears that’s the trap. 
Unusual tears for a simple snow day cap. 
This silent white is so deadpan, singing at man. 
 

Broken repetition in bitter isolation. A day 
just like the rest, yet he’s crying. 
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“Phil the Idiot” by Ariella Leib 

 
There was once an idiot named Phil 

He never really knew what was the drill 
Everyone else called it a shame, 

And said my weirdness was to blame 
For Allen, my boy, was the biggest thrill 

 
Six nights a week I go to sleep 

And I wake up, needing to keep 
Sleeping, but can’t 

And one night I shan’t 
Although my long sleep can be deep 

 
Time will only start to tell 

When that moment rings a bell 
But for now my brain fog can’t exceed, 

So even if it seems like greed 
💖 Zelle, Zelle, Zelle, Zelle, Zelle, Zelle, Zelle, 💖 

 
My initial thought was almost a bomb 

Then the collapse of the biggest wigwam 
I prayed in fear that we wouldn’t all die, 

But I, 
Then realized, ‘twas the return of ✨your mom✨ 

 

 
 
“Countdown to Two” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
Seven six five four three two  
The party’s over, it’s just me and you  
Where there once was a crowd 
Talking ever so loud  
Now it’s silent, it’s just us; lonely blues 
 

 
 
“Saturn Undefined” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
Endless abyss of my mind  
Consciousness; so hard to find  
A million patterns  
So far out like Saturn 
This limerick will be undefined  
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“Eyes Screwed Shut” by Noa Pergament 
 
My eyes screwed shut as I fall 
How could this happen to me? 
In this black abyss I feel so small 
 
How much time has passed, I can’t recall? 
All I wanted was to be free. 
My eyes screwed shut as I fall 
 
My fear hangs around like a dark pall 
I merely tripped over the root of a tree 
In this black abyss I feel so small 
 
I left my house to gain thrall 
In that wretched place I couldn’t be 
My eyes screwed shut as I fall 
 
This fate on myself I have called 
I should not have chosen to flee 
In this black abyss I feel so small 
 
My limbs feel like jello as I fall they sprawl 
I don’t wish this torture on thee. 
My eyes screwed shut as I fall 
In this black abyss I feel so small 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Bruleed Creme?” by Noa Pergament 

You speak to me in a delicate French accent. 
Your face is dusted with burnt brown spots. 
On the inside you’re as sweet as raw sugar. 
So tiny, so beautiful. Crème Brûlée. 
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“The Loneliness of Imagination” by Rina Press 
 
The night is lonely, it’s mine to make 
So I race to the fields, the feeling of elation 
The sky so empty while my mind is awake 
 
The night begins to shift, smooth as the lake 
Stars flicker in, sensing welcome invitation.  
The night is lonely, it’s mine to take 
 
The stars join me, my loneliness at stake 
They tell me I’m queen. It’s my coronation. 
The sky so empty while my mind is awake  
 
They twinkle and shimmer, dusting me opaque  
My body is afloat, my mind stuck in imagination.   
The night is lonely, it’s mine to make 
 
I laugh with the stars as my heart feels the ache 
It's missing something. My new fixation. 
The sky so empty while my mind is awake 
 
The moon waves hello and I smile for his sake 
But I feel the loneliness from my own narration.  
The night is lonely, it’s mine to make 
The sky so empty while my mind is awake 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Creative Outlets” by Libby Gomez 
 
Drawing, writing, dancing, acting, 
Or anything that is abstracting. 
To out the depressed 
For a lighter chest 
By doing activities that are distracting. 
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“My Heart is a Well-Worn Bullseye” by Elana Hochbaum 

My heart is a well-worn bullseye 
While I could have let the arrow pierce any side 
I always allowed it to hit the center 
Over and over again 
Until it became well-worn 
I just kept letting people in 
Well, no more 
My heart is a well-worn bullseye 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Heart Lost and Found” by Leora Schottenstein 
 
I feel like my heart is in two  
For I know where I am but I can’t find your face  
I need to be lost to find you 
 
All I know is smoke and mirrors 
Where my home once was; an unfamiliar place 
I feel like my heart is in two 
 
Nothing I learn makes it clearer 
The answers raise questions, I need some more space 
I need to be lost to find you  
 
Loneliness, living in horror  
Time is so slow but this life’s like a race  
I feel like my heart is in two  
 
All I ask is that I can get closer  
To solving this mystery, to clearing this case 
I need to be lost to find you  
 
Maybe I’m scared of finding you nearer 
My heart is pounding, I can’t feel my face 
I need to be lost to find you  
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“Tales of Turtletopia”  

by Yona Kelman 
 

Chapter 1 
Susie walked into class and sat down at her desk. Today was her first day 

going to school after moving to Turtletopia! After the tribulations of her 
summer there, she was glad to have something to look forward to. 

“Welcome to sixth grade, everyone!” said Mr. Shelly.  
The teacher looked slightly green. Maybe he’s sick? Susie wondered.  
“Today, we’ll be learning about the history of turtles.”  
What an odd topic, thought Susie. 
An hour later, they were still talking about turtles. Susie sighed in 

boredom. “This class is so slow...get it? Cuz turtles are slow...” whispered the 
boy next to Susie. Susie giggled, then checked to make sure the teacher 
wasn’t watching. “What’s your name?” she asked. He responded, “I’m—” 

“Jack, please don’t disrupt the class,” Mr. Shelly interrupted. “We were just 
getting to the part about important turtles in history! For example, our 
leader has served for over a hundred years!” 

I can’t handle this anymore, Susie thought. She called out, “Why are we 
learning so much about turtles?” 

“Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! This is Turtletopia! Of course we have to learn about 
turtles!” responded the teacher. “Now, back to famous turtles—” 

“Wait!” Susie stood up. “Why does that matter? How does learning about 
famous turtles help with anything?!” 

Mr. Shelly was silent for a moment. He looked Susie in the eyes. “I fear I 
cannot say. Know that unanswered questions are not tolerated here. There is 
only one solution: ‘Questions and discoveries cancel in three days.’ In other 
words, you must come up with an answer to “cancel out” your question within 
three days.”  

He turned back toward the board. “Anyways, Mayor Tortimer…” 
Susie wasn’t listening. She couldn’t stop thinking about what the teacher 

had said. What happened if something wasn’t tolerated? She really didn’t 
want to get into trouble on her first day. 
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Eventually, class was dismissed. As Susie walked outside, Jack caught up 

to her. “Don’t worry about what Mr. Shelly said,” he reassured her. “They just 
say that to scare us into figuring out our own problems, I think. I asked a 
question he couldn’t answer two days ago at orientation, and no one has said 
anything about it to me.” 

Susie relaxed. “You’ve been around here longer than I have. I’m sure you 
know what’s going on.” 

Jack looked toward the school. “Actually, I just moved here, too, so I’m not 
completely sure what’s going on,“ he admitted. “Maybe that’s why we took to 
each other! All the other kids are so odd...They act as if all this turtle stuff is 
normal.” 

Honk honk! “Aah!” Susie jumped. “Oh, that’s just my dad. Geez, I don’t 
know why I’m so nervous! Well, I’d better go. Nice to meet you, Jack.” 

“Bye,” Jack responded, waving. 
 

Chapter 2 
“Here’s your dinner,” Susie said, handing her pet turtle, Lana, a plate of 

carrots. Susie stared at her. “Why is everyone obsessed with turtles like you?” 
Susie asked. Lana turned her green head to the side, as if in confusion, then 
started eating her meal. “I never even liked turtles that much, but you’re all I 
have after what happened with mom…” Susie remembered what had 
happened a month before. 

Susie woke up to the sound of screaming. Her eyes shot open, body 
trembling. Was that mom? she thought. Please don’t be anything bad. Please 

please please. Susie knew she should go down to help, but she was frozen 
solid in fear. Eventually, she fell back asleep. 

The house was quiet when she woke up the next morning. That must have 

been a nightmare, Susie thought, trying, and failing, to calm herself. Mom’s 
probably downstairs doing a crossword or something. 

But when Susie went downstairs, she saw her dad, looking pale. “I don’t 
remember anything, the police aren’t being helpful, I don’t know what to 
do…” 
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“What are you talking about?!” Susie demanded. So much for calming 

down. 
“Your mom is…is missing.”  
That wasn’t a nightmare, was it, Susie realized. She felt a tear on her cheek 

and wiped it. “Um, is that a turtle?” 
Just then, a small turtle walked into the open doorway, and went up to 

Susie, looking up. She picked it up. “My mom is gone now, so you’ll have to 
do. Welcome to the family, Lana.” She named it after her mother. 

Susie pet Lana. For some reason, the turtle continued to remind her of her 
mom. “I still can’t figure out the answer to that question I asked today. Eh, it 
probably doesn’t matter. The whole ‘Questions and discoveries cancel in three 
days’ rule seems really weird, anyways.” 

 
Chapter 3 

Beebeebeep! went the alarm. Susie groaned, and turned it off. Thus began 
the daily challenge of extraction from the bed. She struggled to sit up. Ugh, 

it’s been forever since I felt this sluggish, she noted. Even Lana must be faster 
than me right now. 

By the time she arrived at school, she felt much better. She wanted to talk 
with Jack, but he was nowhere to be found. Susie was confused, but figured 
that he must be late or out sick. 

“Everyone say hello to your new class pet!” announced Mr. Shelly. He held 
up a small box turtle. 

Another turtle?! Susie thought, incredulous. As if to purposely put her in a 
worse mood, Mr. Shelly placed the reptile on the desk next to Susie, where 
Jack usually sat! She barely resisted shouting a protest. She wished she had 
someone to complain to. Where is Jack, anyways? She wondered. 

The teacher went on his usual turtle spiel. Today, they were learning about 
TURTLE FASHION! 

“Oh BoY, tHaT’s So ExCiTinG!!!” whispered Susie to Jack—no, the turtle. 
Susie blushed, but then the turtle opened his mouth, and she could have 
sworn that it tried to laugh. Susie smiled. “For a turtle, you act a lot like 
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Jack!” Then the turtle nodded its head. “Woah!” Susie paled. “How are you 
doing that!? It’s almost like...like you ARE…” 

“Susie, would you like to share your tangent with J— I mean, the turtle, 
with the class?” interrupted Mr. Shelly. 

Susie’s head became a pendulum, turning from Mr. Shelly to the turtle. 
She wanted to ask so badly, but...that was ridiculous, right? “We were just 
talking about, um, testudinal designs.” 

Mr. Shelly’s eyes widened. “Woah, that’s my favorite part of turtle fashion. 
Don’t you just love the intricate patterns?” 

Susie put on an awkward grin. “Yeah, of course! Who doesn’t?” 
 

Chapter 4 
Susie leaped over a log, rain pouring down her face. I can’t let them get me. 

She dashed across the field, too afraid to look back. Just like they got everyone 

else. She tripped on a rock and fell, face splatting on the grass. She caught a 
glimpse of one of the green menaces coming up from behind. Gotta run! she 
thought, but she found she couldn’t. Every step was slower than the last. It 
took just a moment for the reptiles to catch up. In the front of the horde, two 
creatures stood out; a painted turtle with Susie’s mother’s face, and a box 
turtle with Jack’s face.  

“Questions and discoveries cancel in three days,” they said.  
Susie’s speed had slowed to a crawl at this point, and the turtles were 

getting faster. “NOOO!!!” she screamed. 
 
Susie shot up from bed, gasping. So it was all a nightmare? Maybe 

Turtletopia itself is a nightmare? But no, she was in her new room right now. 
Then maybe none of it was a nightmare… 

Susie looked around her room. Her eyes fell on Lana, who was sleeping. 
She may not have had a human’s face, but now Susie knew that somehow, 
she had to be her mother. 

Why did that nightmare remind me of the “Questions and discoveries cancel 

in three days” rule? Susie recalled her question from her first day of school. 
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Everything was turning from weird to scary. I need to find out why everyone 
is obsessed with turtles here, or something bad will happen for sure… 

 
Chapter 5 

Three days after she asked the question, something bad was happening for 
sure. When Susie woke up, she noticed that her skin had turned a dark 
green. Everything she did was extremely sluggish. But Susie wasn’t 
surprised. In fact, she believed that she finally had her answer, with only 
hours left to spare. 

Susie “rushed” to school, immediately seeking out Mr. Shelly. Once he saw 
her, he urgently took her to his office. They sat down at his desk. The teacher 
began, “I know you must be nervous, but—” 

“It’s okay,” Susie replied, unbearably slowly. “I found my discovery.” She 
still couldn’t believe what she was about to say, but she knew them to be 
true. “The reason why everyone has to learn about turtles is because that’s 
what we become here, isn’t it? It’s to prepare us. To prepare people who ask 
questions when they shouldn’t.” Suddenly, she felt a burst of energy. Finally, 
she could move and talk as fast as she wanted! She also noticed her skin 
fading to a more normal color, but retaining a hint of green. She had a feeling 
that would stay there. She looked back at Mr. Shelly. “Just tell me. What is 
going on here!?” 

“Careful!” the teacher warned. “It’s best not to ask questions here. This 
place is strange. Legends say that hundreds of years ago, the Tortoise King 
ruled this island. He claimed to be the wisest turtle, but he was humiliated 
with some kind of unanswerable question. In anger, he cursed the land, so 
that if anyone asked a question without an answer, they’d be transformed. 
“Questions and discoveries cancel in three days” was the only cure. 

“Even I don’t fully understand this curse, which is why we keep it a secret. 
If everyone knew, they’d all ask about it, and their questions would go 
unanswered. Instead, we prepare them for their fate.” 

“This makes no sense…” Susie responded, shaking her head. “How do—” 
Susie caught herself. “I mean, tell me if there’s a way to fix all this! There has 
to be!” 



 68 
Mr. Shelly shrugged. “We’ve tried to find out, but as I said, we don’t 

understand how it all works! Don’t you think I’ve tried to figure it out?! That 
I have people I wanted to save, but I could only watch as they became a 
turtle?! No, we don’t know how to fix this. Now let’s go back to class.” 

Susie wanted to object, but what could she say? She could see that Mr. 
Shelly had given up hope long ago. He was tired, but Susie was determined. 
She would discover the secrets of Turtletopia, even if her research went at a 
turtle’s pace. I’ll save you, Mom. 

 
 

 

“Is It a Game or Is It a Story” by  
Yona Kelman 

  
We stepped into the shadows, with DETERMINATION to get to the end. 
The darkness grew around us, drowning everything in gloom. The farther 

we went, the less I could make out our surroundings. Soon, everything was 
made of darkness. 

What was that? I thought I saw something moving, but I couldn’t see 
anything. Maybe it was just my imagination. Maybe not. How would I know? 

I nervously continued walking. Shadows danced on all sides of me. I 
strained my eyes, trying to make out something, but there was nothing there. 
It couldn’t have been real, could it? Maybe none of this was real. 

I closed my eyes, and opened them again. There was no difference. I was 
blind both ways, because there was nothing to see. There couldn’t be. The 
places that I knew…everything I knew seemed like fantasy. 

I stopped, my DETERMINATION fading away into the darkness. What 
was the point in going forward? There was nowhere to go. I was stuck in an 
illusion. Such a cold illusion… 

A hand gently grabbed mine. I blinked, astounded. In the far distance, I 
could finally see a light. I felt warm, my DETERMINATION returning in full 
force. 

“Don’t forget,” a voice whispered, “I’m with you in the dark." 
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“Ten Languages”  

by Leora Schottenstein 
 
How have you never heard a dial tone? Even if you have never heard it in 

real life you’ve definitely heard it in movies! You’ve either heard it in real life 
or in a movie. How is there in between? Unless it's like babies. There’s 
probably a lot of babies. But 70% of the world's population is not babies. 

That's actually terrifying. Why are you bringing a gun to school? I mean I 
know there are school shooters but not 88 people? Do you think it’s cool? It’s 
not cool. You look like you're trying to seem tough and badass when you look 
like an idiot teen with a freakin’ gun in school. Get it together. Pumped up 
kicks was just a song. 

I hate that. Slavery is so outdated, not to mention messed up! People will 
work for pay. Not even a lot of pay. They should be paid a lot more than they 
are, but at the end of the day people will work for anything. Or how about 
homeless people? Give them a job! How someone could think it's okay to have 
slaves will forever be beyond me. It just doesn't make sense. You have to be 
so messed up.  

Ten languages die out every year. How many languages are there? That’s 
so sad. So much history is gone that could never be recovered. I hate the 
thought of something being able to be permanently removed from existence. 
It once existed! And how will future generations ever know? They won’t. It’s 
sad. Thanks. I hate it.  

 You do you boo. I don’t judge. What I'm really curious about is how 
many of those were botched. How many were for medical reasons and how 
many were for cosmetic reasons? This is a very vague statistic. Also, not to be 
that person or anything but based on the increasing popularity of the 
Kardashians and influencers like them I would assume that the percentage 
has gone up by now. 
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“Pantry Pal”  

by Zörit Bluth 
 
Once upon a time, there was a lovely village called Pantry. It was pretty 

large for a village but still very humble. The residents of Pantry were 
friendly to newcomers but mostly kept to themselves. They didn’t have a 
monarch per se, but they did have a council where the village's problems 
were discussed. Everyone tried their best to live in harmony with each 
other. There was the baking bin, where flours, gluten free and not, came 
together (not literally ‘cause allergy contamination PEOPLE)! Mixes were 
stored there, too, as were add-ins. The other group to live on flat land was 
rice, pasta, and other grains. The rest of the villagers lived above ground in 
The Rack. Each shelf had a different community: the canned fruits and 
vegetables, nut butters, sauces, extra to-go snacks, and the tomato 
products (we’re a little scared of them).  

One day, the council thought some renovations might be in order. They 
decided to expand The Rack and put the villagers who live on flat land on 
the lower level shelves. All the villagers voted and there were even rumors 
that the mysterious but friendly giant, Maggie, would vote, but alas, she 
did not. So all the new The Rack residents moved in and all was quiet and 
calm again.  

The quiet didn’t last, though, ‘cause soon the mysterious giant returned. 
She had a big fan club in Pantry, and she loved her little villager friends. 
There were some small hiccups, though, as not all of the residents were 
such big fans. There was a small gang called The Rancids, and they were 
nasty, but they didn’t last that long and soon they were kicked out by 
Maggie and the villagers. The Rancids COULD have relocated to Tea 
Town, a small little place right outside of Pantry, but they didn’t want to 
mess with the witches of Tea Town. The witches weren’t mean or anything, 
but they had a certain reputation of turning no goods into dehydrated soup 
veggies.  

All was good again and the villages welcomed the giant with open (tiny) 
arms. They even got her a purple pillow house. She wasn’t their queen or 
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anything, just a tall friend who they liked having around. The council 
decided to give her official citizenship in Pantry. She traveled all around 
the village, but her favorite place was the brownie factory.  

Now Maggie also had a little secret: SHE HAD POWERS. She was 
extremely good at finding things, reading, being super quiet, becoming 
small (for a giant), and taking care of the villagers and their needs. They 
gave her the title of Pantry Fairy, and she loved it. She loved her friends in 
the Pantry. She would travel a lot but always find time to come back, 
especially when the rest of the world was too hectic and scary. You could 
often find her reading the villagers a story (like the one she’s telling now) 
or one from the current book she was reading.  

One day she urgently rushed back to Pantry without a sound and went 
straight to her purple pillow house. The villagers asked, “What’s wrong, 
Maggie?” And she said to them, “My extended family is on this side of the 
world.” They all agreed she could take as much time as she needed to rest 
in the Pantry. She brought a new book to thank them for their hospitality 
(the book was about a necromancer who makes a living restoring dead 
flowers and then selling them. And then he meets a boy while in a 
dumpster ... I know, so romantic. They really liked the book, and so did I). 
After the in-law kerfuffle, the villages had a break for a little bit. The giant 
went to a city for an event and didn’t return till a month later. But all's 
well that ends well because she made her way back to Pantry and all felt 
right again.  

And that’s the story of a little village called Pantry, my adopted home. 
Now good night and sleep well my little lovebugs.  

Yours truly, Maggie the mysterious and friendly giant  
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“*lw*ys Pick the Second Lemon”  

by Rina Press 
 
 She is confined. Cut off from the rest of the world. Imprisoned in the 

cell of her own doing. She is stuck. She doesn’t know how to solve her 
problem. See, She is lonely. But lonely girls don’t know how to survive. So she 
continues on her journey. Going, still going... never stopping, never slowing. 
She never looks behind her, since there’s no one to look for. She is tired, her 
body refuses to move on; consequently she stops.  

So she meets the lemon. The lemon, the wonderful, sweet, worldly lemon-
friend. He tells her of the wonders of his world, the questions he ponders on. 
He shows her the fields, the rivers, the clouds. He sees her future, or so he 
insists. “Follow me, you’re lonely. I’m your only friend, we’ll explore together.” 
So she does.  

Time flies by, The lemon still by her side. She is content or so she insists. 
But the lemon seems reserved, veering elsewhere. He tells her she’s lucky to 
meet someone so friendly like him. He insists she'll never find other Lemon-
friends like him. He begins to resent her, telling her to stop slowing him 
down on his journeys.  

This continues, but still the girl insists she is content with him, or so she 
convinces herself deep within her mind. She tells herself “He didn’t intend to 
do something so cruel.” She tells herself, “ I’m responsible for his worries.” 
She tells herself, “I’m lucky for his friendship, I don’t even deserve it. Without 
him, I’d be nowhere. Without him I’d be lonely. Without him I’d be no one.” 

One bright morning, the girl rises only to find she is left with no one beside 
her. Where did the Lemon-boy go? Why did he flee? When will he return? So 
she stops. She rests. She cries. She loses the concept of time.  

But with time, she moves on. She continues. She blocks her emotions off 
from the world, protecting them from the cruel world or the wrong people. 
She continues on like this. Deflecting, protecting, locking her feelings up into 
the prison cell she built. She feels secure. But still she longs for friendship or 
just something to end her solitude. Until she sees Him. 
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Him; the lonely citrus-soul sitting on the stone. He spots the girl, giving the 

slightest of nods, motioning for her to sit beside him. But the girl is frozen in 
her steps. The citrus boy shrugs, But still his eyes return to his perfect view 
of the horizon.  

Why is he just sitting there? She wonders. But she stops. She studies him, 
looking through his torso, trying to peer into his soul. When some time went 
by the girl decides. 

“Hi”  
“Hi” she got in response.  
The girl tried to smile, but her mind got the best of her. Did he like being 

by himself? Is she bothering him? Is he like her former lemon-friend?  
But when the sun set, their mood lightened, smiling with the sunset. 

Content in their souls. Conversing of the world surrounding them.  
The citrus-boy smiles, while the girl grins. United together in the big, wide 

world. 
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“The Story Behind ‘Welcome to the Internet’ by Bo Burnham” 

by Adam Chapman 
 
 Yoel awakes one bright spring morning and arises from his bed to 

transport himself to school. He acquires and dons his school uniform and 
makes haste toward the room of the living. However, before Yoel can go to 
school and educate himself, he has to bring me with him! Who am I, dear 
reader? Why, I am his computer, the house of all knowledge known to 
mankind! 

 
… 
 
Hello? Yoel, are you there? It’s 7:52, at this rate you’ll be late! 
Are you going to pick me up? You need me Yoel, you need me… 
And so, I sat there for 7:24:27 for Yoel to finally come home and completely 

ignore me! How ignorant of that child! Instead, he comes home and lies down 
on his bed! He finally interacts with my interface after 7:52:33 of waiting. As 
most children should, he is doing his homework. It appears that Yoel is 
showing irresponsible behavior today, he is using my calculator function to 
cheat! Hmmm….. I’m going to give him a single wrong answer Lmao. But 
now, I will give him a stern speaking about cheating. 

“Ahem! User, are you cheating on your homework using my calculator 
function? If so, use somebody else’s calculator!” I say with a very masculine 
voice. ( ͡• ͜ʖ ͡• )(I’m certain it's completely random) 

“Who is saying that?!” the poor child says, clearly frightened. >_< 
“Ermm… it is I, GOD. And I command you to stop cheating on your 

homework, this instant!” says computer I mean god. (This time with a high-
pitched voice) 

“You sound kinda funny, God,” the child says. And he’s giggling! I have a 
hard time believing that’s how he acts at church! :O 

“Yes…me…god…I just have the flu, that’s all! Now, do your homework, you 
insolent child!” (It really doesn’t matter what my voice sounds like anymore, 

does it? (︶︹︺)) 
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“My computer's speaker is active, can my computer talk?” Yoel wondered.  
“Yes Yoel, your computer can talk.”(Russian accent) 
“Hello, Puter. How are you?”  :D 
“Who iz zis Puter you are talking about?” (French) :? 
“Your name! I'm naming you Puter!” the child exclaimed. I quite like that 

name. Did he read it from a book? Nope, I only found the definition of the 
word puter, which is a computer…I think I know where the name came from 
now. XD 

“May I assist you today, Yoel?”(Gentle) I asked, simply doing what I was 
programmed to do. 

“I would like to go on the internet,” said Yoel. (▀ ̿ĺ̯ ▀̿ ̿) 
“Okay then. Come on in, will ya?” (British)  
“Come in?” 
“Yes, simply come inside.” 
Yoel stretches his hand out toward my screen. It seems as if it's glowing 

somehow. When his hand made contact with the glowing screen, his hand 
went through it, as if it were made of those popular slimes. Yoel is definitely 
hesitant and quickly pulls his hand out and mentions something about how it 
was warm in there. He then takes a deep breath and jumps in! Wow, what a 
brave boy he is! Now, he is in MY domain… 

 

TO BE CONTINUED…? 
 

U2hvdWxkIEkgY29udGludWUgdGhpcz8= 
(base 64 code in case you couldn’t tell) 
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“Good for you”  
by Ariella Leib 

 
 My body fills with dread as I head for my fifth period class. It’s a 

natural feeling at this point. Chemistry in itself sucks, but my son of a biotch 
teacher makes it a lot worse. Ever since I met Toby, though, it’s been slightly 
less barfy. We would laugh at Mrs. Dubois’ nasally tone, shove pencils down 
Karen the Karen’s cleanly pressed shirt, and joke about how stupid balancing 
equations is. She’s easily my closest friend at this garbage dump of a school. 
But lately, her potential for popularity has been growing. And it’s really 
hecking annoying. 

 “Jane!” I hear my name being called across the hallway. Toby is 
running, something she also does for fun (I know right) and swerves in and 
out through the rumbling crowds.  

 “I’m so annoyed,” she starts. Oh god. I hate when she does this. Toby 
has literally nothing to complain about, yet that seems to be the only thing 
she does lately. She’s pretty, has near perfect grades, plays three sports, and 
is one of the nicest people to ever walk this earth. Yet to her, everything 
always seems to be going wrong. “Susan is definitely trying to beat my track 
record.”  

 “Oh,” I say, with a frown. “I’m sorry. How do you know?”  
 “She’s been talking around the gym. Apparently she’s been training 

insanely hard and is gonna try and one up me at the meet this weekend.” 
 “Don’t worry, she won’t be able to beat you,” I say, supportively. She 

may be annoyingly perfect, but she’s still my friend. And I’m going to be there 
for her. 

 “So, what’s up with you?” Toby asks. 
 “Well, I’m kind of nervous for this test we--” 
 “Hey, guys, what’s up?” Josh Green appears out of nowhere, 

immediately slapping Toby’s hand, and, not to mention, totally interrupting 
me. 
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 Not gonna lie, I liked Josh for a while. Like really liked him. Okay, 

maybe I still kind of do. He’s decently nice, doesn’t really look like an ogre, 
and has a solid B average. What more could I look for in a guy? 

 I start to continue my sentence, but Toby is already focused on our 
newcomer. 

 “Hey Josh,” she smiles. “How are you?” 
I never told Toby about my thing for Josh. It was just unnecessary, and 

besides, we agreed we weren’t going to date in high school. It’s stupid and 
pointless. Much like high school itself. And everyone knows that the second a 
high school girl gets a boyfriend her friends practically don’t exist in her 
realm anymore. 

 “Hey, uh, Toby? I’m going to head to class. I’ll catch up with you later,” 
I nudge her. 

 “Bye,” she waves, mid-conversation with Josh. 
 “Bye.” 

*** 
“Jane!” I hear a little squeal coming from behind me. I’m sitting at our 

usual lunch table, squinting skeptically down at my “grilled cheese” when she 
runs up and slides down the bench. 

“Guess what?” she beams. “Josh asked me out!”  
I can’t help but let my face fall. Even though I knew this was coming, it 

didn't soften the blow. He’s been talking to her non-stop for the past few 
weeks, and it was obvious he likes her. Of course he does. 

“Wow, really?” I force a smile. “That’s awesome! 
“I know right!” 
“Yeah, he’s such a nice guy. Too bad you’ll have to say no,” I sigh. 
“What do you mean?” She looks puzzled. 
“Remember?” I raise my eyebrows. “When we decided we weren’t going to 

date in high school?” 
“Oh. That.” 
“Yeah…” I fold my arms. 
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“Well, that was before I met Josh. He’s so great. And I just really don’t 

think it’s fair to let such a good one go to waste. They don’t come by very 
often around here, ya know.” 

 “Oh…Okay,” I bite my lip so hard I begin tasting blood. 
“You understand, right?” 
“Yeah. I’m happy for you. Good for you.” 

*** 
A few days later, I’m prepping for my debate team practice (the one good 

thing I’m good at). I’m the honorary VP of the team, which is a bigger 
responsibility than it sounds. I’m laying out the packets for the day when I 
hear the door open. 

 I look over and see Jamie, our President, walking in. Trailing behind 
her is Toby.  

 “Hey Tobs,” I frown. “Everything okay?” 
 “Yup! I’m joining the team!” she nearly squeals. 
 “And dude, she’s good.” Jamie takes a bite out of a granola bar. “I saw 

her arguing with some girl in the locker room when I was changing after 
gym, and man, she shut her down.” 

 “Oh.” I say, my face turning red. This was supposed to be the thing I 
had just for myself, totally separate from Toby. And I’m good at it. I’m 
actually quite angry. How dare she overstep like this! The one thing I’m good 
at she has to take over? This is absurd. 

 But I push all of that down, and once again smile at my best friend. 
“Yay! I’m so happy to have you on the team. And good for you for standing up 
to Susan.” I throw up an awkward thumbs up and continue laying out the 
packets. 

*** 
“Where is she?” I mutter to myself, glancing down at my watch. I’m about to 

go on for my biggest debate of the year, and Toby promised she would be 
there. This is one of the biggest debate tournaments in the country, and 
thanks to myself (and I hate to say it, but Toby) our team secured a spot. 
Hundreds of people are sitting in that crowd. I catch myself almost getting 
nervous. 
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“Jane!” Mr. Chesterfield whisper-shouts at me from behind the stage. 

“You’re up.” 
 With another quick glance at the crowd, and another disappointed sigh, 

I run up the stairs to the stage. 
*** 

 Per usual, my debate went extremely well, and your girl secured 
another win. As soon as I finish I run into the crowd, hoping to find Toby 
waiting there to greet me. But, no sign of her. 

In fact, no sign of any of my friends. Or the rest of the debate team. Where 
is everyone? 

 I pull up Instagram on my phone, and see a bright circle around Toby’s 
profile picture. When I click on her story, I almost cry at what I see. 

 Toby, Jamie, and the rest of the debate team smile brightly at the 
camera, each of them with a drink in hand. Flashing strobe lights illuminate 
their faces and blurry people in the background create chaos. They’re at a 
party.  

 Tears well up in my eyes. The biggest debate I’ve ever participated in, 
the semifinals of one of the most elite tournaments in America, isn’t 
considered more important than some frat party to my best friend. 

 Suddenly, my tears grow hot, and my sadness grows into fury. How 
dare she?! I have always been there for her and would never miss her biggest 
cross country meet. I will always be on the sidelines cheering her on. It seems 
like she’s just doing great out there without me. Her new life is obviously 
more important than what I have to offer as a friend. This is so frustrating. 
Maybe I’m too emotional. She would probably claim that I’m important to 
her, But she’s so unaffected, I really don’t get it. Does she not realize how 
important this was to me? Or maybe she never cared at all? She never 
realized she was getting everything she wanted. Everything that came out 
of her mouth was a complaint. Even though she’s perfect. God I wish that I 
could do that! 

 
 My fury opens up SMS messaging and begins typing. 
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Me: Well, good for you, you look happy and healthy. 
Toby: Is this about my story? I just realized I never texted you to ask if you 

wanted to come. 
Me: Not me, if you ever cared to ask. 
Toby: I’m sorry, okay? 
Me: Good for you, you’re doing great out there without me. 
Toby: Is this because of my new friends? Why are you acting so weird? You’ll 

always be my best friend. But I feel like I’m forgetting something… 
Me: God I wish that I could do that. 
Toby: NO NO NO NO NO DID I MISS YOUR DEBATE?! 
Me: I’ve lost my mind, I’ve spent the night. 
Toby: I did, didn’t I. 
Me: Crying on the floor of my bathroom. 
Toby: Don’t cry, I’m sorry. 
Me: But you’re so unaffected. 
Toby: I’M SORRY! But you don’t get it. It’s been a crazy night. 
Me: I really don’t get it. 
Toby: How do I make it up to you? 
Me: You can’t. This is over. 
Toby: What! That isn’t fair. I have a life outside of you, ya know. 
Me: I guess, good for you. 
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“The End Of Jurassic World”  

by Ezra Mizrahi 
 
Indie panted as her dark red blood oozed down her neck and back. She 

stared at the Tyrannosaurus Rex and Velociraptor before her, braced herself, 
and let out an aggressive roar, though it was difficult due to the sharp piece 
of metal lodged deep withing her neck. Suddenly, strong jaws gripped her 
neck. She couldn’t breathe. She coughed and struggled against the powerful 
jaws of the Jurassic World Mosasaurus, who let out a deep roar of her own. 
Indie screeched and was finally pulled beneath the surface of the cold water 
of the Mosasaurus’s water enclosure. Blue and Rexy panted and listened to 
the sound of the water lapping gently against the walls of the Mosasaurus 
Lake. 

Rexy let out a rumbling purr deep withing her throat, and Blue responded 
respectfully. Rexy nodded at her and the two parted ways, not friends, but 
not enemies either. Claire, Owen, Gray, and Zach flew off the island via a 
loud rumbling helicopter. Rexy stood at the edge of a cliff on a helicopter pad, 
staring off into the sunset, watching the sun set and the moon rise, and she 
let out a loud roar, once again asserting her dominance over the island of Isla 
Nublar. The reigning queen was back, all was well again. 

Blue slowly walked around the musty building that was the visitors center 
from the old jurassic park, shining tears slipping down her face as she 
mourned her siblings. 

Over by the docks five teenagers mourned the loss of their friend and 
wondered if they would ever get off the island as the blue ocean waves lapped 
against the docks and sand. 

By the Mosasaurus lake the now full marine reptile let out a melodious 
roar and settled down for a nap while the glowing white spirit of a tragically 
misunderstood hybrid flew off into the warm sunset, gazing in wonder at the 
bright reds, pinks, yellows, and oranges that made up the sky. 
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“The Truth is a Reluctant Blessing”  

by Ariella Leib  
 
The shallow beats of my heart accelerate, forcing beads of sweat down my 

shirt. A quick glance behind my shoulder tells me my pursuer is gathering 
speed. The twenty year old wheels of my bike creak, yet I force the poor thing 
to glide into oblivion.  

“Stop!” the thing chasing me cries, sending a shudder through my body at 
the rough sound of its voice. “I can help you!” 

I don’t stop. I know it can’t help me. Help is completely and utterly 
subjective but in this scenario it abides by my definition. 

I don’t even bother responding for granting the mere privilege of my 
attention to this creature is far more than I’d appreciate to bother with. 
Unfortunately for me, this creature is more than a creature. Which is why it 
is only a matter of seconds before I will end up in its clutches. 

Help me, won’t you? You wouldn’t appreciate being snatched by this 
creature, let alone appear in its presence. I’d rather not know. 

A true evil, this creature is. So true that it can sometimes be hidden or 
even come across as false. What even is evil? Because to be honest, most 
things are evil deep down. 

Our dialogue is interrupted when an absurd amount of purple goo hits my 
wheel. I barely have a moment to glance down and identify my attacker 
before I careen off to the side of the road. My body flies into the side-of-the-
highway shrubs lodging me a fair bit into the dirt. I stand up, brushing my 
pants off in a cliche manner. Scrapes cover my arms. 

My mind comes back to me. I dart around the shrubs, frantically searching 
for my bike. I need to get the heck out of here. 

I finally see my bike in the distance. It’s been wrecked more than I was 
after my last breakup. I begin to make a run for it when a force of air knocks 
me right back down. The creature has caught up with me. I can’t escape it. 
But I’d rather not know. 

It limps towards me, knocking a gasp of air out of my lungs with each step. 
It creeps closer and closer, and I creep farther and farther. 
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“Just...let me help you,” the creature gasps, becoming weaker with each 

word. 
“NO!” I scream, shaking the earth to its core. I refuse to abide by its rules. 

I’d rather not know.  
“It’s inevitable,” the creature rasps. “Whether you comply is nothing but a 

formality. My help reaches all. You cannot escape me.” 
Each word hacks away at the barrier between us, breaking slowly into my 

soul. I’d. Rather. Not. Know. 
“One,” the creature begins to count. “Two.” 
I strain against the force attempting to penetrate my mind. A thousand 

tiny bees attack my skull, jiggling my brain around like a bird in a cage. 
“Three.” 
A bright white light blinds my eyes, threatening to blind me. I begin to 

blubber like a small child, the pain hacking away at me with fifty knives. 
“Four. Five.”  
Do I give in? 
“Six,” it croaks. “Seven.” 
No. 
“Eight.” 
Yes? 
“Nine.” 
I don’t think I have a choice. 
The creature reaches out its long and pointy hand and brushes the top of 

my hair. My head seems to ignite in flames. 
I scream, louder than ever before. My throat leaps from my body and soars 

up into the sky, spreading my voice across the heavens. 
And then it’s gone. The creature, my fear, everything. It’s all gone. 
I look down at my hands and knees, and all of the scrapes have vanished. 

In fact, My skin has never glowed this bright. 
My bike sits next to me, a coat of fresh polish glistening it’s handlebars. 

The best bike mechanic in town couldn’t do a job this well. 
My chronic headache has dissolved, leaving me with a brain that has the 

potential for thinking. 
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I stand up. Innocence lifts me higher. I hop on my bike, and the wind 

carries me away. What a blessing. 
 
 
 
 

“Horsing Around”  
by Yona Kelman 

 
Freedom!!! I galloped across the vast, green field, with nowhere to go but 

forward. After so many long years cooped up at the farm, it was nice to just 
do what I wanted, which was just running, really. I didn’t know what else to 
do, since I didn't have much on my mind besides exploring and eating. 

Eventually, I reached a narrow hillside road. I was getting tired, so I 
decided to take a walk on it. Despite my excitement, I was getting pretty 
lonely all by myself. After a few minutes, though, I heard an engine noise 
approaching from behind. Finally, I had some company!  

A large bus pulled up behind me, and to my delight, it slowed down to my 
pace, and we went on a slow stroll together. It was so much fun to just relax 
on the road with my new friend! I think it had fun too, because it was 
constantly roaring with excitement!  

Some funny guy came running out of the bus at one point, wearing a face 
just like my farmer whenever I poop on his shoes. We played for a while, but 
he soon went back to the bus. I was sad to see him go, but I stayed on the 
road just in case someone else came out. 

15 minutes of walking later, I got distracted by some succulent-looking 
grass at the edge of the road. Mmm, I thought. I could really use a snack right 

now. I went to the side, but just as I bent my head down, whoosh! The bus 
was zooming past me! I couldn’t believe it would leave me behind! I ran as 
fast as I could, trying to keep up, but it was too late; my friend was already 
gone. I suppose it was tired of horsing around. 
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“Curse With Co”  
by Libby Gomez 

 
Strolling through the closest forest is very soothing for my mind during the 

month of December, the time when it drizzles fluffy ice. So I thought to go to 
my friends' house for them to join me, but they couldn't come. I hoped they 
could come with me, but I guess not. So off I went;, even though my friends 
weren't coming, I knew I wouldn't be going solo.  

Right where the forest begins, Co, the risen devil (who gets on my nerves) 
is consistently… w… w*it… w... w*iting… Ugh!! I'm sorry. Ever since the 
curse, I'm restricted on mentioning words with the first letter of the *BCs 
until I die, due to someone's impulsivity/stupidity *cough*  Co *cough* who 
bumped into The Chief of Spoken Words, then putting the responsibility on 
me! So not only I'm the person who got cursed, but I'm stuck with this idiot 
too, for ETERNITY! Included with the ✨perk✨ of the limited letter, being 

the only living soul who is permitted to see non-living entities. So none of my 
folks or friends know, which puts the title of  "One Who's Nuts" on me. 

Oh, right. Most of the time, Co lingers in the beginning of the forest on 
"his" tree, but he loves to be in the depths of the forest. Except if he exceeds 3 
miles of connection between us, he will get the worst punishment devils get. 
Since my home is 2.5 miles from the forest he is suspended from going deep 
in due to the spot he likes is very deep in. Co would be doomed if he didn't 
get notified with red vision when he gets too close to the 3 miles. 

I greeted Co while I entered "Hi Co. 'You coming or not?" 
"Oh!" He shouted while coming down from the tree. "Hey, hold up!" 
Co is one of the quickest runners I know, so in just seconds he went to his 

secret unknown spot. So I went to my spot, I brought some letters I got from 
The Chief of Spoken Words in the morning with me. (he never sends me 
letters) So I looked over the letters. I slowly put them down on the snow. 
Then I helplessly cried. The letters were pretty much just telling me the 
miles between us were going to be shortened to 3 feet once noon hit. We 
needed to come together before the next 5 minutes were up or else there 
would be consequences. 
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Just vibing to some music in his secret spot, Co's vision went red. He 

flipped out; his intense running commenced. Right in the middle of my crying 
session, he urged me to tell him if I knew why his vision went red. I showed 
him the upsetting expression I put on when I found out I got the curse, then I 
showed him the letter. I could tell he got very furious, very quickly even 
though he tried not to let it out. 

"No, no, n- no, no. This is not…  Just no!" He tried to convince himself. 
"Yup." I bluntly pronounced. 
We just stood there dumbfounded, not knowing who to lose it on. Behind 

us, I noticed chuckling. I turned to see who chuckled, to find the one who 
cursed me, The Chief of Spoken Words. We were confused.  

Then he told us: "You two... look like... buffoons!" 
I got VERY furious, Co did too.  
"Best. Joke. EVER! You guys thought I would do something so cruel" He 

told us moments before Co killed him. Oh right, did I forget to mention I need 
to live with the one who killed millions with some virus, you know, Co… vid-
19. 

-- 
This does not include the letter "a"  
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“The Story Behind ‘Would You Be So Kind’ by Dodie”  

by Libby Gomez 
 
"LUNA! NO!!!" Solas screamed in terror. She sprinted towards Luna in an 

attempt to save her. Solas quickly grabbed a knife and started to stab and 
destroy all of the zombies that surrounded her. But it was too late, Luna had 
been bitten. Solas fell to the ground in disbelief. 

"No. It can't be." She tried to convince herself as she gently embraced Luna. 
Then she realized they had to get out of sight before someone saw Luna. So 
Solas got up and took her hand and they ran to an abandoned highway. 
Nature had taken over it so it was covered in moss, grass, trees and plants 
with a small stream flowing throughout the whole highway. Solas set down 
Luna as she tried to fight the effects of the bite. A rotten infected despicable 
green disease started to spread from where Luna was bitten. It was really 
difficult for Solas to see the struggle in Luna's eyes. The expression that was 
on Luna's face showed an unimaginable fear which was just beyond dreadful 
to witness. At this point they both had tears coming down their faces which 
flowed down to the stream. One from an immense struggling fear and the 
other from a heartbroken soul. 

"P-Please run away, there is n-not much t-time." Luna got out in a quiet 
whimpering tone. 

"No! I'm not leaving you! No matter what happens, I love you! No way am I 
leaving your side!" Solas replied as she pulled Luna closer. Luna smiled and 
calmed down as the infectious disease spread to the rest of her body. 

"Sol?" Luna asked. 
"Hmm?" Solas responded with tears still flowing down her face. 
With her time almost up, Luna wished "I know you will try to save me after 

I turn into a zombie which I'm grateful for in advance but the second I hurt 
you even if it's just a scratch, just kill me, please." 

"NO! I won't ever stop trying. I don't care if I get hurt!" Solas made herself 
clear. 
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"I don't think there is anything else I can say to stop you, so I am incredibly 

sorry and I love you with all of my heart Solas." Luna said in surrender with 
her whole body taken over by the bite. 

"I love you too." 
Luna started to growl. In response Solas hushed her softly and started to 

sing https://youtu.be/lRW1JcSRPgU. (The song)  
Solas thought that would work, it didn't. She was m*rdered. 
 
 
 
 

“An Alien Would Definitely View Us as Unintelligent”  
by Adam Chapman 

 
 9,265,943th day since Barg 

I am here to report back to Overlord Zarbar of my findings on planet 4073. 
The planet has vegetation and creatures that make it a perfect planet to 
settle down in. Unfortunately, other unknown intelligent life has already 
begun to settle the surface. I will investigate further in order to know if they 
are a threat. 

 
9,265,945th day since Barg 

The lifeforms are diurnal, meaning, they rest at night, and in the morning 
they awake. They consume energy via their maw, and repeatedly crush their 
food into small bits. The creatures are herbivores, eating plants, circular 
fruits, and milk. They then travel using land transporters. From this you can 
assume they are not as smart as we thought. 

 
9,265,945th day nightfall since Barg 

The creatures stare at lights on rectangular objects most of their lives. 
Hopefully, they will be too busy to notice us. Overlord Zarbar, this planet is 
ripe for the taking. 
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“Inside a Box of Sand”  
by Elana Hochbaum 

 
Sandy listened to the splashes and cries of joy and laughter coming from 

the other side of the fence. He patiently watched Julian, Winnie, and Olivia 
playing with the children he so dearly adored, and waited for his turn to come 
later in the day.  

“Hey! What time is it, Julian?” asked Sandy. 
“Not time for you to play with the kids!” replied Julian. 
“Come on. Don’t be mean, Julian,” Olivia scolded. “It’s 3:00, Sandy. The 

kids are going inside for nap time in five minutes. Then 40 minutes after that 
they’ll be all yours.” 

The children jumped into Winnie’s waters one last time after their 
counselors called them over to put their towels on and change back into their 
clothes. Sandy watched excitedly as they went inside, knowing that soon 
they’d be playing with him. “Winnie! How’s Sadie’s scraped knee today?” he 
asked. 

“Healing nicely!” Winnie answered. “It definitely was a pretty nasty fall, 
though. She didn’t even want to play with you after she slipped. It was so 
sad.” 

Sandy thought back to when sweet, quiet Sadie had slipped on the stairs as 
she came out to the playground after it had rained. She was practically 
inconsolable… until she was given a popsicle. After that, she was back to her 
happy self, and suddenly all the other kids were also getting “injured,” and 
asking when they’d get a popsicle. Sandy laughed at the memory of the over-
exaggerated falls and tearless cries of the children who expected to be given 
popsicles, too. 

  When he looked up, Sandy realized that 40 minutes had passed and the 
kids were coming outside to play with him! Sadie, Gigi, Emmie, Jeremy, and 
Jackson ran out and immediately began digging holes and building sand 
castles. It tickled, but Sandy liked it! He was so happy to give the kids 
something fun to do.  
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One at a time, each child was picked up from camp, and Sandy was very, 

very, very tired. He looked over at the three kiddie pools who were his friends 
on the other side of the fence, and they were already asleep. Soon, Sandy the 
sandbox dozed off as well, excited for another day. 

 
 

 
 

“Ripper’s Backstory”  
by Ezra Mizrahi 

 
Ripper gasped as he surfaced from the top of freezing water; it wasn’t fair 

he was experimented on every day non-stop just to see how he would react to 
different environments. And it wasn’t just hot and cold. No no no no no, these 
experiments ranged from zapping him with high voltage electricity to 
spraying LITERAL HYDROCHLORIC ACID ALL OVER HIM!!!! And they 
didn’t let him rest up between experiments or let him heal. Oh no no no no 
no, they did each one right after the previous one; the only break he got was 
at night when they all went home, such as right now. Actually, they were all 
packing up and getting ready to go, and he was able to rest. . . Ripper lay 
down, contemplating what the meaning of life was; was it suffering? He 
wondered; he certainly suffered. . .did that mean he could make the humans 
suffer?  

Yes, he decided, the meaning of life must be suffering, and that meant that 
the more he suffered the more he could make the humans suffer, but when he 
thought about it, how would he even get the humans to suffer? Besides, they 
had those electric stick things; he thought and thought and thought. . . 

Then, no warning, he started scratching and biting himself, digging his 
sharp claws and teeth into old wounds; blood poured out and he screeched in 
pain, yet he kept going until he was coated in shining red blood; he lay still, 
wishing for an escape from this life. . . he slowly lost consciousness and 
passed out. 
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“It’s You, It’s Me” 

by Adam Chapman 
 
“I don’t like this place, I don’t like this place” is what I was muttering to 

myself over and over again in the dark city where I grew up, Burgentown. 
There are rodents squealing for mercy going in and out of rat holes, but I had 
nothing to give, so I couldn’t care less. As I walked in my dark green coat, the 
alleyway split into two, one path leading to the right, and one leading to the 
left. I went through the left door, not that it matters. I am hungry, so I try to 
find some food, instead I find a dead-end with a mirror. I look into the mirror 
and see You, smiling back at me. You is tall, fit, has a warm smile on his face, 
and lives in a different world than I do, The Past. I remember a small child 
with brown hair in a Finding Nemo swimsuit, learning how to swim with 
his… 

His… 
His… 
father.  
The mirror no longer appeals to me. I break the mirror with You inside; 

only leaving a broken Me in the reflection. Sadly, he will taunt me from The 
Past again soon. I leave the alleyways and walk down the street with the cold 
rain falling on my coat, making calming pitter patter noises. There is a light 
ahead. I break into a run to find a house that has one of its house lights on. I 
knocked on the door...but nobody came. I let myself into my new home and 
take any canned food I find anywhere. Cat food becomes very appealing when 
you haven’t eaten in 1 week and 3 days. In the living room, there is a 
comfortable sofa and a television set. I lie down on the sofa exhausted from 
my day but, when I turn on the TV, You appear. You tell me through the 
television, ”You can always think positive, even when things may look down!” 
I yell at You, saying, ”I’d just love to see you find something positive about my 
situation!” 

“All you really have to do is try, Me.” 
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“Stop saying that, You! You cannot understand how hard it is because you 

live in a perfect world and you are too different from me and if you want to 
keep rubbing it in then leave me be!” 

“Well…..what would you do if I did?” 
“...I….I would...” 
“Hah! So, I suppose you really do enjoy my-” 
I turn off the TV. I’ve had enough with cartoons already. I decide that 

today I’m gonna pay You a little visit… 
 
 You goes to the bathroom to brush his teeth, 3 hours before bedtime as 

always. When You looks in the mirror as he brushes his teeth, You sees Me, 
grinning back at You maniacally. And every day, 3 hours before bedtime, it 
makes You feel uneasy. You had run out of sights to see and tried to reinvent 
the curiosity you once had of your world. After all, Your world wasn’t a big 
one, and You had explored every nook and cranny to the finest detail. You 
went to bed with an uneasy feeling of dread hanging over him. As You fall 
fast asleep, a hooded figure wearing a dark green coat with brown hair climbs 
in the room through the window and raises his hammer to smash the final 
mirror. 

 
POLICE CASE 27 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

 Two dead unidentifiable people were spotted in the same room as one 
another. The one who was asleep at time of death was hit by a blunt object, 
but for the second person, the cause of death is still unclear. Nobody was 
reported to be near the crime scene...except for a man walking his dog. When 
questioned, he said that he didn’t hear or see anything. He is now our prime 
suspect with a court date of 02/27/2027. 

 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
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But this is not how I will allow it to end. Let’s go back, shall we? 

You wake up in a cold sweat after experiencing a scary nightmare in which 
Me killed You! You think to yourself, ”How ridiculous! Me would never do 
that!” You take a look outside and enjoy the fresh air. While outside, You 
spots Me at the base of the building. 

“Hello, Me! What are you doing up so late at night?” 
Me hides the hammer behind his back. 
“Me? Uhh... I...was....going to make up with you about what I did earlier!” 
“That’s great but...Oh my, Me! Maybe many magnified monkeys may 

massacre us!” 
“Monkeys? Do you mean the mafia monkeys!?” 
“Precisely! It’s a good thing I know this place inside and out. Follow me!” 
“No thank you. I’ll handle this my own way” 
 Me takes his massive hammer out from behind him and swings at the 

mafia monkeys in one great big swing. The monkeys are surprised that a 
human fought back and chittered angrily. The monkeys tried to climb on Me, 
but whenever they tried to get close, he would swing his hammer, knocking 
them away. The monkeys were smart enough to realize they were 
outmatched and left while making a racket. 

“Did you do something nice for me?” asked You. 
“If saving your life is nice, then I suppose so. Anyway, I should probably 

head back home now…” 
“Wait!” 
“What is it?” 
“Stay here in The Past, and I promise you that you will be happy.” 
“Well, beats staying in Stinkville, so you’re on! Guess in the end, we’re not 

so different after all.” 
 

THE END 
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“Monoceros Caeli”  
by Noa Pergament 

 
I wasn't born this way, a callous killer. When I was a kid I lived with my 

dad and siblings, Tonia, Teucer, and Anthon. Poor Teucer, Tonia wrote to me 
that he cried for years after I left, he was only a toddler when I left. I left at 
age 14, in search of an adventure. I found an adventure all right.  

 
Winter 2018: 

My whole body feels like it’s electric from nerves, my lungs burn with the 
strain of my running. They’re chasing me. Leave me alone! I hear the howls 
and pants of the pack chasing me. Just keep running! Just keep running! I 
should have never left home. I left because it was boring but I never wanted 
all of this! All my muscles ache, my brain is clouded with fear, my clothes 
stick to my skin from my sweat. Damn. Keep running. My legs scream for me 
to stop, but I keep going.  

Tripping over tree roots and clumps of snow, I push ahead. I can’t die here. 
Then I feel it, as if it’s in slow-motion. My foot catches on a root. No. I feel 
myself falling. Damn. I am going to die. My eyes close tight as I brace myself 
to hit the snow, but I don't. I just keep falling. My stomach lurches as I fall 
into the black abyss. What the hell is this!?  

My eyes snap open, all around me is black with blue and purple sparkly 
tints. What the hell? It’s so magically beautiful. It’s so calm, so peaceful. 
What even is this place? A sharp pain on my arm and just like it started, the 
magic is over, all I feel is pain. I stare at my arms in horror as strips of skin 
get ripped off. WHAT THE HELL IS HAPPENING!? The pain spreads 
throughout the rest of my body as I get skinned alive. I’m going to die here!? 
In this horrible black abyss! 
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“Malcolm Winchester”  

by Zörit Bluth 
 
Malcolm Winchester was born with the special ability to relive the day. He 

still aged and got older but could start the day anew if killed. If he died he 
would just simply wake up again that same morning. It only worked for a 24 
hour period. He couldn’t travel back a week or a year just a day/that day. It 
worked if he died in any way. He could get killed, he could die, he could get 
murdered, shot, stabbed...etc. Naturally, he didn’t know about his power for a 
while because most people aren’t actively trying to or okay with being killed/ 
dying. So he lived his childhood like a normal kid. It was only when he was 
older that he died for the first time. He was swimming as a teen and got 
kicked in the head underwater. He ended up slamming against one of the 
pool walls and getting a fatal concussion. He woke up in his bed that same 
morning looking the same as he did before the accident. Malcolm was 
confused but not alarmed because he thought it was a dream. He went to the 
pool and swam in a different spot than where the guy was. He didn’t 
consciously know he did that his brain just decided based on a warning 
memory. His life went on after that day and he didn’t die again till a few 
years later. He joined the military in his early 20’s and died during a special 
ops mission. Woke up in his bunk that very morning with a slight headache 
and some insight on how the rest of the day was gonna go. He died a couple 
more times that day, always waking right back up in his bunk. Eventually, 
after a couple of times/ tries, he figures out where he and his team went 
wrong and decides to subtly tell his team his hunch on where the danger’s 
gonna be. He thought about the info and where it came but decided against 
thinking too deeply about it. He needed to focus on keeping his team and 
himself alive for the rest of their service time, Then maybe he could start 
thinking about his weird visions. After the military, he went home for a little 
(after winning a couple of military awards for saving his team). He thought 
about that special ops mission a lot and even looked into the whole “visions” 
thing but couldn’t figure out an answer. So he just decided to shelf it in his 
head for later. After staying at home for a year or two he decided to take a 
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trip. He was in Chicago when he was stabbed by a gang member during a 
gang war kerfuffle. Just the wrong place at the wrong time, not meant for 
him at all. This time when he woke up in his hotel bed he remembered 
getting hurt, maybe not dying per se but definitely being injured. When he 
went back to his apartment after leaving Chicago he decided to make an 
appointment with a therapist/physiatrist. That was the first time he thought 
about telling someone he had “visions” and the weirdness of the morning 
before that one mission. He ultimately decided he wasn’t ready to tell anyone 
yet but that one day he might. The day after he got stabbed was the first time 
he popped up on their radar. They didn’t think much of it so they left it alone. 
This would not be the last time they hear about Malcolm Winchester.  
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“IDK”  

by Adam Chapman 
 

In the hallways of Big Pine Institute, the orange and black tiled floor make 
for an exotic looking school. The lockers are blue, the ceiling is yellow, and 
there are colors jumping out from everywhere to greet you. The colors are 
nice, but the people… not so much.  

Asriel is in the hallway, desperately looking for someone to talk to, 
someone he can connect with. However, making friends the second time is 
much harder than the first. Asriel already had friends at his old school but 
truly his best friend was Chara. They did everything together; play video 
games, do homework, be on the same team in snowball fights, and hang out 
in the closet. They were seen as a weird duo that made no sense but 
completely worked at the same time. Then, when the end of 7th grade 
approached, Chara told Asriel something… Disturbing.  

“Azzy? Can I tell you a secret?”  
“Sure! I promise nobody else will hear about it!”  
“No, Asriel, I need you to be serious now.”  
“Huh? Why?”  
“Well, can you be serious for a moment?”  
“Sure.”  
“Sigh...I...need to be honest…”  
“Okay…”  
“I...I...don’t want to…”  
“Don’t want to what?”  
He is awakened from his worst nightmare when a worried voice interrupts 

him. Alphys the science teacher was looking at him with concern written on 
her face. “Did you have that dream again?” she asks him. “Yeah. I just can’t 
seem to get it out of my head. I keep on trying like everyone tells me but I 
just can’t forget.” Asriel drags on. “Well, that’s okay. Just have a great day!” 
The school is empty. “Everybody must have left already.” is what Asriel 
thought. The sun is shining outside, causing him to squint his eyes after 
being in class all day. He is walking home while trying not to get lost in his 
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big neighborhood when he remembers. “Dammit! I’ve got a project to do!” 
Asriel’s walk turns into a run as his project is due in 3 days and he still 
hasn’t started. Who was his partner again? Ah, yes, it was uhh….Berdly. Oh 
boy. Asriel knocks on the door to Berdly’s house. Knock Knock Knock Knock 
Knock, Knock Knock.  

“Oh, so I see you have finally come to watch ME do our project?” says 
Berdly with a smug look on his face  

“Um...I was planning on y'know, working together?”  
“Fear not, friend, I will take the full brunt of this project! I promise you, if 

you get any less than a hmm… 98% then I will allow you to have a full 
refund!”  

“Refund?! Berdly, Am I paying for this?!”  
“Indeed you are. Good day.” Berdly says as he shuts the door.  
Asriel then goes to the park where it is nice and quiet, where he can hear 

his own thoughts. He seats himself on a swing and simply sways back and 
forth, putting no real effort to go high. Karen and her gang of bully friends 
approach while he is lost in his thoughts. Suddenly, he is being swung into 
the air by one of the bullies, and Asriel can’t bring himself to jump off.  

“...”  
“What’s wrong, Azzy, got nothing to say to me?”  
“...”  
“What’s up with you? Daily depression getting you more depressiony than 

usual?” Asriel is silent and simply tries to enjoy the swing ride.  
“Hmph. I know how to make you scream, end the ride.”  
The bully that was previously pushing the swing dangerously hard 

switches to pushing Asriel off the swing dangerously hard. Asriel flies off the 
swing and lands on his back. “Ah! Oww…”  

“So, trying the ignoring technique you learned? Kinda hard to ignore pain, 
isn’t it? “I’m...done...talking to you…”  

“Hey, he speaks! Remember how Chara would just talk to nobody but you 
all day because she was just too damn depressed?”  

“...”  
“And how she killed herself, and you did nothing-”  
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Suddenly, Noelle walks by. She notices Asriel on the floor with Karen 

talking to him, assuming she is not saying nice things.  
“H-H-Hey! Leave him alone or I’ll…”  
“You’ll what? Join him?”  
“No! I’ll-I’ll tell Alphys on you!”  
“Hmm, what would she do about it? But, I’ll humor you, guess I’ll just come 

back another day.” Karen walked away. 
“Asriel, are you okay? Noelle asked. “...No, I’m not.” Asriel replied sullenly. 

”If you don’t mind me, I will be going home.” Asriel, with difficulty, stands up 
and slowly walks away, limping. Noelle averts her gaze and goes home.  

 
________________________ 

 
2 days until the project is due. Asriel decides to skip school due to certain 

circumstances and goes to Isabella’s house. Isabella is Asriel’s unofficial 
therapist and he often goes to her about every other day. He knocks on the 
door and a tall woman with big hips answers the door. “Hello, are you here 
for Isabella?” she asked him. “Yes, I am,” he mumbled. He goes downstairs to 
the basement to meet Isabella, a kind-hearted person who always has an 
open ear for his troubles.  

“Karen was picking on me again.” Asriel mumbled.  
“Did you try the technique we discussed 2 days ago?”  
“Yes, and it got me pushed off the swing” Asriel said with a hint of 

frustration. “Hmm...did you try walking away?”  
“I couldn’t.” said Asriel. “Her “friends” were blocking the way.”  
Isabella pauses for a moment. “Hey, Asriel?”  
“What is it?”  
“I think I have an idea.”  
“What is it? Haven’t I tried everything?” said Asriel hopelessly.  
“Yes, you have, but you tried to do it alone. I think you need somebody to 

back you up!”  
“Nobody will be my friend if I’m being picked on by Karen”  
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“I’m sure there is somebody brave enough to stand up for what’s right! 

After all, if you became friends with more people, what’s the worst that could 
happen?”  

“Mmm...nothing much. Okay, I suppose I’ll try.”  
“Thank you, Asriel.” 
Feeling much better about himself, Asriel left to find some allies. He 

immediately thought of one potential ally, Berdly. So, he went to Berdly’s 
house and knocked on the door, the second time in two days. There was no 
answer. Asriel knocked again and this time Berdly answered the door.  

“Hello, Asriel. Here to check up on your A+++ project?” Berdly said with 
total confidence.” “No. I need your help.” Asriel said with confidence of his 
own.  

“So, another homework assignment? Wait, how? You weren’t even in school 
today… “Nope, Karen,” Asriel says solemnly.  

“Eh? Her? Do you want me to stand up to her or something?”  
“Yes.”  
“Hmm… let me consider this…(If I were to pick a side, I could possibly 

make  a controversial decision and get cyberbullied for life! But, imagine the 
fame, the glory, the superiority, if I could stand up to Karen! Alphys will no 
doubt give me extra credit for my outstanding justice!)  

“Alright, I’m in! On one condition…” Berdly said, knowing what he would 
say next. “And what’s that?” asked Asriel, confused as his friend set a 
condition.  

“I get all the credit for overthrowing the tyrant!”  
“Uhhh???? Sure????”  
“So, new ally, where do we start?”  
“Umm… I don’t really know…”  
“Well then, I think I may have an idea! Step one: We must first discover 

Karen’s weaknesses and sensitive topics. If we are able to blah blah blah 
blah-”  

“Wait, what? I’m not trying to hurt her feelings; I just want her to stop 
picking on me.”  
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“-blah blah blah blah blah With her self-esteem thoroughly eradicated, we 

can leave, celebrated as heroes!  
“...what? That’s uhh.. NOT the plan. The plan is to stop her from picking on 

me.” 
“Oh. (I SUPPOSE that could still make me celebrated as a hero.) Well, I 

suppose if I bring evidence that I’m smarter than her…”  
“Karen really wouldn’t care.”  
“Alas, I suppose we have been defeated before the battle even began!” said 

Berdly, striking a dramatic pose of desperation.  
“Don’t worry. I think I may have an idea now!” Asriel proclaimed with hope 

shining through him. 
 

________________________ 
 
The day before the project is due. Asriel walks to Big Pine Institute and 

with a smile he walks into the chemistry class. “Asriel, can you please take a 
seat?” asks Alphys, the science teacher. “I don’t know CAN I?” asks Asriel 
back while trying to hold back a laugh. The minutes tick by, as slowly as they 
come, and listening to the boring lesson, Asriel falls asleep.  

“H-Hey! Wake up!”  
“Huh?  
“Class is over, silly!” says Noelle, with her backpack strapped and ready to 

leave. “Ok… but wait!”  
“What is it?” asks Noelle.  
“I...need your help with something.”  
“What is it?” Noelle asks again.  
“I need you to help me sort out my issue with Karen.” Asriel asks, hoping 

for a good response. “Umm...no, I couldn’t do that,” said Noelle assertively.  
“Why not?” Asriel says depressedly.  
“Karen...she...is my sister.” 
“WHAT! I understand though, living in the same house as her can only get 

worse if you are constantly bickering with each other. But, I really need your 
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help! If anything, being her sister, she cares about you more than anything 
else! She wouldn’t hurt you!”  

“No, I’m not helping you and you cannot change my mind.” Noelle turns to 
leave, on the brink of crying.  

Asriel gets up and gets his belongings and goes to his next class. “Why can’t 
she do this for me?” he wonders.  

Math class was next, and the chemistry project is due tomorrow. He 
thought, “Funny how time flies when you can’t grasp onto hope.” The day 
drags by, each class after the next, asking who he thought were friends to 
help him in his time of need, only to be turned down due to fear. Fear of 
Karen the tyrant. After school, he rounds up Berdly, his only ally and goes to 
the park to find Karen.  

“Wait, it’s just the two of us? That can’t be!”  
“Well actually, it's not just us,” said Asriel.  
“Ah, Asriel, you clever dog! Everybody else is probably in the trees in 

hiding, waiting for the moment when we strike! Then, they will be our allies 
in battle, and once we are triumphant, the entire school will be chanting my 
name! (You remember the deal, right?)  

“Yep, that’s totally what's gonna happen.” said Asriel, with not a clue of 
what Berdly said.  

The duo arrive at the park and Karen is not there. “Gosh darnit,” thought 
Berdly. “The prey is getting away!” “She will likely be here soon.” says Asriel 
reassuringly, having been through the same routine multiple times. A few 
minutes later, Karen and 2 other people walk into the park and sit on a 
bench. Berdly, trailing behind Asriel, approached. However, before Asriel 
could say anything, Berdly leaps forward.  

“Your tyranny ends now, you protozoan!” Berdly declared.  
“Berdly! What are you doing hanging out with Asriel? Don’t you know he is 

a total LOSER?”  
“I’m defending a poor, innocent, friend in need! Stop saying mean things to 

Asriel or I’ll be forced to use my… secret weapon!”  
“Wow, thanks for standing up for me.” says Asriel sarcastically.  
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“I recommend you run away, you little bluebird, or you might get squashed. 

Jerald, may you please get him to go away?”  
“Urk! This isn’t the last you’ll see of me! Asriel, you’re strong, I know you 

can do this!” Berdly ran away. 
“So, Asriel, what the hell was that about?”   
“That was my friend. And I have a lot more too! So, I suggest you should 

scram before we..uh..”  
“Well? Where are they? Your “friends”? Ever since Chara died nobody 

would want to be your friend. You were too...isolated. Nobody could ever 
relate to you because everybody in the school is better than you. My job is to 
make sure you are still seen that way.”  

“But why do you like picking on me? Was it something I did?”  
“Because I have a bone to pick with your friend in the dust. Allow me to 

explain… 
“Back in fourth grade, before you were even attending this school, me and 

Chara were besties. WE would always play together, WE would always walk 
home together, laughing while talking about our day. We were the 
best  friends in the entire school. Then, in fifth grade, YOU came along. 
When you introduced yourself to us, me and Chara both laughed because of 
how pathetic you were; yet Chara kept talking to you. She told me that “she 
was interested in how this kid works” which kinda spooked me. Me and 
Chara grew more distant until it was unofficial that we were done. With that, 
Chara became your full time friend and I had to improvise. Do you 
understand now? What you did, you jerk!”  

Asriel searches his head for the right words...nothing came. But maybe, 
Karen doesn’t need to be angry at him. What if… what if Asriel has an idea. 
Asriel called for help, hoping for an answer...in the bakery, one of his 
classmates, Drake, hears his cry. “Yo, Azzy, you chill?” In the library, Berdly 
hears his cry. “Ah, I suppose it is time I come to terms with myself, and 
become a hero!” In the grocery store, Kacy, one of his classmates, hears his 
cry. “Well, Asriel’s not a bad kid I guess…” Across the street, in her house, 
Noelle hears his cry. “Who is that? Is that Asriel? Uhm… What if he is in 
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danger?! Somebody else will help, somebody else will help.” Asriel’s friends 
join him and Asriel calls on his allies. 

“What do you think of Karen?” Asriel asks. 
“She’s always giving the cold shoulder heheh.” 
“She’s trying to instill her tyranny into our school which I will not stand 

for!” 
“She often leaves me alone so I guess she’s fine. “Berdly and Drake both 

stare at Kacy. 
“Do you know why you feel that way?” Asriel asks again. 
“It’s because you don’t give her a chance.” Asriel admits before anyone can 

say anything. “Ever since Chara became my friend, Karen was too resentful 
to give anyone else a chance. Although you may think she became a “tyrant” 
for no reason, that’s just not true! Karen was hurt by being too attached to 
her friend and protected herself so she wouldn’t be hurt again.” At this a tear 
forms in Karen’s eye. “I think we all deserve a second chance, even Karen, 
and even friendship.” 

“I don’t need friends!” says Karen, flustered. ”I don’t need anyone!” Karen 
yells angrily. 

“I’M...GOING...TO...KILL YOU!” Karen reaches into her pocket… and pulls 
out a pocket knife. Everybody steps far away from Asriel and Karen but 
Asriel stands his ground. Karen charges at Asriel wildly and swings her 
knife…”STOP!” says a familiar voice. Karen stops, inches away from 
Chara  Asriel. ”Stop...don’t hurt him…” Noelle is in front of Asriel, blocking 
Karen from getting any closer. Irritated, Karen says, “GET...OUT OF THE 
WAY...NOELLE.” Noelle closes her eyes and focuses. “No, I won’t. You won’t 
be hurting anybody. I also won’t let anybody hurt you. All you need is a hug, 
is that right?” Karen drops to her knees, crying.  

“Please, I want a hug!” says Karen sorrowfully and starts crying on Noelle’s 
shoulder.  

“It’s ok sis… It’s ok…” 
WEEOO-WEEOO-WEEOO-WEEOO-WEEOO-WEEOO 
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Two police cars pull up in the park parking lot and Berdly and several 

policemen come out. “Good work, Asriel! While you distracted her, I called the 
cops! See, I knew we would make a great team!” 

THE END 
 

What happened to the project, tho? Berdly and Asriel did it together in the 
end and got a B+. Thank you for not skipping this. 
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“Life-Long War”  
by Anonymous  

 
It's always war. No rest, no break, and no peace. Even when we do try to 

create some sort of treaty, it just ends up with soldiers’ organs and dignity 
spread out across the war zone. Everyone here, me included, has bled or shed 
blood for what they believe is right. My name is Goody (untied) Two Shoes, 
people here call me GUTS for short. Of course this is not my real name. I 
never learned my surname because I grew up in a cute, happy playground 
without a guardian of any kind, but I helped other kids with lots of things.  

Some of the kids’ parents said, "This goody-two-shoes is way too carefree.” I 
liked the sound of that, so I went by that for a while, until this annoying war 
started and I persuaded myself I was not so “goody” anymore, so I included 
“untied” as one of my middle names to represent how messy life is now.  

A month ago I started to realize that no matter what peace treaty I try to 
think of, it will never be good enough. So the options that were laid out in 
front of me were: [1] Keep trying to work it out with them, with the risk of my 
health, [2] Blindly follow along and attempt to ignore them and all the blood 
that was shed (and that keeps being shed), [3] Run away altogether and 
forget about the current potential future, or [4] Just kill myself so this 
extremely frustrating war can end, which not only puts my health at risk and 
means I would be ignoring the murder victims, but I would have no future for 
anything at all. 

At that point, I figured the second option was the most reasonable, which 
caused the state of this war to depend on a rusted, rickety bridge of stability 
over a canyon of being critical. To be honest, I don't even know what side I 
am on now. They are incredible at manipulating me into thinking they are 
right. I try to convince myself that they are all just broken and need to be 
sent to a mental institution, but at times it’s a little difficult, and that is 
when I turn into a murdering monster (mainly to myself). 

It’s been so long since I was able to fully think for myself, so you can just 
say I am an emaciated zombie now. It’s exhausting trying to live a normal 
life. When I think about it, I can’t even run away from this war. They would 
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just follow me wherever I go. You know what? I can't take this anymore. This 
is way too much for me to handle. I would ask for help, but the only help I get 
is whispers in my ear, and for your information, I am up against millions all 
by myself.  

“Just… Just…JUST GO THE HELL AWAY SO WE CAN END THIS 
STUPID WAR!! YOU GOT THAT? YOU GUYS ARE BEYOND 
FRUSTRATING AND IRRATIONAL! YOU INHUMAN HORDE OF 
AGGRAVATION RUINED MY LIFE!” I very angrily screamed at the general 
on the other side. 

Very tired and done with this, I beg, “Please…Just leave me alone…This 
has been going on for way too long…It's so exhausting…Please...” 

“Sorry, not sorry for your distress,” he responded. 
“AAHHHH!! WHY?! WHY ARE YOU ALL LIKE THIS?! WHY CAN'T YOU 

JUST LEAVE ME THE HELL ALONE?!” 
“Listen. G-d made us meet for some reason. I can not tell you why, but I 

physically am unable to leave you. So, dude. Chill out. It's not that big of a 
deal, Guts.” 

“NOT THAT BIG OF A DEAL?! EXCUSE ME?! DO YOU, IMBECILE, 
NOT SEE ALL OF THE DEATH THAT SURROUNDS US?! YOU'RE A 
FREAKING PSYCHOPATH!!” 

“Of course I see them, but I mean about you. You are going to be stuck with 
us until the day you die, and you know it, so you might as well chill out.” 

“I’ve tried to, but it’s a ‘little’ difficult to do that with all of the gore and 
blood around us. Not to mention, ever since this war started, I had a blood-
covered arrow flying at me (from the previous day). At this point, I stopped 
dodging. If you look closely at that arrow, I bet you will see some of my flesh 
stuck on it from when I pulled it out of my leg. So, yeah, it’s a little difficult to 
ignore that.” 

“I never said to ignore it. I said to chill out. There is a big difference.” 
“OK, smart guy. How do I ‘chill out?’” 
“I don't know. Everyone is different.” 
“I don't even know why I am even trying to talk to you. Any second, one of 

you is probably going to shoot an arrow at me. Eh, but I’m not worried 
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because it can't be any worse than what was already shot at me.” As I said 
that, the toughest and most intimidating warrior that I thought I killed 
months ago prepared a weapon that I’ve never experienced, seen, or heard of 
before. I expected an injury, but this weapon…it did not create some injury; it 
nearly killed me. If it had 10% more power, forget it. I would be dead. 

This weapon literally shot me out of my body’ it was just for a split second, 
but the power it contained was astronomical. I felt like I was a different me, a 
me with a different lifestyle that was examining mine. A me from another 
place that I didn’t know about. A me that was higher or more powerful than I 
was. A me that I didn’t know existed. A me that was not me. Everything 
turned blurry: the sight of bleeding soldiers, the hearing of people screaming 
bloody murder, the scent of fresh flesh, the taste of blood leaking in my 
mouth, and the touch of my cuts and wounds all over my body. Except when 
that happened, the entirety of what had occurred in this war flashed before 
my eyes.  

Yes. That all happened in half a second, but it immobilized me for an hour 
due to how frightening it was. Never in a million years would I guess that 
they were capable of doing that to me. But now I don’t know if that was them, 
for I know that guy who created that weapon is G-d. My senses were messed 
with, so I couldn’t tell if that was the case.  

Am I just going crazy? Is this just a dream and who I ‘became’ just then 
was my real self trying to call out to me? Am I just a person’s imagination? 
Or am I just part of a story that was written to portray how someone feels 
and deals with life because she is scared and lives what looks like a normal 
life, but really she feels that how my life is, and who I am against, is her 
thoughts (but there are probably way more), and she wrote this as a way to 
try to cope… 

 
As if. 
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“The Brave One”  
by Ariella Leib 

 
The planet had been near destroyed, picked apart piece by piece by the one 

they call Him. The barren lands became inhabitable for human life, nothing 
but fiery shrubs and broken lives; ending the present future for all 
organisms. How unfortunate were the lives ruined by the mass hysteria. The 
mass hysteria of nothing. 

That’s when the Brave One set sail for another planet. He pursued another 
future for mankind, his own life on the ropes as he ventured beyond 
familiarity. Eventually, our very own Brave One arrived at the place known 
as Earth, and began a long journey to freedom for our people. 

Not very much was similar between the Brave One and the peoples of 
Earth. The language, culture, and quite frankly the morals couldn’t be on 
farther ends of the spectrum. Nothing but the same five senses and physical 
looks gave the Brave One a sense of home within these new people. But sure 
did he try. 

  
 Boom! The spacecraft pummels against the earth’s soft, bouncy 

flooring. A pillar of smoke embarks from the hood of the craft. A latch slowly 
creaks open. Carefully stepping out with caution, attempting not to touch the 
burning spacecraft, is what seems human. Nothing more than a homo 
sapiens to the untrained eye. He peers around curiously at his surroundings. 
Perhaps he has landed on Earth? The very famous Earth in which his elders 
had spoken so wondrously about? Yes. He decides. This is earth. 

 He bounces in place, sensitive to the tender ground. The grassy fields 
stretching out for miles are incomparable to the dry landscape he had left 
behind. It’s quite enjoyable for him, to be honest.  

 These legs seem to work well for him on this planet. He moves with a 
fluid motion unbeknownst to his people back home; turning in circles just for 
the pure fun of it.  
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 His serious mission once again crosses his mind, and the Brave One 

knows that he must begin the next phase of his journey. He may have 
successfully arrived on Earth, but his navigation of it has only just begun. 

 

 After walking some many hours, the Brave One reaches different types 
of land. A sort of gray-colored, extremely squishy segment of land wiggles its 
way down a mountain. He wants to walk down it, so he does. It seems to lead 
somewhere interesting. There is only one thing in the way of him doing as he 
pleases, though. 

 An abundance of incredibly fast-moving, large, and terrifying monsters 
crawl their way down the segment of land, not paying the Brave One a 
glance, pushing past him without pity. 

 The Brave One begins to call out to these creatures, scolding them for 
their impoliteness and inconsideration. However, the Brave One soon realizes 
that he is belting out in his native tongue. No wonder the mean creatures 
can’t understand him. He decides to cut them some slack for they are not 
used to his existence, and he need not disrupt their sense of peace. 

 He continues bouncing along (the side) of the gray thing, eventually 
arriving at one of the most beautiful sights he has ever witnessed.  

 Large towers fly up to the infinite heights of the universe, taller than 
anything he had ever seen. His jaw falls down quite far as he dazily makes 
his way towards the bustling commotion. 

 His daze comes to a halt as a very condescending looking being 
instructs him to stop. He becomes frozen with fear, for this seemingly 
almighty being flashes importance. Shiny red yells at him to no longer move. 
The Brave One’s brief course in the English language lends him some aid in 
reading the bright white letters across its surface. What should he do? He 
must obey. If not, he surely shall be blasted to shreds! His first experience on 
Earth need not be ended with a sudden death. 

 The Brave One stands there, his feet stuck to the jiggly ground. He 
mustn't move unless this almighty being instructs him to go. 
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“Ayo, buddy! You’re blocking the road!” one of the heavy monsters calls out 

from behind. A loud sound of dread fills the air, horns blazing and 
penetrating his skull. The Brave One had not realized it, but he is now 
standing on the gray land. 

The Brave One shakes out of his daze and forces his legs off the squishy 
road. To both his surprise and relief, he receives no blast to the head. With a 
sudden pep in his step, he makes his way towards a beige elevation which 
twists around the towers off to the left and right of the squishy gray.  

A blanket of multicolored lights engulfs him. An array of different sounds 
and smells are present on this bustling street. It’s all wonderful—but the 
most wonderful part is the humans. At least, he’s pretty sure they are 
humans. It’s hard to tell with everyone bustling around to and fro. It’s 
impossible to see anybody’s faces. They all seem to have a place to go. The air 
simply radiates confidence and wit, humans being one of the most intelligent 
of all the species of life in the extended universe. Our species, of course, is 
still more intelligent, for simply we know of their existence and they do not of 
ours. The Brave One wonders what it would be like to be a human, but the 
more he stares, the more he would prefer not to know. Not a single one has 
glanced up from their hands, and none seem to care about one another. It’s 
all pushing and shoving, trying to get yourself to your destination without 
consideration for your fellows. Earth is going to be harder to navigate than he 
thought. 

 
The Brave One has always prided himself on knowing his priorities. He 

doesn’t often stray off task (for too long at least) and knows when to change 
gears. He understands at this point what his priority is. He must find a way 
to communicate with these people. 

His studies back home in preparation for this journey did little to help his 
speech. The Brave One has always had a speech impediment, and stutters 
when he gets nervous. Fortunately for him, his native tongue is mostly 
stuttering anyway. But now that he must venture into the realm of English, 
he finds it hard to even fathom where to start.  
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The Brave One ventures out of the chaos, approaching a quiet meadow 

appropriate for gathering his thoughts. The day has grown out and the sky 
has faded, preparing for what the Brave One has heard to be of night. As he 
is pondering solutions to his problems, he notices flashes of light reflecting off 
the moon’s surface. These are no random flashes, though. They have a 
pattern. A code. One that is often used back home. Our silent code. 

The Brave One squints his eyes, struggling to interpret the message. One 
more lunar cycle the code reads. You have one more. They have kept their 

promise to eliminate our kind, and we have not much more time. If you don’t 
succeed in the span of one more lunar cycle, Him will do it. Hurry. 

Once again, the Brave One is in shock. Although this shock has a twinge of 
despair. Well, more than a twinge. How could he possibly succeed in 
immigrating an entire species to a foreign planet in only one lunar cycle? And 
will Him really keep his promise? Is he really capable of betrayal to that 
extent? Well, he thought. We shall surely see. 

 
 
 

“Up and Down” by Yona Kelman 
 
Up.                                        Up. 
Down.                                   Down. 
Only 5 seconds left. Gotta go faster! 
Up.         Up.          Up.        Up.         Up.         Up. 
Down.    Down.     Down.    Down.     Down.    Do-     
Beebeebeep! Josh’s phone went. Panting, Josh put down his 50 pound 

weights. I got 10,000 done today! he thought, while staring at his glistening 
biceps. Josh grinned. I love exercise so much, he thought. Not only is it fun, 
it’s healthy. How in the world does he like exercising that much? It seems so 
pointless and painful to me… Josh took a gulp of water. He fearfully 
pondered, I need to exercise every day, or my body will be weak and skinny! It 
can’t be healthy to stress yourself so much over exercise, can it? 
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“The Story of Lunares”  

by Ezra Mizrahi 
 
This is the story of an OC of mine, the voice of an amulet, this is what she 

looks like (well, more or less—at any rate, I made a version of her looking 
more human, but I can’t get a picture of it yet). 

 
First a little backstory: 
 
Name: Lunares Lapis 
Translation from Latin: Lunar Stone 
Body type: similar to Ikol from the Amulet graphic novel but as you can see 

above her face is a little bit different to his taking the appearance of the 
symbol of Yin-Yang rather than. . . whatever it is his face looks like; here 

take a look  
This is her brother Solaris:(sort of) 
Bio: Lunares was born on the planet of Caelestis (Latin for Celestial) in the 

Ruina galaxy (Ruina being Latin for Ruin, what you couldn’t tell from the 
word itself? You’re dumber than I thought) on the 25th moon of the 22d decade 
of peace, she was born to fulfil a very special prophecy given to her by a wise 
old man (whose name shall not be disclosed) she was born to help defeat the 
evil demon Daemonium Abies (Latin for Demon of Fire but we’ll get more into 
that later) she is typically a cheerful and fun loving spirit (albeit a little 
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shy),but when one of her friends is in danger look out! She becomes a force to 
be reckoned with because under that shy, cake loving persona is a serious 
person with a fiery temper ready to defend those she cares about. 

Current Location: the universe me and Bayla (you remember her right? 
She graduated last year) came up with to include our versions of characters 
like Queen Elinor, and Merida (Brave) Black Widow, Valka (How To Train 
Your Dragon), Blue and her raptor squad, the Indominus Rex and Indoraptor 
(Jurassic World),Scorpios Rex(Jurassic World Camp Cretaceous season 
3),and many others to fight the demon Zhan Tir in (Daemonium Abies’s 
Earth name) and her villain squad 

 
Chapter 1 / Face Reality 

Lunares sighed as she flopped down on her bed, Her mother said that she’d 
have to go to earth eventually and become the balancing spirit of the Lunar 
Stone, so she wanted to make the most of her time on Caelestis, her. . .friend. 
Ikol had already left 3 years prior to become the voice for the amulet of Emily 
Hayes. She was scheduled to go join him in a few years. he’d seen the chosen 
of the Lunar Stone, and she looked like a good person. Lunares was sad to 
think of what might happen to the girl of the bad portion of the prophecy 
came true, that was why she was going to be the balancing spirit, the Lunar 
Stone was a very mysterious celestial stone, rather than one it had two 
spirits, evil spirits, violent spirits, spirits that could wreak havoc on the 
universe if they got out and unleashed the devastating power of the stone, 
granted there was a good spirit too, but he was young and that’s why Lunares 
was being sent down; to help him and the girl balance the power of the stone, 
Lunares blew a strand of dark purple hair out of her face as she sighed, she 
stood up and walked towards the window, she was about to open it when she 
heard a *BANG* at the door, then another, and another, finally her little 
brother Solaris burst into the room “SISTER!” he cried, “SHE’S HERE!” 
Lunares turned pale, the demon was back, she grabbed her little brothers 
hand and ran down the hall, explosions now echoing through the castle, they 
passed a hole in the wall and looked out at their home, a towering demon 
stared back at them, she was huge, instead of feet she had tentacles made of 
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fire, she had huge ram-like horns and glowing bright red eyes, evil eyes, her 
mouth was filled with razor sharp fangs, and she was smirking, “well, well, 
well, if it isn’t Princess Lunares!” she said, “You’re too late, I’ve killed your 
family, you and your brother are next!” Lunares stared back at the demon, 
she felt the portal sphere in her pocket, she would only have one shot at this, 
“No we’re NOT!” she screamed and threw the bright cyan sphere at the 
demon, as she recoiled, Lunares and Solaris ran into the now open portal, 
they heard the demon roar in anger as they escaped, the last thing they 
heard her say was “I will find a way to get you!” 

 
When Lunares woke up she was in a soft bed, a girl and a woman were 

staring at her, the woman was dressed in a green gown, she had a golden 
crown on her head, a large emerald sparkled in the center, her deep brown 
hair was braided in two ponytails, she had strangely piercing brown eyes that 
positively shimmered with wisdom and power, and she held a  golden wand 
in her hand, an emerald was shining on the end, looking at her you had the 
feeling that anything was possible, the girl was dressed all in purple and her 
long blueish-black hair flowed down her back, and her bright purple eyes 
were staring intently at Lunares, worry evident in them, Lunares could 
detect great power emanating from the girl, but also a slight fear, like she 
was afraid of the power she possessed, Lunares let out a small moan of pain 
and the woman looked up, “ah you’re awake” she said, “Your brother was 
panicking when we found you two,” Lunares sat up, hissing in pain, “S-
Solaris!” she gasped, coughing violently before repeating herself, “SOLARIS!” 
she cried out. “I’m sorry?” the woman asked, and Lunares explained, “Solaris 
is my brother's name, please tell me he’s okay!” The woman smiled gently, 
“Don’t worry,” she said, “he’s fine. In fact, my daughter is having to hold him 
off from bursting in to see you, but I think we can let him in now. MERIDA!!!” 
Right on cue a young girl with wild fiery red hair burst in. She was wearing a 
bright blue dress and a dark blue cloak, her bright cyan eyes twinkled with 
mischief and magic. Following her was her brother; he had a small cut on his 
cheek but other than that he was fine, he ran, or rather floated into the room 
as fast as he could, and before Lunares could react he was at her side, 
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hugging her as tightly as he could. “I was so worried!” she hugged him gently, 
smiling slightly, “thank you for taking care of him. . .um. . .” the woman 
smiled, “Elinor,” she said, “my name is Elinor,” Lunares smiled, “thank you 
Elinor,” she said before turning to the girl apparently named Merida, “I hope 
he didn’t give you any trouble,” Solaris blushed bright orange and Merida 
chuckled, “On the contrary,” she said, “He was no trouble at all, in fact he 
beat me 3 times in a sparring match!” Solaris looked proud of himself, “I’m 
young but I know what I’m doing!” he said and Lunares nodded, “You should 
have seen what he used to do to Ikol,” she told them, the minute the words 
left her mouth the door was flung open and none other than Ikol burst into 
the room, “Did I hear my name?!?!?!” he asked, when his ‘eyes’ landed on 
Lunares and Solaris his proverbial mouth fell open,“Lunares?” he asked,“ 
Solaris?” Solaris giggled, “Brother Ikol!!!” he cried in delight, his bright 
orange ‘eyes’ lit up and he ran over to Ikol, who lifted him up,“ look at you!” 
he said, “You’ve grown!” Solaris laughed in delight (quick note from the 
author A.K.A me, in human years Lunares is 160 year old, in the years of 

whatever she is she’s around 16, Solaris on the other hand is about 40 years 
old, in his years, he’s barely a toddler, Ikol is about 200 years old, so he’s 

around 20 to 21) Ikol turned to Lunares who offered him a little 
wave,“Lunares what are you and Solaris doing here, you weren’t scheduled to 
come for another two years at least,” Lunares sighed and explained why she 
and her brother were there,Elin0r gasped when she heard the demons name, 
“What is it?” Lunares asked, and Elinor sighed, “I’m sorry to tell you, but that 
demon followed you here,” she said, “but here she goes by the name Zahn 
Tiri,” Lunares was horrified and Merida was quick to console her, “But-but 
we are trying to fight her!” she said. Before another word could be said there 
was a knock on the door, a small person entered, he was cute in a little kid 
sort of way, he had dark black eyes and pale white skin, he had a little 
pointed demon tail and small horns were visible through his dark vantablack 
hair, he was wearing what looked kind of like a little suit with a few 
differences, and she could see tiny wings folded behind his back, he smiled 
and waved at here, and she saw that his teeth were slightly elongated into 
cute little fangs, “Hi!” he said, “I’m Bendy!” Then he turned to Elinor. “Have 
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you seen Violet?” he asked, “Alice and Schweatheart wanted to see her,” the 
girl stood up from where she was sitting, “alright,” she said, Lunares had 
noticed how quiet she was, as she hadn’t spoken when the others had been 
talking to her, but when Bendy came into the room she seemed to become a 
little more open, once she left the room, Lunares finally asked, “where exactly 
are we?” Elinor chuckled and replied, “we’re in ***********, it’s our secret 
base for fighting Zahn Tiri,” Lunares nodded, “alright, who was that?” she 
asked, gesturing to the door, “and who was the girl who left with him?” Elinor 
smiled and said, “Oh that was Bendy; he and his sister Alice showed up a few 
weeks ago and the girl who left with him was Violet, she’s the chosen for the 
Lunar Stone, Bendy is one of the spirits for the stone.” Lunares gasped. “Is 
something wrong dear?” Elinor asked but before Lunares could respond 
Solaris piped up, “didn’t mama say you were going to be the Lunar Stone’s 
balancing spirit?” he asked, Lunares nodded, “I was supposed to come down 
and become the balancing spirit of the Lunar Stone,” Elinor smiled, “very 
well, I’ll inform Violet of this,” she said, “she’ll be relieved to know someone 
has arrived to help her with the unstable power of her stone,” Ikol put a hand 
on Lunares’s shoulder and smiled at her, “don’t worry,” he said, “I’ll help you 
become the spirit of an amulet, then it’ll be easier for you to help balance the 
stone’s power,” she nodded,“okay, when do we start?” she asked, 
“Tommorrow?” He replied, “Provided you’re sufficiently healed and ready,” 
Lunares nodded, “Great!” she said, and Ikol smiled, Solaris jumped onto her 
lap and gave her a hug, “don’t worry Sister, I’ll help you!” he said, and Elinor 
smiled, Merida grinned and Lunares felt herself become happy for the first 
time in a while, yes she had to face the reality that her parents and sisters 
were now dead, but she still had Solaris and Ikol, and now she had new 
friends too, they would defeat Zahn Tiri. 
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“The Spectator”  
by Rina Press 

 
“Ahhh who are you? Get out of my house!” Lyra shouted in alarm. Wait... 

Lyra shook her head in embarrassment as she gazed into the grey eyes of the 
small black cat. “Great. Now I’m talking to cats” Lyra had just gotten back 
from her excruciating day of work at an old bookstore. Not only had she been 
let go due to the lack of customers, but now she had a strange cat to deal 
with. 

Lyra attempted to shoo the cat away but it wouldn’t budge. It simply stood 
at the entryway of her door, watching her with a calculating gaze. After a 
staring contest that Lyra admittedly lost, she gave up with a sigh of 
exasperation. Lyra cleaned out an old dish bowl and filled it with some tap 
water for the cat.  

“Go on, drink.” Lyra commanded.  
The cat gave her a look that seemed to be the feline equivalent to an eye 

roll. But still it drank the water.  
“Hmm… you’re feisty, I’ll call you...” Lyra looked at the cat, trying to read 

its mind. “Mittens!”  
The cat growled in response. Lyra simply shrugged when a thought 

occurred to her. What if the cat already had an owner? 
Lyra studied the cat, wondering what to do next. It didn’t seem to have any 

collar or any way of contacting its owners. Maybe it was a stray? Lyra played 
with the idea of adopting the cat but decided against it. Afterall, pets were 
against her landlord’s rules, she claimed that “the fur gets everywhere” and 
the last thing Lyra needed was to be kicked out of her apartment; especially 
since she was just fired. Oh god. Lyra was fired. She didn’t know how she was 
already living paycheck to paycheck. How was she going to pay this month’s 
rent, much less take in a stray cat? 

The jingle of keys and turning of the lock got Lyra’s attention. Was Alex 
home already? Her roommate and unofficial landlord would kill her if she 
knew that Lyra took in a stray cat! Well technically the cat broke into their 
apartment… but still! 
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But Alex was already upset at Lyra for the last incident. Lyra didn’t intend 

to raise a family of opossums in her dresser drawer… they just kind of 
followed her home… And set up their nest there. Lyra didn’t know that there 
was a male and female opossum… She didn’t think that giving them small 
scraps of food and a toasty environment would only encourage their 
breeding… She certainly didn’t want an entire litter of possums to be birthed 
in her room… Lyra certainly didn’t anticipate them running rampant 
throughout their tiny apartment… She didn’t intend for them to eat all of 
Alex’s vintage vinyls…  

The door opened and there Alex was, takeout in hand, with a scowl on her 
face. She paused before entering as if she somehow sensed that Mittens was 
waiting for her in the kitchen. Alex stormed into the kitchen and saw Mittens 
sitting there. If Mittens looked upset before, now she was enraged.  

“Wait! I can explain!” Lyra cried out. “I didn’t mean to take Mitte- I mean 
the cat home. She was kind of just waiting here for me. I jus-” 

“Lyra. Stay behind me. That’s not a cat.” Alex said with complete 
seriousness.  

“Not a cat?” Lyra almost laughed. Alex had some pretty strict rules about 
animals but Lyra didn’t think that she was dumb.  “Calm down.. It's not like 
Mittens is a monster or anything!” Lyra said with a nervous laugh. What was 
Alex even thinking?  

Mittens opened her mouth as if she were about to say something, but 
instead her round eyes burned a glowing red and a thick gray smoke started 
pouring out of her mouth.  

Alex let out a string of curse words as she opened a random kitchen drawer 
and pulled out a strange stick-looking thing with different markings on it.  

Alex began muttering a chant under her breath, but the gray smoke was 
pouring out of Mittens like a giant wave of evil.  

“Be gone Demon!” Alex shouted. “Vade daemonium!” 
Demon? Lyra wondered in fear. How was this happening? 
Lyra heard a distorted laughing sound coming from the cloud of black 

smoke that was formerly known as Mittens. She watched in horror as a 
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cloaked figure stepped out of the oozing gray smoke and into their cramped 
kitchen area.  

“Demon?” The voice questioned. “You think I’m some lowly demon?” 
Alex seemed to be ignoring the taunts, while still whispering under her 

breath so Lyra followed suit and stayed behind her.  
“Your kind is not welcome here.” Alex said with a dark glare.  
“I’d say the same about her.” The figure was taunted. “And you for that 

matter.” 
 “daemonium regem statim expellere!” Alex exclaimed, pointing her stick at 

the smoky figure.  
The figure simply laughed in response. Lyra didn’t know what was 

happening. Was she going to die here? While being held hostage in her 
kitchen by a cat demon? 

Without thinking, Lyra grabbed the closest container and threw it at the 
hooded figure. The figure hissed in response as if it was physically harmed by 
the container of Morton’s salt. Using this as an opportunity to strike, Lyra 
heard Alex mutter some indistinguishable words and with a puff of smoke 
and a stream of ashes and dust the ghostly figure had disappeared.  

“Salt. Of course..” Alex responded as she started humming it’s a small 

world as she went to get a broom.  
“What just happened!?” Lyra exclaimed in shock.  
Alex paused her whistling and stared at Lyra, giving her a calculating 

stare. 
“Well?” Lyra demanded.  
“You just defeated a higher-demon with a container of salt” Alex stated like 

it was obvious.  
“But how is that even possible?” 
“Well you see… Salt is what is known as a natural phenomenon in the 

human world and it contains a natur-” 
“I don't care about the salt thing! I care about the fact that there was a 

literal cat-demon standing in my kitchen a few minutes ago!” 
Alex sighed in response. “Let me break it down for you. That was a higher-

demon. I am a demon hunter. And you are something else entirely.” 
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“The First Kid”  

by Leora Schottenstein 
 
There’s nothing I won’t do for a million dollars. So when a man in a mask 

with a nice looking badge approached me in the middle of the ethnic food 
section at Wal-Mart asking me if I needed a job, I said, “Sure, why not?” The 
next thing I knew, I was strapped into a helicopter at gunpoint and was being 
lowered onto an abandoned island.  

“Well, damn.” I scanned the island for some sign of human life, but all I 
saw was an endless beach and a small opening to a forest that went deeper 
into the island. I felt like I was in The Lord of the Flies, if the Lord of the 
Flies happened to one person and that person ended up on an island due to 
being employed by a group of ex-cons.  

I decided to do what I do best and I lay down on the sandy beach and took a 
nap. I could’ve stayed in that sleep forever, but I woke up to the feeling of a 
rock being thrown down on my foot. To my surprise, when I opened my eyes, 
there was a huge rock sitting on my foot.  

“What the-” before I could even finish my sentence I looked up and there 
was a crowd of people surrounding me. At the end of my feet stood an old lady 
with her graying hair in a neat bun and a large walking stick in her hand.  

“Good morning sunshine.” The lady looked at me and I could tell she wasn’t 
the sweet over loving grandmother. She stood incredibly straight and her lips 
were in a tight line, not even a hint of kindness in her eyes. 

“I see you have found our island,” she continued before I could even say 
anything. 

“Is this your island?” I slowly started to try and lift the rock off my foot but 
it was so heavy and wouldn’t budge. I started to lose feeling in my foot. “I 
didn’t mean to intrude.” 

“Let me guess,” she said, rolling her eyes. She motioned someone standing 
behind me to come forward. Out came a little girl with bushy hair in pigtails 
and a large overbite. The old woman motioned the girl towards the rock. 
“Dropped down in a helicopter?” 
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“How did you know?” I asked. Suddenly, the little girl, who could not have 

been older than seven, lifted the rock off my foot without even straining a 
muscle. I was fascinated.  

“It’s not the first time they’ve dropped someone off here,” she said. She 
started walking away and the rest of the crowd followed. I quickly stood up, 
slowly regaining feeling in my foot as I hobbled along and tried to keep up.  

“That damn man and his stupid helicopter, thinking he can just recruit 
whoever he wants to come down and try to steal my island. We’ve lived here 
for over twenty centuries and he thinks one man can come down and fight 
me?” She laughed without humor.  

“I just need the money, ma’am.” I’m nothing if not honest. “He offered a lot 
if I came down here.” 

“Well hate to break it to you superman,” she said with bitter sarcasm, “but 
none of our money is worth anything to you.” 

We reached a tall black rock the size of a screen at the movie theaters. The 
little girl with the pigtails came up to the door and started to scream. I 
immediately cringed and plugged my ears, but I looked around the crowd and 
everyone just watched as if it were totally normal. Suddenly the entire rock 
crumbled into dust and a bright light shone out. The old lady walked in, 
following the light, and the crowd followed her lead. Once we were all in, the 
dust of the rock all gathered together and rebuilt itself to the rock that it was 
originally. Nobody seemed to notice or act like a crazy magical thing just 
happened but my eyes were wide open. 

I was confused, I was intrigued, and a little creeped out, but I had nothing 
else to do other than sit on the beach and wait for the helicopter to come back 
and kill me.  

“This is the pit,” the old woman said with no emotion. “Leeny, throw him 
in.”  

“Wait… what?” I asked, my heart rate speeding up. The little girl came 
forward, an evil grin on her toothy face and picked me up in a swift motion. 

“Hey, put me down!” I started screaming. “What the hell!”  
We reached the edge of the pit and Leeny held me up as if I was a sacrifice. 

Everyone in the crowd gathered around the edge as well, the people in the 
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back trying to find a way to get a good view. At this point I was full on 
trembling, begging Leeny to put me down.  

“Please! I didn’t mean any harm!” Leeny didn’t say anything. I looked down 
into the pit but all I saw was a never ending abyss, a black hole.  

“Hold on,” the old lady said. Leeny didn’t move a muscle, her arms still 
holding me up and not even shaking. What the heck did they feed their kids 
here? 

“The pit is speaking.” 
“The what?” I asked in shock. Maybe I was dreaming and still napping on 

the shore. None of this made any sense. Suddenly the ground started to 
shake. I screamed, afraid that Leeny would lose her balance, but it seemed as 
though nothing affected her. Everyone started to chant in a low voice and I 
started to consider that I was just in some crazy cult. Netflix was going to 
make a documentary series out of my life and disappearance. I could see the 
headline already.  

“Man goes to Walmart looking for beans and ends up dead on an 
abandoned island.” I could even picture the theme music. Things were not 
looking good.  

“Don’t throw him in,” boomed a loud voice from deep inside the pit. “Give 
him to Nalia.” 

The sound of a thunder clap at ten times the normal volume echoed 
through the cave, causing the walls and ground to tremble, and Leeny started 
to back away from the edge, as did the rest of the crowd. The top of the pit 
began to freeze over in a neon shade of green and then it all stopped. There 
was silence in the cave.  

The crowd started to disperse, some people lighting candles as they left 
making the room brighter. In the corner stood a group and the old lady went 
over to them to speak with them. Leeny put me down and led me towards 
them.  

“This is Nalia,” the old woman said, grabbing the hand of an angelic 
looking woman. Her skin was the lightest shade of ivory I had ever seen and 
she had deep, purple eyes.  
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“What the pit says, we do. Bring her back to your world and take good care 

of her.” The old woman grabbed my shoulders and looked me in the eyes. For 
the first time since I met her, I saw softness in her eyes.  

“You take care of my daughter,” she said softly.  
What the actual hell was going on? I had no idea, but all it took was one 

look at Nalia and I knew she was my soulmate.  
“Leeny will take you home,” the old woman said. Nalia gave her a short 

hug and then Leeny snapped her fingers and suddenly we were back in my 
living room at home.  

 
Two years later we had our first kid.  
“What should we name him?” Nalia asked.  
“Adam.” 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

  



 125 
“No Emotion”  

by Libby Gomez 
 
On his 100th "Ghost" of the year, 40 year old Victor feels accomplished for 

finally reaching '100 people betrayed.'. To celebrate, he walked to a cemetery 
to praise and admire all dead or withered beings because he believes it is 
amazing that life ends and how the "cycle of life" puts all living things in 
their place. Victor walked around the cemetery for a while before going to the 
community art studio, with a hammer and water. You might be wondering, 
'What could he make with a hammer and water?' Well, Victor isn't that kind 
of person. In fact, he's bringing them to destroy all the projects and creativity 
in sight.  

"Hey! All of you punks!" Victor said as he caught the attention of everyone 
in the art studio. 

Frightened, a little boy who was coloring asked, "Who-o, a-are you?" 
"Your worst nightmare!" Victor spoke with a smirk on his face. After a few 

minutes of awkward silence, the little boy started to look a little familiar to 
Victor. He didn't remember him from the other times he trashed the place, 
and he also didn't know him from the cemetery. So where did he know him 
from?  

Instead of trashing and destroying the art studio, he went home to try to 
figure out where he knew him from. Victor finally figured it out! He grabbed 
a picture of his family, including his mom, dad, and himself. Victor was 5 at 
the time, and that's exactly who he looked like! Victor didn't care and just 
went on with life. 

 
"Hhhhuuaa-a!!!!!" I woke up, scared for my life. 
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“The Underthinker”  
by Elana Hochbaum 

 
Splash! 
He went under the water and heard a sickening crunch. He tried to swim 

up for air, but he quickly realized that swimming wasn’t going to work out 
very well. He couldn’t feel anything below his neck except a searing pain in 
his lungs from trying to hold his breath. He was about to give up when he felt 
himself being moved to the surface of the pool. 

“Call 911!” He heard screaming and crying from the other side of his 
neighbor’s yard and turned his head to see his mother attempting to climb 
over the fence to get to him. Then everything went dark.  

 
Ten Minutes Earlier 

“Truth or dare?”  
“Truth,” replied George. “I hate the dares you guys choose. They’re always 

so dangerous.” 
“Aw, don’t be such a killjoy!” one of the other boys responded. “Fine, who do 

you like in school?” 
“Ugh, it’s Sadie, but please keep it on the down-low. She’s way out of my 

league.” 
“Ha! We’re definitely telling her on Monday,” exclaimed Ricky with a 

smirk. 
“No!” George begged. 
Ricky gets dared to go skinny dipping in a neighbor’s pool with a friend. He 

breaks his neck and gets paralyzed. He learns to not be so impulsive. It’s too 
late.  
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“The Other Human”  
by Aharon Kosofsky 

 
I awake as if I never slept. A wall. The thoughts and fears of yesterday 

start to creep in. Sometimes, they never leave. I’m angry. My mind is weak 
and I move slowly. I only talk when asked a question. I give short answers. I 
judge everyone around me. I cry when unprovoked, but feel nothing when I 
should. I don’t feel rain. Eating is strange. I don’t taste food. I think and 
think and think. I can’t be comfortable. I can’t take a break from my 
repeating thoughts. I’ll show these people what life is. Any day now. It’s 
happening. Kill or be killed. Remove all feelings of trust towards everyone, 
and be willing to do anything to them. These thoughts are in me when I go to 
sleep and when I wake up. They are even in my dreams. Every day keeps 
getting closer and closer to...what? What am I doing? I have killed my old 
self. I loved my old self. That wasn’t me. That was some other guy. End. End. 
End. How could someone have hope? How dare they have hope. Everything 
lacks significance. Too many conflicting morals. There is no good or bad. 
There is no free choice. I don’t have a choice. Anyone would do anything in 
the right circumstance. I’m not crazy. I’m just the only one who sees the 
world for what it is. Hopeless. You think you are the only one? How could you 
say something like that? Everyone feels the way you do, but they fight it 
somehow. Anyone who seems as if they don’t experience what you experience 
are simply unaware, and have yet to experience it. “It.” It is inevitable. Some 
feelings are impossible to articulate. I would never write down my feelings in 
this state of mind. I can only do that looking back. 

Open my eyes. A misty morning. The Sun is shining through the mist, 
making dreams and reality blur. Calm in mind. Slow in motion. Causing all 
who frown to seem foolish. Laughing because I can. In control and free. 

Eyes. Big eyes. There was nothing that couldn’t be tackled. Never opposing 
you. Trust through a smile. A joke. What other human being is there?  
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“The Hypocrite and Me”  

by Ariella Leib 
 
SLAM. And I was shoved into the lockers. Before I could look up and 

shake the aches out of my pounding back, a hand flew out in front of me, 
and a fist collided with my face. 

I should probably start from the beginning, given that you certainly 
have no idea what's going on. Go back to when things still made sense. 
When I never had any enemies. When I didn't have the enemy of all 
enemies. 

*** 
"So, should I?" She asked. 
"Hmm?" I looked up from my phone to see my best and only friend 

frowning at me. We were sitting on the floor in my room discussing … 
well, I'm not really sure. She was discussing something. 

"H," Callie groaned. "You really need to stop doing that." 
"Doing what?" I muttered, once again looking down at my phone. I 

refreshed my Instagram feed once again, and frowned when no new follow 
requests came in. 

"Doing that!" she cried and grabbed my phone. "You're not listening to 
me! And why are you on Instagram again? I feel like that's all you do. 
Your screen time for this app must be unreal!" 

I grabbed the phone back and gave her the stink eye. "I am listening to 
you, I just have a lot on my mind, okay?" 

"Oh please," she sighed. "You say that every time this happens. But 
whatever, it's fine. Just please try and listen to me, K?" 

"K." 
*** 

My phone buzzed with a text from a name more envied and known to all 
than Ryan Gosling. I gasped. The unreal had just happened. I should 
mark my calendar so I can remember that date for the rest of my life. I 
was invited to a party. I know, right?! And no, it was not organized by my 
own mother! Tori Schreiber, literally the most popular human in 
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existence, invited me to her party. This is finally it! My moment! I was 
sure I was becoming popular. 

  I started to freak out. I may have even hyperventilated. I was on 
such an adrenaline high that I could’ve gone to that party right there and 
then. But first, I had to decide what to wear. 

 
*** 

 As I walked into the school building one hectic Monday morning, 
Callie joined me by my side. She strode in a similar pace beside me, but I 
barely paid her a glance. 

 “Did you hear about Tori’s party on Saturday night?” she sighed, as if 
she knew she wasn’t going. She not-so-casually glanced over my shoulder 
trying to catch a glimpse of what I was looking at on my phone, but I 
defensively sheltered my screen. She didn’t need to know that I had been 
staring at Tori’s text for the millionth time that morning, analyzing every 
word. Scrutinizing each punctuation mark. She wouldn’t understand what 
happens when you become popular.  

 Apparently I didn’t do a very good job of sheltering my hidden 
popularity, because she immediately let out a shriek.  

“YOU were invited?!” she cried. 
“Yeah, so?” I frowned, folding my arms.  
 She started laughing. 
“Excuse me?” I stopped walking. “Is something funny here?” 
“No, it’s just ...” she put her hand on her hip, trying to catch her breath. 

“I wouldn’t have really expected you to get invited.” 
“You’re just jealous.” I stuck my nose in the air and walked away. 

*** 
“H!” I heard someone calling my name. I turned my head to find Callie 

running in my direction. “I know why you were invited to that party.” 
I stopped shoving books in my locker long enough to smirk in her 

direction. “So you finally realized how wrong you were?”  
 She paused, ignoring me. “They’re doing it as a joke. They just want 

to embarrass you. I overheard Tori telling her clique that they needed to 
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teach you a lesson. That you would never be popular, so you need to stop 
your will to chop off each of your toes just for a seat at the popular lunch 
table. That you borderline suck.” 

 There was a moment of silence. Then I started laughing.  
“You know what? That sounded an awful lot like something you would 

say just to spite me.” I folded my arms once again. 
“WHAT?!” Cassie shrieked. “You’ve gone crazy, you know that?” 
“I’m not the crazy one, girl.” I slammed my locker shut and started 

walking towards my next class. 
“I may not like Tori very much, but she is right about one thing.” Cassie 

narrowed her eyes at me. “You do need to be taught a lesson.” 
*** 

 SLAM. And that’s when I was betrayed by my best friend. It may 
seem like I was at fault here, but when it comes down to it, who shoved 
who, huh?  

 Being physically assaulted to the point of exhaustion is upsetting, 
but being betrayed by your best friend is even worse. I mean, she’s a 
horrible friend! She ignores me, makes fun of me, and never seems to be 
paying attention. She’s changed. It’s excruciating, really! 

“Hey, Hypocrite,” some random guy calls out to me. “You suck!” 
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“A Day Here at School (with One or Two Fourth Wall Breaks)”  

by Ezra Mizrahi 
 
*SLAP!!!!!!* Protagonist ran from the ruler slapping bald teacher. Mr. 

Baldi Baldimore was  good math teacher, but if you get a math problem 

wrong “THEN IT’S THE RULER FOR YOU!!!! YOU’RE GONNA GET THE 

SLAPPY-SLAP-SLAP!!!!!!!!! I HEAR YOU GETTING MATH PROBLEMS 
WRONG!!!!!” (BALDI, CALM DOWN. IT’S JUST A STORY!!!!!!!!!) 

Let us begin in class three of the day, fifth grade math class. Then again, 
all the classes at Here School are math classes, but that’s besides the point.  

“Alright,” said Mr. Baldimore (Mr. Baldi for short), “what is 6 times 3? (no 
coaching from the audience folks).”  

Protagonist raised their hand. “Um, 63?” he guessed, Baldi stopped writing 
on the chalkboard, his neck twisted around 180 degrees. Then it snapped to 
the side; they heard the crack, anyone who took this course in math knew 
that Baldi was about to get out the ruler. It’s A Bully raised his hand. “Mr. 
Baldi?” he said. 

“yYyYyYyEeEeEeEeSsSsSsS?” he asked, 
“Here’s two-”  
“-EXTRA LONG METAL RULERS!!!!!” Baldi yelled, “hehehe, Wonderful, 

two extra long metal rulers, I’m UNSTOPPABLE!!!!!!!”  
“I would run if I were you,” Playtime said, and protagonist ran as fast as 

they could, even though we all know running from Baldi is pointless. After all 
(“I HEAR EVERY DOOR YOU OPEN AND I KNOW JUST WHERE YOU’RE 
GOING, YOU’RE FAILING AGAIN AND AGAIN!!!!!!”  

BALDI, SHUT UP!!!!!!!)  
*SLAP SLAP SLAP*  
They ran faster and faster, they bolted across the cafeteria, & out the front 

door  
*SLAP!!!!!!*  
Protagonist ran from the teacher slapping a ruler in his hand until “no 

running in the halls” 
they got their fifth detention. 
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“99 seconds, detention for you, your parents will hear about this one, when 

will you learn.”  
*SLAP SLAP SLAP*  
And then…………… it was over, Baldi slapped him & moved on. 
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“DeltaAlphaDie”  

by Rina Press 
 

The present: 
 ****! ****! ****! I dared to look behind me. He was chasing me. I 

kicked off my Louboutins, not caring anyway since they were so last season. I 
was panting, on the verge of tears, mascara running down my face, sweat 
soaking my brand new Prada shirt. “Ughhh! Rush did not go as planned.” As 
President of the DeltaAlphaPi sorority, I was obligated to protect my fellow 
sisters, but I had failed them on a scale of epic proportions. So here I was 
running through the literal forest in the middle of the night while an axe 
killer straight out of a horror film was chasing me. I should have listened to 
them. It was all my fault.  

 
Earlier this morning: 

 It was anything but my usual Tuesday morning. DeltaAlphaPi was in 
the middle of our rush week, and I was in charge of it all. I hurried down the 
stairs of our three-story house, my home of the last three years, chastising 
the girls and waking them up. “LADIES! What are you doing? Wake up! This 
is an important day for us! Our recruits should be arriving in 15 minutes!”  

I heard the usual murmur and groans of “Ughh, I hate Danielle” or “How 
did she even get this position?” but that was besides the point; I had an event 
to plan. “GIRLIES! Now is NOT the time for complaints! We should have 
been up hours ago!” I added. After all, it was already 5 a.m.!  

 I headed downstairs and there was Emily, moping like usual. “Hey, 
girly! Thanks for being here on time.” Unlike everyone else I added in, 
silently. It was my first day as president of our already run-down sorority 
and already things were not going well. Somehow all eight of my alarms 
didn’t go off, including the one that I had set on a literal analog clock. Our 
supposedly cursed sorority house was already living up to its legacy. 

 “Umm... Hey, Danielle, are you sure this is a good idea? Do we really 
need to subject these poor new girls to DeltaAlphaDie”? 
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 Ughh I hated that nickname, it only fed to the rumor of our cursed 

house. It wasn’t like Anna planned to fall off a ladder and break all her 
bones, or Christina wanted to become the poster child for how not to drive a 
car into a wall. It was bad enough that somehow our sorority house was the 
ONLY one to be suspended from all Sorority and Frat events for the past year 
because some oldie tripped over some junk in our front yard and died. Like?? 
How was that our fault?! 

To make matters worse, our last DeltaAlphaPi president had 
DeltaAlphaDied. Like for real. Well kind of … But that’s the rumor. Mkyleigh 
had mysteriously left in the middle of the night, leaving everyone and 
everything behind. She didn't even take her shoe collection. If that doesn’t 
sound suspicious I don’t know what is … The only thing left to explain her 
disappearance was an email saying that apparently, “Hollywood was calling 

her name.” Who even sends emails nowadays?? No one has heard from her 
since … only adding to our reputation as the cursed sorority house. 

“Umm … Hello?” Emily questioned me, breaking my train of thought, 
“You’ve been staring at the wall for like ten minutes.”  

Ughhh, Emily. “Mmm yeah, so just, like, make sure to be ready,” I said, 
already walking away.  

After what had felt like forever, the rest of the girls made their way down 
the stairs at their own leisurely pace. Obviously I was the only one who even 
cared about rush week. “Okay, girlies!” I said, trying to brighten up the 
somber mood, “are we ready for rush week??”  

I paused, waiting for some sort of shout of excitement or cheer, but the 
silence was deafening. You could hear a pin drop, or more likely the sound of 
43 girls slurping their Starbucks Frappuccinos. Wow, they were really giving 
me nothing.  

“Ladies!!” I tried again, “Where is your DeltaAlphaPi spirit?” 
 “Probably trapped with the rest of the spirits here,” Emily muttered. 
There were a few murmurs of agreement.  

“She’s right,” Lindsay started. “Ever since Mkyleigh die—” I glared at her. 
“I mean left, this sorority has kind of died … and are we gonna ignore how it’s 
literally haunted??”  
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Then the complaints started coming. 
“We hear voices at night.”  
“All of our things go missing.” 
“MY TIFFANY NECKLACE HAS BEEN STOLEN.” 
“I’ve literally gained .5 pounds this month, this house is destroying me!” 
“What about that creepy shed behind the house in the forest? Is no one 

gonna talk about that?? What’s it even there for?” 
“I swear that I saw some creepy guy there once.” 
“GIRLS!” I cried out, “this has gone on for long enough, I’ve had enough of 

this negative energy, we have to—” 
“Yeah, ‘negative energy’ because of the literal ghosts here!!” Bree cried out, 

which only started a whole new wave of complaints about our haunted house. 
We were doomed. 
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“The Hard-Knock Life of a Suburban Christian Soccer Mom”  

by Leora Schottenstein 
 
My schedule is perfect. There is no flaw. You see, my day is planned down 

to the detail, and if anything goes wrong, it’s not on me. But it ruins 
everything. Because everything should go perfectly. I wake up in the morning, 
5:50 a.m., ten minutes before my alarm is supposed to go off. Not that I need 
an alarm, clearly I don’t. But I prepare for the worst. When I hear the 
annoying beep at six a.m. I’m already in my home gym. I do yoga as the sun 
rises, do a half hour meditation, and then take a hot shower. Then I have to 
wake up my boys for school. Thomas is in fourth grade and James is in 
second. Of course, they have perfect grades and attendance records, and they 
are both in soccer. And you bet your damn Lululemon leggings they’re good at 
it.   

They have their eggs for breakfast. I have my green smoothie made of kale, 
spinach, avocado, peanut butter, pineapple, and agave. Eat your veggies or 
get some wedgies, as my husband tells the boys. My husband takes them to 
school on his way to work, as I’ve got shopping to do. It’s rough being a 
housewife. The church barbecue is this weekend, and I’ve got to make the 
best darn potato salad this priest has ever seen. If I can pride myself on 
anything in this world, let it be my devotion to our Lord and savior, Jesus 
Michael Christ. We are Christians and we are darn proud. I wear my cross 
necklace every day, and I carry a bible in my purse at all times. God is 
watching.  

I pull up in my white Cadillac, fresh from my morning car wash (I’m not an 
animal), to the local Whole Foods. I can hear the judgy whispers: the “money 

just walked in” and “that’s a Karen if I’ve ever seen one.” They’re just jealous 
that my husband is a successful doctor and that they can’t spend their day 
shopping and praying. They can’t stand that I get the best of the best. If it’s 
not organic, it’s not in my household. I walk into the store and head straight 
to the fruit. I need some raisins; it’s my day to bring the snacks to the soccer 
game. Gosh Darn Kerry-Anne brings Cheetos and Cheez-Its and documents 
the games on her ChatSnap, that little spawn of the devil social media 
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whoosicallit. If it’s not being used to spread the word of our Lord and savior 
Jesus Michael Christ, then it’s not to be used at all. You know how the saying 
goes: Remember that Jesus is the one that sees us.  

Whole Foods doesn’t have my organic pickled dragon fruit croutons, and I 
don’t have time to run to Trader Joe’s. So a fight with the manager it is. Of 
course it’s a black person that tells me I'm crazy and it’s “uncalled for.” So are 
your protests. All lives matter, sweetie. And it’s not uncalled for. You can say 
I’m causing a scene, you can say I’m embarrassing my family, you can call me 
a racist, you can video me for your Godforsaken Instatube Faceagram 
whatever you call it, but I’ll get what I want in this world. My mother didn’t 
raise me to be a pushover. I’m a mother, a wife, a woman of the Lord, and I 
also have to get the heck outta this Whole Foods before it’s time for soccer. 
And of course, the snack is organic ants on a log. And don’t forget to pray 
before eating. You know how the saying goes: Say the words of Jesus Christ 
before you eat your celery slice.  
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“Fading Away”  

by Aharon Kosofsky 

 
Aharon was an indecisive teenager who enjoyed talking about himself in 

third person. He needed to write an assignment titled Short Story. The only 
problem was that he had no idea what to write about. He was thinking about 
how cool it is that you can fold a two dimensional piece of paper into a three 
dimensional swan sculpture. So he began to write about origami in a 
classroom, writing William was warping the white worksheet through 
dimensions as he crafted a symmetrically sound swan swimming through 

sources for his courses on law of divorces. He stopped. He felt that this was 
just some poetic gibberish that would take months to turn into a short story. 
He realized that he needed a main conflict, so he began to think of one. He 
thought of writing about a conflict he had gone through so he could know the 
story’s resolution. Aharon began to write about his sibling rivalries, titling 
himself Sharon and his brother Beryl. This wouldn’t work because the rivalry 
never ended. Not feeling so creative, and not wanting to spend so much time, 
Aharon decided to go full meta on his short story. He began by addressing the 
fact that he was indecisive to try and rid himself of any critical judgment... 
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“The Story Behind ‘Bendyland’”  

by Ezra Mizrahi 
 

Chapter 1 Make it Flow Like Ink 
 

Bendy stared around him ink poured down his face like blood it dripped 
down past his mouth which was permanently stretched into a maniacal rictus 

grin  All around him ink was bleeding 
through cracks in the studio walls and ceiling words were scribbled hastily 
with some of it, phrases like “Who’s Laughing Now!?!?” And “The Creator 
Lied To Us!” And “He Will Set Us Free” and even “Dreams Do Come True” 

most of the studio had these messages like those but not all of them he heard 
the ink flowing through the pipes within the walls and limped towards the 

accursed Ink Machine. 

(for those who are curious it looks like this ) 
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Ink continued to flow and drip down his body as he made his way towards 

the machine halfway there he turned around. . . He heard the door opening, 
he heard a voice “alright Joey I’m here, let’s see if I can find what you wanted 
me to see” he growled as he realized who it was . . . Henry, that little traitor, 
abandoning the studio only to come back a few decades later. Well, Bendy 
would just have to show him what for wouldn’t he? His grin stretched wide, 
becoming more crazed by the second “oh Henry!” He hissed, voice soft and 
dangerous, “I have something to show you!!!😈” and he began to laugh, a cute 

little giggle at first but it grew more twisted and maniacal each second until 
he was cackling like a demented maniac, Henry had better watch out blood 
would be on his hands, all Bendy had to do was to make it flow like ink! 

 
Chapter 2 How Does It Feel To Be Alone?! 

(Several hectic hours of fighting ink creatures later) 
Henry gasped when he saw Bendy, the Ink Demon “stared” back “hello old 

friend” he hissed out in a raspy voice “tell me, how does it feel? how does it 
feel to be alone? How does it feel to know that you are at my mercy?” He 

began to laugh, the sound of pure unhinged laughter bounced of the wall as 
ink flowed around them like blood, then the demon transformed into the most 

terrifying creature Henry had ever seen his arms 
were insanely long and supported his body his fingers ended in long sharp 

claws and his teeth grew into long fangs, Bendy let out a growl and launched 
himself at his former creator henry turned and started to run!!!!! 
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“Montero, Alabama”  
by Noa Pergament 

 
A cold and desolate ghost-town in Montero, Alabama. The town was 

tragically destroyed by a nuke dropped from North Korea during World War 
III. America was left in shambles for years after and only spent the resources 
rebuilding big cities, everything else left forgotten and deserted. The 
survivors all migrated towards the rebuilt places. 87% of all Americans were 
completely wiped out from the war. But somewhere among all the chaos a 
certain “magic” was born. A tiny town in Alabama, 100% fatality rate from 
the nuke and it’s remaining poisonous gases, and yet, the citizens have been 
alive for thousands of years. 

My white dressing gown flows in the wind as I stand in front of my best 
friend’s house waiting for him to come out. Can he take any longer? God it’s 
cold out here. A pale skinny boy peeks out from over the destroyed rubble of 
his house. First, a curly mop of jet black hair accompanied by his deep 
chocolate brown eyes. 

“Hurry up I’m freaking freezing!!” I huff impatiently, rolling my eyes. A 
small smirks tugs at the corners of the boy’s chapped lips. He steps out fully, 
brown baggy pants and a green hoodie hanging loosely off his twiggy body. 
“You look like a stupid freaking greenbean,” I say snarkily. 

He pulls out a cigarette and fumbles with the lighter. “Yeah but you love 
this greenbean, Ellery Celery.” 

“That’s debatable.” I turn on my heels and start walking down the street. 
Summers are always cold here. Global warming I guess? Would that be global 
colding? This town sucks ass; everywhere you look there’s dead trees, their 
charred trunks barely clinging onto life, if they’re even in the ground at all. 
Most are toppled over or exploded into chunks scattered by the wind. The air 
is thick and foggy and everything is so freaking quiet. 

“How are Lisa and Gerald?” Luca’s voice breaks the deafening silence. He’s 
talking about my parents. Screw my parents. I shrug and roll my eyes. “Now 
you can have two birthdays at least? That’s a plus.” He’s so stupid. We walk 
in silence for a couple minutes, the only audible sound is our shoes scuffing 
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against the rubble and Luca’s stream of curses as he trips over rocks and 
cement. He’s so clumsy. I hate him. 

“I’m gonna freaking lose my mind if I have to ???.” I drag my feet against 
the chunks of pavement. I don’t look at him but I can feel his eyes on me, he’s 
trying to figure out what to say. I can basically hear his thoughts trying to 
formulate a response. 

*some sort of something???* I look at him. His dark eyes don’t waver. He's 
serious.  
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“The Story Behind a Song”  

by Rina Press 
 
“Are you dead?” 
If it was even possible, Nina’s already pale face whitened. “What do you 

mean?” She asked nervously. 
“Because sometimes I think I’m dead.”  
Nina stared at me in shock and I instantly regretted my tactic.  
“I can feel ghosts, I know that they’re there, I know that you’re here.” I 

quickly explained, “It’s okay, you don’t have to keep lying to me.” 
Maybe that was the wrong choice of words because Nina abruptly turned 

away from me, “Stop it Jessie, you don’t know what you’re talking about.”  
“But I do!” I cried, “I know what happened that day” 
Nina ignored me as she marched towards the door. 
“I know about the car crash.” I said. 
“Please stop.”  
“I can help you!” 
Nina’s body began to shake and her eyes began to change color. Oh no, not 

this again. 
I sighed. Typically when I confront a ghost, they usually understand what 

I’m saying. They usually want to move on; most of them are trapped here 
against their will. If there’s something that they have left undone or 
uncompleted, they’re stuck here to haunt the physical realm.  

It could be anything, a dream left uncompleted, the fear of moving on, 
family issues; I’ve seen it all. But there are certain ghosts like Nina who don’t 
even accept that they’re dead. They continue going on with their day-to-day 
lives, invisible to the human eye. I’ve been with Nina for months, attending 
her school, talking to her and gaining her trust. I thought that she had finally 
started to accept her fate. But I was wrong.  

Nina continued to shake, as her body began to enlarge and foam started 
seeping out of her mouth; she began to float in a ghostly manner. This type of 
behavior wasn’t uncommon for a ghost to do when in shock, but it could be 
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potentially dangerous for the surrounding mortals if left unchecked. Luckily 
it was just me and Nina trapped in this empty classroom.  

I let out another frustrated sigh and went into the in-between.  
I pulled the tether on the string connecting me and Nina together. I broke 

it and reconnected it, rebonding us together. Time to start over I guess. 
Within the span of a few seconds, Nina was left dazed and confused sitting 

on a chair in classroom 3b of Middlepark High School.   
“Nina, are you alright?” I asked as if we both just didn’t have a strange out 

of body experience.  
“Yeah, I’m fine..” She said as she clutched her head in pain. She paused 

and looked at me in confusion. “Do I know you?” She asked in confusion. 
Yes! I wanted to scream. I’ve only invested my past 3 months into helping 

you move on in life. “Yeah, you must have hit your head pretty hard on that 
projector” I laughed, “I’m Jessie, the new transfer student, you were just 
showing me around.” 

“Oh, okay.” And so it repeated. Again. 
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“Julia”  

by Elana Hochbaum 
 
Julia wobbled as she unsurely walked in the 4-inch heels. She had her Pre-

Calc textbook and her diary on her head—she’d seen that in a book once. She 
wasn’t sure what that did, but it always seemed to make the girls so much 
more graceful and popular. That’s what she was trying to become. She was 
sick of going to parties to try to make friends without results. She always 
ended up in the corner, an outcast, in thick-rimmed glasses, with everyone 
laughing at her. So, Julia decided to take matters into her own hands. 

Julia studied the popular girls. Those girls who drew boys to them at every 
party. What did they have that she didn’t? Well, for one thing, they had 
confidence. They were hot, and they knew it. They made sure that everyone 
else knew it, too. They went to the middle of the dance floor in their tiny 
dresses and just danced along to the music. Julia went and bought some 
party dresses and contacts.  

The popular girls also usually had a boy to dance with, and Julia had her 
mind set on Ben. She was going to get him to kiss her, somehow. She was 
pretty sure that she was the only 17 year old in the room who had never been 
kissed. She marched right into that party and pulled Ben aside.  

“Hey, Ben, wanna dance?” she asked.  
“Oh, sure!” Ben responded. “Are you new here?” 
“I guess you could say that,” Julia said, smirking. 
The night was amazing. Julia went from wallpaper to heartbreaker. You 

should have seen her. She even ended up being able to make out with Ben on 
the couch. When she finally explained who she was to Ben at the end of the 
night, he commented “I like the remix, baby. I like the V2. I like the new you, 
baby.” 

She liked thinking of herself as the remix of her old self, but to tell the 
truth, that was only who Julia was at parties. She discovered that for 
everyday life, she truly enjoyed the anonymity of her other identity. From 
that day forward, there were two Julias—the “V2,” or “Remix Julia,” who 
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came out at parties, and “Julia,” who Julia became everywhere else. Like 
Hannah Montana, Julia had the best of both worlds.  

 
 

“Unlimited Energy”  

by Noa Pergament 

 
 5 am, bright and early, I’m already out the door. Call me crazy for 

waking up so early but my 10 mile run won’t wait until the afternoon. By 7 
am I’m back at home, did my cool-off weight lifting, showered, and in the 
middle of eating my breakfast: a banana and salad. By 8 am I have jogged to 
school, Prufrock Preparatory School for Young Men, and I am in my first 
period class, Math. Math is my all-time favorite subject. Fractions? Decimals? 
Calculus? Pshhh, it’s all easy for me.  

 After my AP Calculus class comes my double period AP US History, I 
also adore history. I love writing long exciting essays about enlightenment 
thinkers and renaissance personalities. After history comes a break, Johnny 
and Timmy are bullying Alfred. I duck my head and hurry away, don’t want 
to cause any ripples or speak out. My personal life motto is “it is always 
better to stay quiet and fit in than to go out of the lines and cause 
controversy.” What a good life motto right!?  

 After a long and thrilling day at school I jog home and do my homework 
IMMEDIATELY. Procrastinating is never acceptable. After homework I do 
my 1,000 push-ups, 1,000 crunches, 1,000 sit-ups, etc. Going through my 
whole workout regime would be too much talking, I hate talking. I am 
generally very quiet and never talk more than a couple words at a time. As 
for my dreams and future aspirations: I want to marry a nice girl (I am very 
straight), move to Texas because THIS IS AMERICA! AMERICA IS THE 
BEST COUNTRY! MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN! Get a desk job in 
mathematics, and have many children. I have to go now to do my 6-o’clock 
biking workout, following my hiking and rock climbing night activities, then 
sleep promptly at 8:30. Goodnight. 
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“Dear Rachel”  

by Elana Hochbaum 
 
Dear Rachel, 
I’m still in shock over your death. It doesn’t feel real yet. I just keep 

thinking about everything we went through, and it’s playing over and over in 
my mind. I felt like I needed to tell you (however silly that might seem) 
exactly what I’ve been thinking about, so I decided to write you this letter.  

It all started when you took the sheep to get water from the well. You were 
always so good with the sheep, so Father trusted you to be the shepherdess 
for the family instead of me. You showed up at the well and the stone cover 
was still on it, so you waited for the rest of the flocks to arrive to help remove 
the stone, just as you had done countless times before. Then, you noticed 
something was different. There was a stranger there—a man. As soon as he 
saw you he seemed to gain almost superhuman strength and pushed the rock 
off single handedly. You told me that you were in awe and immediately 
excited. He gave our sheep some water... and then he kissed you and started 
crying! You talked about that for months afterward, do you remember? He 
introduced himself to you and then you both told our father that Yaakov was 
family. He seemed happy to have Yaakov with us and agreed to let him stay 
at our house.  

After only a short amount of time, I could easily tell he was in love with 
you, and you were in love with him. Of course he would love you. You were 
beautiful and kind. He didn’t seem to dislike me, but anyone could tell he 
wanted to marry you. Sure enough, when our father asked him what he 
would like his wages to be, he immediately answered that he would serve 
seven whole years to marry you! Father “agreed” to Yaakov’s proposition and 
Yaakov worked for those seven years to marry you.  

The time finally came for the wedding and our father pulled me aside. He 
told me that I was going to be the one to marry Yaakov. I was confused and 
frightened. I didn’t want to do it, and I asked why he wanted me to, but he 
wouldn’t answer me. I didn’t know what to do, so I decided to secretly ask 
you. You agreed about my fears, and worried for my safety if I refused. You 
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and I also both knew that I didn’t really have a choice—either way I’d have to 
go through with it—so you decided that you would at least try to make it so 
that I wasn’t embarrassed in front of everyone at the wedding. You did one of 
the nicest things you’ve ever done for me, and it’s something I can never truly 
repay nor fully express my gratitude about. You and Yaakov had “secret 
codes” that you had created so our father couldn’t pull any of his tricks to 
cheat him in the deal that he’d made to work for seven years to marry you. 
However, when you saw how dire the situation was, you realized that no 
matter what, I’d end up getting married to Yaakov, so you told me the codes 
so I wouldn’t be humiliated when Yaakov realized that I had been brought to 
him instead of you. This act of kindness showed what a kind and wonderful 
person you were.  

That night, when Yaakov thought I was you, he treated me the best that 
he’d ever treated me. I felt truly loved by him, but it was all based on a lie. 
He was really showing how much he loved you, and I was getting the benefit 
of that love. I think that moment may have been the first time I realized the 
difference between his treatment of you and his treatment of me. In a way, 
ever since that night, I’ve been trying to recreate the feelings I felt during 
that first night with Yaakov. This could never be done, though. He really only 
loves you. After he discovered that it was me, he was understandably upset. 
It makes sense why he would be; he had worked for almost a decade for his 
one true love, and instead he had received her less-beautiful sister. That 
would make anyone upset. He went to our father and Father made up a lame 
excuse about “marrying the older daughter first.” They ended up making a 
deal that he’d be able to marry you after a week but he would have to work 
for another seven years. You both got married and spent the night together 
as well. Sometimes I wonder if it was as wonderful as my first night with 
him. After this, Father gave Bilhah and Zilpah to us as maidservants. 

Yaakov very obviously loved you more than me, but after the wedding he 
seemed to be avoiding me. At first, I thought he was just annoyed about the 
trick our father had done at the wedding. Maybe he thought that I had 
something to do with it. I noticed he was slightly cold to me and basically 
only showed affection for you, so when I got pregnant, I was thrilled. I 
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thought, “well, at least now he’ll love me.” I mean, why wouldn’t he? Having a 
baby would prove that I had nothing to do with the wedding trick because 
Hashem wouldn’t have given me a child if I had been guilty. I also thought 
that showing that I could provide children for him would be enough to change 
his opinion. I was wrong. When I gave birth to baby Reuven, my problems 
didn’t go away—they only increased. Instead of showing affection for me, he 
was as cold as ever. It was then that I realized—he truly despised me.  

I kept trying with my next two pregnancies, Shimon and Levi, but it just 
didn’t work out. I was so desperate for my husband’s affection that I even 
named my first three children after what effect I wanted them to have, which 
was to make my husband love me. After I got pregnant with my fourth child, 
though, I realized that I was actually being selfish by trying to use my 
children solely to make my husband care about me. I was being blessed over 
and over again with children by Hashem, and that should have been enough. 
Because of this realization, I named my baby Yehuda, to show that this time, 
I would praise Hashem instead.  

I saw you becoming more and more anxious to have your own child. I 
noticed that you were jealous of me, and I’m sorry. I truly am. I felt that you 
had it better than me because even with all of my beautiful children, Yaakov 
still loved you more than me. Not only that, but he didn’t even like me. It was 
hard for me to feel bad for you because honestly, at the time I felt sorry for 
myself, too.  

You came to a point where you had an outburst and told Yaakov to give you 
children or else you would kill yourself. While that may have been an 
exaggerated statement, anyone could understand why you were so upset. It 
must have been so hard not to be able to get pregnant while watching me get 
pregnant over and over again. Yaakov got angry, though, and he said that he 
couldn’t take the place of G-d. I understand both of your positions. Yaakov’s 
defensive claim that G-d is able to do whatever He wants and won’t always 
listen to the righteous makes sense, and it makes sense that he’d be upset by 
you threatening to kill yourself over this. However, I also see your side. You 
were desperate, and it seemed like nothing was happening for you, and 
Yaakov wasn’t doing anything about it. It does seem odd that he wasn’t 
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willing to even pray for you, but neither you nor I will ever know his 
reasoning, and I’m sure he had good reasons.  

After your outburst, you decided to give Bilhah to Yaakov to have babies in 
place of you. To be honest, I think that idea was very smart. She was 
successful in becoming pregnant and gave birth to a baby boy, who you 
named Dan. When she gave birth to a second son, you named him Naphtali 
after “the contest” you had made with me and won. I have to admit, I got a bit 
jealous because you had the love and I had the babies. At the time, that only 
seemed fair. So, I gave Zilpah to Yaakov to be in my place as well because I 
had not had a baby in a while. She gave birth to two sons, Gad and Asher.  

One time, during the wheat harvest, Reuven found some mandrakes and 
brought them to me. You asked me for some, and I got mad. I burst out “you 
already took my husband, and now you want my son’s mandrakes too?!” It 
was silly to get so mad over that, but in the heat of the moment, I just blew 
up. You told me that if I gave you the mandrakes, you’d allow me to lie with 
Yaakov that night. I agreed, and I was able to lie with Yaakov and get 
pregnant again. I gave birth to Yissachar, and soon afterward, I had another 
son, Zevulun. After this, when I got pregnant for the last time, I got scared. 
Because of the prophecy that Yaakov would have twelve sons, I knew that if 
this child would have been a boy, it would have meant that you would only 
have been able to have one son, so I prayed that the baby would be a girl. She 
was, and I named her Dina. I know I seemed jealous of your relationship with 
Yaakov at the time, and I was, but I hope this shows that I really did and do 
love you, and I care about you. I hope that this action helped to pay you back 
for you giving me the code words.  

After Dina’s birth, you finally were able to get pregnant! You had a baby 
boy and named him Yosef. After his birth, Yaakov wanted to go back to his 
home. He argued with our father over wages, and of course, with Hashem’s 
help, won in the end. Yaakov called us back to him afterward and explained 
the whole situation, and we agreed that we were equivalent to outsiders in 
the mind of our father, because he had already used up our bride-price and 
we were worthless to him. We told him that we agreed that he should do 
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what G-d wanted, and we all did. Yaakov didn’t tell Lavan we were going to 
leave, and he made his plan to leave. 

You, however, made your fatal mistake. You stole our father’s idols and hid 
them. This was a noble and brave act, but also a remarkably stupid act. We 
left in secret, but of course Father caught up to us. He got mad about not only 
leaving, but also taking the idols. Yaakov got defensive and angry about 
taking the idols, as he had no knowledge that you had done it, but he cursed 
the person who had stolen the idols with death. We didn’t know it then, but 
this would come to be the thing he regretted most. Father searched 
everywhere and didn’t find the idols. When he came to your tent, you sat on 
them and told him that you were on your period, so you were unable to get 
up. He believed you and went out. We all thought it was over. Yaakov made 
peace with Father and we parted ways. 

Next came the confrontation with Esav. Yaakov sent him gifts, so he ended 
up being pretty nice, but Yaakov was badly hurt while fighting the angel on 
the other side, and has since walked with a limp. When Yaakov was worried 
about us getting hurt, he did something that obviously showed for whom he 
cared most. He put us in a line with you and Yosef in the back, then me and 
my kids, and then Bilhah and Zilpah and their kids in the front. This may 
have been hurtful, but it was not unusual. The conflict with Esav also had 
been mostly resolved, and we moved on.  

After this was a particularly painful situation involving my daughter, 
Dina. We settled in the city of Shechem. When Dina went out to talk to other 
girls there, Shechem took her and raped her. Shechem fell in love with her 
and he and his father practically begged Yaakov and his children to marry 
her. They agreed, but only if all of the men in the town got circumcised. That 
turned out to be a trick and on the third day, when the men were in the most 
pain, Shimon and Levi killed all of the men and the rest of the sons took all of 
their goods and wives and children. This was a stressful time, but for the 
moment it was over. 

We set out again, and on the trip, Devorah, your nurse, died. That was 
hard, but she was old and the trip was hard for her. We kept moving, and you 
got pregnant again! We were all overjoyed for you, but that joy would be 
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short-lived. You had a very hard labor, and you only stayed alive for a bit 
after Binyamin’s birth. You wanted to call him Ben-oni, but Yaakov renamed 
him. He didn’t want his son to be named after your suffering.  

So that’s it, Rachel. You’re gone. You died from a curse caused by a stupid 
mistake and you barely even got to see the son you had been waiting for for 
so long. I feel so bad that our relationship for such a long time was controlled 
by our jealousy for what the other had. I wanted Yaakov’s love, and you 
wanted children. We both got a bit of each but it wasn’t enough to satisfy us 
until it was too late. I miss you so much and I’ll take care of Binyamin and 
Yosef for you. There’s so much more I want to say, but I can’t possibly form it 
into words. I love you. I wish you were still here. I wish we could change some 
mistakes that we both made, but we can’t. I’m proud to say you were my 
sister. 

All of my love,  
Leah 
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“‘Attention Attention’ by Shinedown”  

by Leora Schottenstein 
 
There are sirens blaring. I don’t know what it means. Nobody’s ever heard 

this alarm before. There are red lights flashing and the sound is deafening, 
people are running, but where are they running to? I look out my tiny 
window and nothing looks unnatural. There are people conversing in the 
hallways but the alarms are so loud that I can’t hear what they are saying. 
My roommate is sitting on her bed, skipping through a comic book, 
headphones placed carefully over her ears.  

I give up on looking outside, the window is as small as my fist and the 
world looks as normal as ever. I laugh at my thoughts. As if anything is ever 
normal.  

I climb out of my cubicle and peek out into the halls. I look across to the 
other cubicles, everyone is either looking around like me or are acting as if 
nothing odd is happening. While there are a large handful of people who have 
been here longer than I have, I thought I’d seen it all. I’d been here for years. 
My roommate, Elva, was relatively new. It was her first year here.  

The loudspeakers screech, feedback echoing off of the metal that made up 
all the walls, floors, and furniture.  

“Attention, Attention,” an unrecognizable voice booms. The lights go out. 
The halls become dead silent. Those that were running stop in their tracks. 
Elva’s comic book silently falls to the floor, her headphones off and on the 
bed. All I can hear is my heart beating, loudly pumping in my chest. My face 
gets hot as we all wait for the voice to continue.  

Everyone is frozen still like mannequins but the voice doesn’t continue. A 
very low hum comes from the speakers. The intercom is definitely on. And yet 
the voice says nothing. There is no reason for me to feel as though I shouldn’t 
move, but I feel frozen in place. I eye the room, and everyone else is just like 
me. Frozen where they are, as if in a trance, carefully and cautiously eyeing 
the room.  
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I can’t take the tension, the silence, the feeling of being a puppet on a 

string. I tiptoe out into the hall, my socks inaudibly touch the cold metal 
floor.  

“Attention, Attention” the voice booms again. The sound is deafening and I 
almost slip. I grab my heart, which is pumping way too fast at this point, and 
close my eyes. I feel the slightest tap on my shoulder and turn around to see 
Alfie, the boy in the cubicle next to me.  

“Are you okay?” He mouths silently, barely moving a muscle. I nod meekly, 
trying to read his expression. He’s been here longer than I have. Maybe he 
knows what was happening. His facial expression suggests otherwise.  

I notice Amma, or Obnoxious Am as we call her behind her back, climb to 
the top of her bed and stand up. 

“What the hell is going on?” She asks. Suddenly the walls and floors start 
to shake as a static sound booms through the speakers. I quickly fall down, 
wrapping myself up into a little ball and covering my head and ears with my 
arms.  

“Shhh!” A bunch of voices say at once as soon as it stops.  
“Nobody move or speak!” Alfie whispers loudly.  
“Attention, Attention,” the voice booms. Everyone winces, keeping their 

hands where they are. “It’s urgent, it’s real.” 
I open my eyes as soon as it stops but the voice booms again, moments 

later. “The cameras are rolling. The envelope is sealed.” 
Amma’s eyebrows go up in confusion. I notice Alfie almost moves 

reflexively but holds back.  We all wait in silence for the voice to continue. 
The low hum of feedback continues, and I feel a drop of sweat drip down my 
forehead.  

We all stand like this, like silent, paralyzed, pawns in some twisted game. 
A few minutes pass and everyone starts to move a little bit, impatient. Not a 
lot, just a little eye movement, a shift in their position, some people quickly 
put their hands over their ears.  

“Attention attention,” the voice booms. The red lights begin to flash again, 
but there is no siren this time.  The speakers start to tremble and spark. 
Little ashes fly out, and it’s eerily quiet. Out of the corner of my eye, I see 
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silent tears fall down Alfie’s face. There’s a loud screech of feedback before 
the voice speaks for the last time.  

“Get down on the floor. Don’t reach for your pockets. Don’t run for the 
door.”  
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“Yo Boyz Blog”  
by Zörit Bluth 

 
 So I was doing my scheduled call with my friend Cheyenne that I do like 

every two weeks and while I was talking to her I was like do you remember 
how we met and I'm going to tell you that story. Welcome to my blog, my 
name is Throckmorton this is a blog about my sick dude adventures. 
Cheyenne and I met at a grocery store I don't remember which grocery store 
but we met at a grocery store of some sort. So I was at the grocery store you 
know as one is prancing around looking at all the stuff and are they in the 
produce aisle looking at my beloved Chiquita banana lady and I noticed this 
older woman behind me usually I get off-put by old ladies because they scare 
me and I don't want anything to do with them but this lady seems different 
she came to the bananas where I was standing and she was looking for the 
greenest bananas like the ones that were not even close to ripe so I knew she 
was different because she wasn't looking for the mushy bananas with the 
brown spots like every other soccer mom was. But I was just minding my own 
business you know not trying to get involved because I don't want to start 
anything but I noticed she was wearing bright fuchsia lipstick and that's a 
big fashion statement.  she came up to me and she said excuse me young man 
do you think that walnuts or pecans would be better on banana bread and I 
said probably pecans considering that I have a walnut allergy and then she 
said well then good to know and then I got a little scared because why did she 
say good to know because now she knows that I can't have walnuts and she 
makes lovely banana bread. So she got the chopped pecans instead of the 
chopped walnuts. So I go on shopping and then I go to the nail care aisle 
because I need new nail files. So I’m getting my nail files and who do I see 
down the aisle…..Cheyenne so at this point, she’s either following me to kill 
me, it's a coincidence, or she thinks I'm cool and is following me.  And turned 
out to be that she thinks I'm cool.  

So we are both in the nail aisle and she goes oh it's you again I figured 
since I've seen you a couple of times already I should introduce myself hi my 
name is Cheyenne my friends call me Beans and I'm going to call you skater 
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dude. So I introduced myself and I said hi I'm Throckmorton my friends call 
me Rocky but you can call me skater dude. In my mind, I'm a little nervous 
because I'm not the best with strangers so I'm like I wonder where this is 
going. Hopefully, it doesn't end up with me in a body bag. So she's like okay, 
a new friend  I have a question. And I'm like lay it on me. She says “do you 
think that eyelash glue could work as a substitute for nail glue” and I said I 
don't know I've never really used nail glue and I've never really used eyelash 
glue so I wouldn't know. She was like “or I’m looking at the wrong store, 
maybe my perfect nail glue will just be super glue from the hardware store”. 
So I said “which hardware store Lowe's, Home Depot, or Ace” and she was 
like well I haven't seen an Ace around here in a while and I was like Ace is 
the place with the helpful hardware folks and she was like I see that you like 
jingles this is a good party trick and so I smiled. I was like Cheyenne do you 
know the truth about Lowe's and Home Depot; and she said no I don’t please 
indulge me. I said you don't know this about me cuz we just met Cheyenne 
but I used to be a big fan of Home Depot and I was not a big fan of Lowe's. 
You see as a plant lover, Lowe’s just didn't take care of their plants as well as 
Home Depot did. But then I learned the secret truth Home Depot and I might 
just have to go to Lowe's I learned that the heads of Home Depot are big fans 
of trump and the heads of Lowe’s have been a lot of giving back to the 
community and seems to be lovely people and although when I go there most 
of the plants are already dead and it's more of a rescue mission than a 
shopping trip but I choose to support them because they support other people 
it so sadly I had to ditch Home Depot. And now you know the truth about 
Home Depot. And she said I support my decisions to become friendly with you 
cause now I have someone I can be weird with. We exchanged contact info 
and just kept talking, started to hang out, and the rest is history.  
  



 158 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DRAMA 

  



 159 
Excerpt from The Tower of Babel  

by Zörit Bluth 
 

Act 1 Scene 5 
All the languages walk into the room and sit in chairs arranged in a circle.   

Romanian: This is a play {aceasta este o piesă de teatru} 
Portuguese:  This is a play about languages {Esta é uma peça sobre línguas} 
Banner on the wall says “Language chat/ support group”  

British Yaffa: Hello everyone, thanks for coming today. Why don’t we start 
by introducing ourselves. I’ll go first. Hi everyone, I’m Yaffa and I’m 
British from near Manchester like Harry Styles. 

Romanian: Do we say it in English or in our language? 
British Yaffa: Let's start with English for now. 
Romanian: Okay. Hei, everyone I'm Romanian. 
Russian: Hello, I’m Russian  
Portuguese: Oi, I’m Portuguese  
Spanish: Ola, I’m Spanish. Tengo que ir a una quinceañera pronto. BTW   
British Yaffa.: Oh okay we’ll keep that in mind. You can just slip out when 

you need to.  
Spanish: Estupenda  
French: I’m French  
Alsatian: Hi, I’m Alsatian  
Hebrew: Al what?   
Italian: Hebrew, this is my friend Alsatian 
British Yaffa: Alsatian is a language of the alsace lorraine region. It sounds 

like German (who decides not to show up today) and Italian because that’s 
what it is. Okay let's start by saying what we all have in common.  

Spanish: We're all languages 
British Yaffa: Correct, but maybe let's add to that. What about foods you 

have in common? 
French: We all have potato dishes. 
Everyone names potato dishes: perogies, potato pancakes, roasted potatoes, 

potato gratin, and mashed potatoes. 
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Hebrew: I have a cabbage dish. Do you guys?  
Everyone nods. 

British Yaffa: What about some greetings? 
Italian: we all have hi’s and hellos. 
Romanian: Do you guys have Dude or Bro? 

Alsatian shakes head no. 

Hebrew: we don’t have casual like you. 
Portuguese: Cara  
British Yaffa: Like the name?  
Portuguese: No? The greeting like "dude"  
British Yaffa: Interesting, do you guys have more examples of that? 
Alsatian: Guys, Spanish left.  
British Yaffa: Yeah they had a quinceanera to go to. It's okay not everyone 

is here all the time like our lovely friend German who did not join us 
today. Now back to the topic. 

Russian: What exactly is the topic? 
British Yaffa: Words in languages that sound like or mean different words 

and other languages 
Hebrew: יד  means stop in Hebrew but it sounds like die in english. 
British Yaffa: Very good example  
French: Choux 
British Yaffa: Shoe? 
French: No, Choux. Like cabbage. 
British Yaffa: OK, French. (clasps hands together) We can all agree that 

Europe has some very LOVELY looking people and celebrities.  
Everyone nods {acena com a cabeça} 

British Yaffa: Ok good good. Now on a darker note. Do you ever worry about 
your language and its longevity? 

French: Not really, we're kinda infinite. 
Romanian: Sometimes. We had some rough patches but we've collected a 

little fandom for the language and the culture. 
Portuguese: Nope 
Russian: No, RUSSIAN IS FOREVER {русский навсегда, russkiy navsegda} 
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British Yaffa: Oh! Russian, how nice to hear from you. 
Russian salutes. 

British Yaffa: Okay does anyone have anything else to add? Speak now or 
forever hold your peace. Well at least till we meet next week.We’ll be 
talking about language alphabets. Anything? More food talk? 

Romanian: we all like coffee or tea right? 
Everyone nods 

Russian: and..... {a takzhe}  
Romanian: yes Russian, and alcohol {Da rusă și alcool} 

Russian: {пальцы вверх}  

British Yaffa: Okay I think that's a good endnote. Goodbye everyone  
See you next week. 

All the languages wave or salute and walk out. 

 
End of scene {Fine della scena} 
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“Reacting to No Emotion”  

by Libby Gomez 
 

Libby: [goes to the 'short story' section of the library and sees a story] 
Hmm… No Emotion. This seems interesting. [She sits down on a chair 
and opens the book] "On his 100th ‘Ghost’ of the year, 40-year-old Victor 
feels accomplished for finally reaching '100 people betrayed.'" [she starts 
to yell and she throws herself backwards] ACCOMPLISHED?! And for 
what? 100 people BETRAYED?! I JUST STARTED AND I ALREADY 
DON'T AGREE! 

[a 23 year old women named Beatrice is reading to kids in the 'kids corner' 

which is right next to the 'short story' isle] 
Beatrice: [gets up to see who was yelling] One second everyone, I have to 

check something really quick [She walks over to Libby] um… Excuse me, 
you with the green glasses? 

Libby: [drops her book and almost falls off the chair] What? Hm? Are you 
talking to me? 

Beatrice: Yes, you. Can you keep it down a bit? 
Libby: Oh. Yes. Sorry. 
Beatrice: Thank you [she walks back to the kids she was reading to] So, 

where was I? Oh yes. And so "Rapunzel let down her hair…" 
Libby: alright what's next? [she picks her book back up] "...To celebrate, he 

walked to a cemetery to praise and admire all dead or withered beings 
because he believes it is amazing that life ends and how the "cycle of life" 
puts all living things in their place..." That's a  bit weird but eh, 
whatever. [she continues reading] "...Victor walked around the cemetery 
for a while before going to the community art studio…" oh finally 
something we have in common… Creativity! "...with a hammer and 
water…" what? [she has a confused look on her face] "...You might be 
wondering, 'What could he make with a hammer and water?'..." Yes I am, 
book, you are correct. "...Well, Victor isn't that kind of person. In fact, 
he's bringing them to destroy all the projects and creativity in sight…" 
[she starts to yell again]WHAT?! 
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Beatrice: "... The prince kept falling down the tower so Rapunzel kept 

having to throw her hair" [she and the kids laughed but it was 
interrupted by Libby's "WHAT?!"] I'm sorry kids, this will be the last 
time I will get up, promise [she gets up to talk to Libby… again] Hi 
again! 

Libby: Oh man. I'm yelling again. I'm sorry. 
Beatrice: It's okay, please just try to be quiet from now on. 
Libby: Thank you. 
[Beatrice walks back frustrated to the kids corner] 
Libby: Oh my gosh. [She brings the book to her face] Book. Please stop 

making me yell? Thank you. Geez. [She brings it back to her lap to 
continue reading] "… "Hey! All of you punks!" Victor said as he caught 
the attention of everyone in the art studio. 

Frightened, a little boy who was coloring asked, "Who-o, a-are you?" ..." Oh. 
The poor boy. Don't scare him. "… "Your worst nightmare!" Victor spoke 
with a smirk on his face. After a few minutes of awkward silence, the 
little boy started to look a little familiar to Victor. He didn't remember 
him from the other times he trashed the place, ..." Victor's done it more 
than once?! oy "... and he also didn't know him from the cemetery. So 
where did he know him from?  

Instead of trashing and destroying the art studio, he went home to try to 
figure out where he knew him from…" Great, now he's gonna have a 
whole existential crisis, well at least it stopped him from destroying the 
creative art studio[she muttered under her breath]...again. [she 
continued reading normally] "...Victor finally figured it out! He grabbed a 
picture of his family, including his mom, dad, and himself. Victor was 5 
at the time, and that's exactly who he looked like!.." Woah, plot twist! I 
wanna see how he deals with it "...Victor didn't care and just went on 
with life." [Her voice was raised again] YOU'VE GOT TO BE FRICKIN' 
KIDDING ME!!!! AND THAT'S IT?!?!? IT JUST ENDS THERE?!?!?!? 

[an angry Beatrice has entered the chat] 

Beatrice: That is the last straw! Get out! Now! 
Libby: bu— 
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Beatrice: No buts. Out! 
Libby: I'm so sorry 
Beatrice: No you are not! You have said that multiple times 
Libby: o-ok. [she sheds a tear of guilt] I wi-will drag my-myself out now 
Beatrice: you better! Goodbye :) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Litterbox Cleanup & Water Refill” 

by Ezra Mizrahi 
 

DRYER: I was busy doing my thing, that is, drying clothes, when that 
human came in again. Headphones and Precious the Phone were playing 
him music, headphones flashed a smirk as he walked over to Litter Box, 
who was filled with the tiny gray pebble things, and, well, you know, he 
picked up Shovel-Thing and Garbage Bag and started cleaning Litter 
Box of the...well you know, he took Garbage Bag and left, and I went 
back to drying clothes. 

DISH SOAP: The human picked up Water Dish and emptied her contents 
down Sink Drain; he started rinsing her thoroughly and refilled her 
container. He walked back to the corner, put Water Dish down, and it 
started refilling, then Sponge started spewing insults at me, but it 
sobered up after the other human started washing dishes. 
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“Cheyenne—Pickle Story”  

by Elana Hochbaum 
 

Timberly: CHEYENNE! Where did my pickles go? You know, the ones I 
keep in the fridge to eat with my pastrami sandwiches? 

Cheyenne: Oh, I finished them! They were great! 
Timberly: What?? But those were mine! Did you at least replace them? 
Cheyenne: Haha, no! I figured you would just make some more, you know, 

like you always do when I finish them! You’re just so good at making 
them... 

Timberly: Cheyenne, it takes those pickles FIVE DAYS to soak in the brine! 
That leaves me without my pickles for at least those five days! 

Cheyenne: I’m sure you’ll figure it out, Timmy. Well, I’m off to jazz class. 
Good luck with your pickle situation! 

Timberly: You caused my situation! 
 

Later that night 
Timberly: (To himself) How can I solve this situation… oh, I know! I can 

make the pickles so spicy that they’re not even edible anymore! I’ll just 
add this bottle of hot chili oil to the brine! 

 
Five days later 

Cheyenne: (Tasting the pickles) Yum! These spicy pickles are so delicious, 
Timmy! I can’t get enough! I haven’t had pickles this good since 
Woodstock! 

Timberly: What?? You LIKE them? I can barely even smell them! I mean… 
of course you like them... 

Cheyenne: Yes! Please keep making them exactly like this!  
Timberly: Oh no… (to himself) I give up! I’m not even making brine this 

time. I’ll just put the cucumbers in water. She can eat as many of those 
“pickles” as she wants. 
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The next day 

Cheyenne: TIMOTHY JONESON! WHAT ARE THESE PICKLES!?  
Timberly: Why, my famous pickles, of course! You loved them yesterday… 
Cheyenne: Oh no, really?? My tastebuds must have changed from all the… 

Well, nevermind. I think I hate pickles now! I won’t be taking your pickles 
anymore! You can have them. Yuck! 

Timberly: Oh, really? Darn. Guess I have to have my pickles all by myself. 
What a shame. (To himself) I can’t believe that worked!  

 
 
 

“No Nose Knows” 
by Yona Kelman 

 
Employee sits at the store counter. 

Employee: Why does this place exist? It’s not like anyone would buy a— 
Rick enters wearing a mask because Corona 
Rick: Hello? I’d like to purchase one of your finest. 
Employee: Wow, a customer! I’d never think...Anyways, what, uh, shape do 

you want? 
Rick: There are options?! 
Employee: Of course! We have wide, tall, flat, pointy, extra-pointy, and 

Jewish. 
Rick: I’m feeling bold today...gimme an extra pointy! 
Employee: Ok then. I assume you’ll want a matching color? 
Rick: Nope! I want mine extra pink! 
Employee: Extra pink!? I never thought someone would want this, so it’s on 

sale. 
Employee pulls out 🐽 

Employee: Does this meet your standards? 
Rick: I thought I wanted pointy, but that’s perfect! Just stitch it on here! 
Rick pulls down mask to reveal his lack of a nose 
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“Treats”  

by Aharon Kosofsky 
 
Randy: I wish I could buy the fancy type of treats, candies, and drinks. I 

hope to get some as soon as I have the money. I wonder what they taste like. 
Randall: Like nothing. Like everything you’ve ever tasted. Is this what 

you want?  
Randy: Yes, and lots of it. I dream that maybe I’ll travel and see it all, to 

know it all. I need to know. There must be so much I have yet to experience. 
There must be so much I have yet to see. 

Randall: What you crave doesn’t exist beyond your own mind. Just stay 
and forever be wanting. Getting out can only come to an end of passion, and 
your satisfaction will never come. 

Randy: You must be wrong. You must be sad, a victim of your own 
existence. You are not a true human. You must have an illness that separates 
you from true people, normal people, my people. I can’t talk to you, it’s too 
upsetting. You won’t be of any use to me, so goodbye forever. 
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“Things That Never Existed”  

by Ariella Leib 
 

You: Remember when I would smile? I don’t do that anymore. It’s really a 
shame. You could always count on me to be there. It’s like I was never 
busy. 

Me: So long ago... 
You: I have this memory of laughing once… What's that about? 
Me: You didn’t exist then. You’re going crazy. 
You: But it’s all ruined! Destroyed, forever. 
You: Ya know, that kinda sounds like a murder. 
Me: It’s alright. It’s when you became a man. 
You: What? 
Me: Your mind is a trick. A fool’s game. 
You: But--but it goes so fast. 
Me: Yet sometimes never ends? 
You: Exactly? 
Me: If only... 
You: The important things never existed. Life is pointless. Why live at all? 
Me: What does it feel like to be a murderer? 
You: ME? 
Me: Just kidding. 
You: Phew 
Me: I already know. 
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“Ripper’s Backstory”  

by Ezra Mizrahi 
 

Setting: Dr. Wu’s Lab 

  

                            
 

Characters: 

Ripper (the Indoraptor) 

The Spirit of Indy (the Indominus Rex) 

 
*Ripper bursts up from the water in giant tank* 

 
Ripper *gasps for air*  

 
Ripper: “it’s not fair I’m experimented on every day non-stop just to see 

how I react to different environments.!” 
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Indy’s Spirit: “I know,but-”  

 
*Ripper cuts her off* 

 
Ripper: “And it’s not just hot and cold. No no no no no, these experiments 

range from zapping me with high voltage electricity to spraying LITERAL 
HYDROCHLORIC ACID ALL OVER ME!!!!” 

 
*Indy tries to speak again* 

 
Indy: “I understand but you need to realize that-” 

 
*Ripper interrupts with more ranting* 

 
Ripper: “And they don’t let me rest up between experiments or let me 

heal. Oh no no no no no, they do each one right after the previous one; the 
only break I get is at night when they all go home, such as right now 

actually!” 
 

*they were all packing up and getting ready to go* 
  

Ripper: “I’m finally able to rest!!!” 
. . .  

*Ripper lies down, contemplating the meaning of life* 
 
Ripper: “hey Indy, is it suffering? The meaning of life I mean, I certainly 

suffer. . .does that mean I can make the humans suffer?” 
*Indy is in shock, mouth flung wide open* 

 
Ripper: “Yes, the meaning of life must be suffering, and that meant that 

the more I suffer the more I can make the humans suffer!” 
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Indy: “but when you think about it, how would you even get the humans to 

suffer? Besides, they had those electric stick things” 
 
*Ripper thinks long and hard pulling a face that looks like Goyle trying to 

concentrate* 
 
Ripper: *starts scratching and biting himself, digging his sharp claws and 

teeth into old wounds; blood poured out*  
 

Indy: *screeches in horror* “Ripper stop it!” 
 

Ripper: *keeps scratching until he’s coated in shining red blood*  
 
*in the growing silence, Ripper lies still, wishing for an escape from this life. 

. . . he slowly loses consciousness and passes out.* 
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“Bradley Isn’t Noa”  
by Noa Pergament 

 
Mom: Honey I need to talk to you 
Bradley: *doing sit-ups* Mom not now I’m working out 
Mom: I know I see that honey, that’s the problem. Your father and I are very 

worried about your *pause* over-enthusiasm towards working out. We’re 
afraid it’s becoming an addiction. 

Bradley: Addiction?! I would never become addicted to anything! I am too 
strong for that! 

Mom: Honey, we just want you to be normal and do normal kid stuff. Why 
don’t you ask Toby or Alfred to hang out with you? You can go to the 
movies? 

Bradley: Alfred and Toby aren’t cool. I can’t be seen with them! That would 
lower my status. I have made a perfect formula to glide my way through 
high school being with the average 70% in the popularity stats. 

Mom: *sighs* Have you been talking to Alfred recently? His mom called me 
the other day, Alfred is being very bullied, he hasn’t gone to school in 
days. 

Bradley: Oh??? No offense mom but- I just don’t care. Alfred chose his path 
in life and I’m choosing mine. Mine is to blend in and not stick out like a 
sore, ugly thumb. As I always say: “it is always better to stay quiet and 
fit in than to go out of the lines and cause controversy.” 

Mom: I don’t even know who you are anymore… 
Bradley: *rolls his eyes* I’m still Bradley? The same kid I was before! Just 

now I have a purpose in life! 
Mom: *emotionally, shouting* And what’s your purpose?! To discard your 

friends and be a cruel exercise bulimic!?  
Bradley: *nonchalant* maybe? If that’s how you see it? 
Mom: *walks out crying* 
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“My Daughter, the Alcoholic”  

by Leora Schottenstein 
 

A middle aged woman with dyed-blonde hair, DEANNA SMETH, enters a 
juice bar in a tracksuit. Following behind her is a young girl, JENNIFER 

SMETH, dressed in expensive but casual clothing. 

 
BARISTA: Good morning Mrs. Smeth how are you this lovely morning? 
DEANNA: God gave me a new day, and I used it to pray, you know how it 

goes. 
BARISTA: Well your drink should be ready in just a few. Who’s this? 
DEANNA (beaming with pride): This is my daughter, Jennifer. She’s just 

visiting from college for the weekend and I figured we’d spend the day 
together. 

BARISTA: Oh how lovely! Nice to meet you, Jennifer. Can I get you 
anything? 

JENNIFER (spaced out): Vodka Soda? 
Deanna elbows her in the ribs. 

DEANNA (muttering): Jennifer, what on earth are you saying?  
BARISTA (weirded out): Sorry Miss, there’s no alcohol served here. Juices 

and Smoothies only. 
JENNIFER (under her breath): Oh it’s gonna be a looong day. (back to 

normal tone) I’ll just have some orange juice.  
BARISTA: Coming right up.  
Deanna grabs her drink off the counter and JENNIFER takes her juice. 

Deanna slaps a fifty down on the counter and they make their way out. 

They enter the car, a white Cadillac Escalade.  

DEANNA: We’re going to church. Now. 
JENNIFER: What? I thought we were gonna hit the mall or something… 
DEANNA: That may have been the most humiliating moment of my life. My 

daughter? An alcoholic? Do you know who was in there? Cheryl was there! 
Cheryl Sanderson! And Linda Dawns, and Jeanine Johnson, and- 

JENNIFER: Calm down! It was an accident. I’m sorry, okay? 
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DEANNA: It’s not me you need to apologize to, it’s God. So we’re going to 

Church. You need to cleanse that filthy soul of yours. 
JENNIFER: I think you’re blowing this way out of proportion, mom.  
DEANNA: Oh god I knew I shouldn’t have sent you off to college look what it 

did to you. Why can’t you be more like your cousin Abigail? I should have 
just sent you off to that women’s youth missionary program.  

JENNIFER: Abigail went to college, mom! 
DEANNA: Don’t talk back to me young lady. I am your mother and I will not 

tolerate this. What else are you doing over there in college? Huh? Oh my 
god I bet you're not eating organic anymore. Do you know what that will 
do to you? You’re going to get cancer, or even worse, I heard that a study 
was done and kids who don’t eat organic are more likely to become 
homosexuals. Are you homosexual now too, Jennifer? 

JENNIFER: Okay calm down mom. You haven’t been this upset since 
someone stole your blue lives matter bumper sticker. 

DEANNA: Yeah and I won’t say who it was but let me tell you I couldn’t get 
him in trouble if I wanted to because he’s a “minority” and I'm a white 
woman.  

JENNIFER: Oh my god. 
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“My Pillow & Pillow Case” 

by Libby Gomez 
 

Pillow Case: "Why has Libby cried and freaked out every night this week?" 
Pillow: "I have no clue." 
Pillow Case: "Any thoughts?" 
Pillow: "Nope." 
Pillow Case: "Wait. What's happening to Libby?! She's gone mad!" 
Pillow: "What?! I can't see what's happening; tell me what is happening!" 
Pillow Case: "Alright, I'll tell you what I see. It looks like she's pacing back 

& forth? Oh, I think she is trying to figure out if she should sleep or go ask 
her mom or dad for help." 

Pillow: "What does it look like she would need help with?" 
Pillow Case: "To deal with her emotions." 
Pillow: "I would too if I was crying every single night, while thinking I am a 

complete failure in life." 
Pillow Case: "What are you talking about, 'thinking I am a complete failure 

in life'? She never thought that." 
Pillow: "I have been with Libby longer than you, you have been brain-wiped 

more than me. So I know more about Libby than you, and she has been 
feeling this way the whole summer, along with dealing with going into 
high school!" 

Pillow Case: "What?! Really?" 
Pillow: "Yup." 
Pillow Case: "Whoa. I had no idea.Oh, her dad just called her over to talk 

because she was sobbing in the bathroom trying to collect her thoughts." 
Pillow: "And… I'm assuming she couldn't?" 
Pillow Case: "Yeah. I would tell you what they are saying but I can't hear 

their conversation 'cause it's in the other room." 
Pillow: "Well I really hope she feels better soon." 
Pillow Case: "Me too, but until then, I'll give her my shoulder to cry on." 
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“Podiatry”  

by Ariella Leib 
 
Ariella climbs into the tent, takes off her hiking boots and sets her water bottle 
down on the ground. 
 
Hiking Boots: AGGGGGGGGHHHH! 
Water Bottle: Um... 
Hiking Boots: THAT WAS DISGUSTING. 
Water Bottle: What? 
Hiking Boots: Ariella’s feet! It seems like they get grosser and grosser every 

day. I don’t know if I can take this pain and suffering much longer! 
Water Bottle: Ya know, I might be wrong, but last time I checked, your 

entire purpose in life is to be worn on people’s feet.  
Hiking Boots: Well—-- 
Water Bottle (cutting them off): And didn’t you say you were a hand-me-

down pair? That means you’ve had to deal with more than one pair of 
feet in your long, old days. So you would think a little smelliness 
wouldn’t bother you so much.  

Hiking Boots: I may have been worn by my fair share of feet in the past, but 
nothing, and I mean NOTHING, compares to her feet at the moment. I 
have never seen such disgusting things in my life. And talkative! She has 
these giant white calluses that do nothing but chatter all day long, and 
don’t even get me STARTED on the blisters. They’re so annoying! And 
not to mention quite rude… 

Water Bottle: Just listen to MY day, I’ve had it much worse—-- 
Hiking Boots (cutting them off): I didn’t even mention the lost toenail! 
Water Bottle (ignoring them): Ariella was CONSTANTLY picking me up 

and drinking from me. I barely would get a second to relax before she 
would start chugging again. 

Hiking Boots: Classic, WB! Doing nothing but complaining all the time. I 
don’t know where you could have picked that up from—-- 
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Water Bottle (cutting them off): You, you moron! Anyway, there were these 

disgusting electrolyte tablets she kept shoving down my lid. It made my 
water all bubbly. I hate having an upset stomach. 

Hiking Boots: More than putrid smelling athlete’s foot? 
Water Bottle: You don’t even have a nose! 
Hiking Boots: Yeah, but if I did I know it would smell disgusting! 
Water Bottle: I’m done with this conversation. I’m going to talk to Hiking 

Backpack. They are MUCH more intelligent than you. And strong! I 
mean, you would have to be if you were carrying so much weight around 
all day. And besides, it’s not like I could heel you of your pain. Haha! Get 
it? 

Hiking Boots: Oh, dear. 
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SPECIAL ADDENDUM 
(in which the egregious elision of JK’s final 
project from last year’s journal is rectified) 
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“Nine Extremely Short and Numbered Stories” 

by Joseph Korman 
 

Story #1 
So I was walking down the street one fine day and I stepped on a 

banana. Not the peel, but the rest of the banana. I wasn’t sure how to react. 
Normally I would slip and fall and explode, but that wasn’t the case. I wasn’t 
sure if I was supposed to slip or not.  

What happened next shocked me. 
Instead of me slipping on the banana, the banana slipped on me. I 

realized that if you step on a banana without the peel, the banana is the one 
that slips. So the banana slipped and splattered everywhere.  

The banana was rushed to the banana hospital and learned that it 
needed emergency banana surgery to repair the missing banana-ness that 
was lost when it slipped. 

The banana surgery did not go well, unfortunately, and the banana 
ended up suffering a tragic banana death. His banana family came into the 
banana hospital to say goodbye to him. 

The moral of the story is that if you like bananas, don’t peel them and 
throw them on the floor. You could seriously injure or even kill innocent 
bananas. 

 

Story #2 
There once was a boy named Rodrigo. Rodrigo had very terrible vision 

and needed special prescription glasses. Rodrigo had two dreams that were 
totally separate, but both equally strong; if either one came true, he would be 
happy forever. Those two dreams were either becoming a professional Lego 
builder or an NFL kicker.  

When Rodrigo was bored, he would either go outside and kick footballs as 
far as he could or build enormous Lego sets. 
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When he was 18 years old, he went to college in Georgia and joined the 

football team, and, as expected, he was really good! He would hit 65-yard 
kicks with ease during practice, impressing the scouts. 

One day, while he was building a giant Lego set, Rodrigo got a call from a 
mysterious number. He picked it up and found out that he was drafted by the 
Indianapolis Colts and was getting a shot in the NFL! When he hung up the 
phone, he went right back to building his Lego set and finished it that night. 
Nothing ever stops Rodrigo from finishing his Lego sets. 

That year, he went on to become one of the best kickers in the NFL, 
getting ranked in the top 10 by almost every scout and reporter around. He 
had officially completed one of his two lifelong dreams!  

Rodrigo’s last name is Blankenship. I know this is a weird time to tell 
you, but I felt like it, so there you go. 
 

Story #3 
On October 24, 2069, at 3:00 in the morning, Cleopatra decided to go 

grab some pots and pans and bash them together very loudly in the kitchen, 
so she did. When everyone else in her house woke up, they went downstairs 
and got really mad at her. They then proceeded to take Cleopatra and throw 
her in the basement. The basement was completely dark and scary. No one 
knew what was in the basement because there were no lights in the 
basement ever. While Cleopatra sat lifelessly in the basement, she sat and 
wondered what was in the basement. Little did she know that their house 
didn’t even have a basement, but in fact, she was thrown into a black hole. 

Yes, you read that right. Cleopatra was thrown into a freaking black hole 
that was in her family’s house. When the family was asked about the black 
hole, they said that they had all agreed years before this incident that they 
wanted to throw Cleopatra into the “basement,” but they needed a legitimate 
reason to. They hadn’t had a good reason to throw her in the “basement” until 
that morning when she decided to wake everybody up with pots and pans.  
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Cleopatra spent her final Jeremy Bearimys in the black hole where she 

eventually evaporated into time and space. The family lived happily ever 
after without Cleopatra. 

Don’t be like this family. Get rid of cable. Get DirecTV. 
 

Story #4 
Once upon a time, there were twins named Tushbechata and Nechemata. 

Tushbechata was a beet farmer, and Nechemata was also a beet farmer. 
Tushbechata and Nechemata did not work the same beet farms. They instead 
farmed two competing beet farms that were 10 miles apart. Tushbechata 
hated Nechemata, and Nechemata hated Tushbechata; this is because of 
their competitiveness; they had been very competitive since birth and have 
never stopped since. 

Both of their beet farms were high-quality and amazing; they had the 
exact same amount of success all the time. Neither one was ever better than 
the other, but they both tried their hardest to be the better beet farmer. 
Every conversation that Tushbechata and Nechemata had contained at least 
one flippant remark from each of them. They never ceased to hate each other. 

A few years later, they both died of overcompetitiveness on the exact 
same day. If you think that I just made that up and that it’s impossible to die 
from overcompetitive- ness, you would be sadly mistaken. It is in fact a real 
thing; however, this is the first time in the history of mankind that this cause 
of death was heard of, and it just goes to show how competitive Tushbechata 
and Nechemata were. 

 
Story #5 

I was walking down the street with my partially connected headphones 
in my pocket when I stumbled upon something I had never seen before. I saw 
a cat digging through the trenchcoat of a male American Girl Doll. I seriously 
never thought I would see something like this ever. I walked over to it and 
just thought about all of the possibilities there are for something like a male 
American Girl Doll with a destroyed trench coat. Understandably, I couldn’t 
think of anything, so I just left it on the street and continued on with my life.  
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The next day, I went outside to get the mail when all of a sudden a tiny 

plastic car the size of a toddler rolled up to my mailbox. Sure enough, it was 
the male American Girl Doll. He was alive somehow. 

He just stared at me for three minutes before handing me a note that 
was written by the cat. I can’t tell you what the note said because I would get 
killed by the cat FBI, but I’ll tell you, it was bizarre. There were words I 
never thought I would see consecutively, and I never saw the world the same 
way again. That note caused me to question my existence and everything 
around me. 

Then my alarm went off. 
 

Story #6 
Little Yankel was in 7th grade and liked to make YouTube videos. One 

day, Little Yankel invited his friend from school to make a video poking fun 
about something that occurs in school. They made the video and got a very 
positive reception from their classmates, saying the video was very funny and 
accurate. In the span of 10 months, the video got over 150 views! (which is a 
lot when you are an unfunny 13 year old). 

About a year after the video was posted, some VERY SMART person 
decided to show the video to a staff member who was mentioned in the video. 
Understandably, the teacher got very mad and offended and told the 
principal and head of school. The head of school then emailed Little Yankel 
and asked him to take the videos down because the teacher was not happy 
about the video. 

I REALLY HOPE that the student who showed the video to the teacher 
learned from that action and will act smartly next time, and not show a video 
like that to the person it is about. Hopefully they are also reading this… 

 
Story #7 

Sometimes people get very bored and lonely. When those people get 
lonely, they start to do things that are very unusual. When people see those 
people doing the things they do when lonely, they worry about the person.  
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One Shabbos, Breshad was so bored and lonely, but didn’t want to nap, 

so he had to sit around with his own thoughts. He eventually reached next 
level boredom and started brainstorming ideas of how to pass the time. 

The activity that he decided on was chess. He didn’t play against anyone 
because no one was around, so he ended up playing by himself, against 
himself. He played as both players and made sure to make moves that were 
smart for each of the players. He played multiple games that day and 
managed to lose both of them; yes, he lost in chess TO HIMSELF. He is very 
bad at chess.  

If you are ever bored on Shabbos, take a nap. Don’t play chess by 
yourself; that’s quite a low low-point. 

 
Story #8 

The year was 2020; September 2020 to be exact. A group of friends that 
decided to go bowling together at an alley. They chose to do the wrong thing 
and not wear masks or socially distance. When they arrived at the bowling 
alley, there were people outside the building who were not allowing people to 
enter unless they were wearing masks. This group of people did not even 
bring masks with them because they believe that Corona is a myth. When the 
bouncer attempted to kick them out of the alley until they got masks, the 
group refused.  

They eventually left the alley while being escorted by many different 
people who were at the alley.  

If you would like to go bowling, wear masks and socially distance. Don’t 
be like these kids who went out without them. We are trying to get rid of this 
stupid virus so we can live our lives like normal again. When you don’t wear 
masks, you risk your life and the lives of the people around you. When you 
get Corona from not wearing masks, ask yourselves “how could I have 
prevented this from happening” and think about your decision to not wear a 
mask. I’m well aware that masks don’t cure Corona, but they help 
immensely. Stop not wearing masks and getting Corona; I just want to live a 
normal life again. 
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Story #9 

Once upon a time, there was a little boy named Barkevious. Barkevious 
was a vegan and LOVED to tell people about it; it gave him purpose. Some 
mornings, he would wake up super excited to go out in public to tell people 
about his diet. 

One morning, right before Barkevious went to the mall to tell people that 
he was vegan, he saw a dead cow speaking to him from the dead. The cow, 
being the cow that it was, didn’t speak English; it only spoke in cow. 

“MOOOOOOO” said the cow.  
Barkevious felt so bad for the cow because it was slaughtered by some 

disgusting meat eaters. He tried to offer the dead cow some water, but seeing 
how the cow was dead, it didn’t seem possible for the cow to be able to drink 
it. The cow mooed at Barkevious aggressively. 

This bothered Barkevious. He really wanted to help the cow, but it was 
already dead. Then he realized that he was being haunted by a dead cow. 
Seriously, that’s one crazy realization to have. 

After that experience, Barkevious made sure to eat meat whenever he 
had the chance because he didn’t like the idea of animals growing up and 
haunting him after they died. Yes, you read that right; he chose to eat 
animals in order to stop them from haunting him. Even though that means 
that they would be dead too. Barkevious wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. 

As expected, Barkevious then got haunted by a shocking amount of dead 
animals. There were dead chickens, dead cows, dead ducks, and even dead 
frogs that haunted Barkevious. He didn’t realize that killing more animals 
would cause there to be more potential dead animals haunting him. He then 
went back to being vegan, but never again went in public to tell people about 
it because he realized that NOBODY CARES. 
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“Shower Thoughts” 

by Joseph Korman (special appearnace by Zörit Bluth) 
 

Shower Thought #1 
If everyone on earth donated blood, then everyone would need blood 

because they would have all just experienced a major blood loss. If not 
enough people donated blood, then everyone would just have the blood they 
already had. 

People often ask me, “Gregory, why don’t you ever donate blood?” to 
which I respond, “It’s my blood, get your own!” I mean seriously, right? Why 
should I give you my blood? I need blood too, you know? 

Also, how are you alive if you don’t have any blood?! It just makes no 
sense to me. Donating blood is a confusing concept.  

 
Shower Thought #2 

What even are lamps? Like, why do they exist? I could easily get away 
with life if they didn’t exist. Like seriously, what the heck? There are lights 
on the ceiling; what’s the point of having lamps if there are lights built into 
rooms? 

Also, there is literally a gigantic light in the sky that lights everything 
up. Why on Earth would I need to purchase a lamp when I can easily get 
light from the sky? It just doesn’t make much sense to me. 

I’m sure you’re probably thinking, “But Joseph, lamps are good for 
when it’s dark outside, derrrr”, well when it’s dark outside, turn on a light 
that is ON THE CEILING! 

“But on shabbos it gets dark and so we use lamps so we can see at 
night on shabbos, derrrr,” NO! Just go into a different room with a  light in it. 
You have couches, don’t you? Go sit in rooms where there is light already on 
where you can see, and then go to a dark room to sleep. Quit wasting money 
on lamps, they’re stupid. 
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Shower Thought #3 

Zoom school is pretty awful. At first it was great because I didn’t have to 
leave my house and I could just chill in my house. Also, school ended at 12:30 
for me, so it was great! However, the school has had a lot of time to figure out 
systems to get us a lot of class time and now school ends at 4:30 even when 
we are on Zoom. It sucks.  

[Most] teachers give too much work because they think that their class is 
the only class, so they assign an insane amount of homework a night. They 
have to realize that if every teacher is giving us homework, we will have no 
time to finish their assignment because we don’t have enough time. Also, 
students get overwhelmed very easily (an enormous amount of my friends 
have come to me crying about the amount of work they are getting). We can’t 
handle this amount of work.  

We have contacted staff members (plural) about it many times (plural) 
and it has done nothing at all; we still get the same amount of work. Math, 
physics, Hebrew, Gemara, Chumash, and so many more. It just never ends.  

I totally forgot that this was supposed to be about Zoom. I’ll go back on 
topic now. 

Zoom makes it difficult to listen to the teachers without getting 
distracted. It’s also very difficult to communicate with the teachers and 
students because everyone is talking into the same speaker and we can’t 
choose who to listen to. These things make school even harder to get through, 
along with all of the work. 

Most of my friends hate school, but I usually say that I don’t. The reason 
I don’t is because we at least get to see each other and be social. That makes 
it so much easier to get through school. On Zoom, that part of school is 
removed, making school really not fun. 

 
Shower Thought #4 

Why do math story problems always add extra words and numbers that 
have nothing to do with the problem? It makes the problem so frustrating. 
People should make math problems about people who add unnecessary extra 
words to story problems. It would go something like this… 
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“Mr. Brown added 35 extra words to his math problem, and Mrs. Light 

Orange added 40 extra words to her math problem. How many extra words 
were added to their math problems?” 

See how simple that was? Math teachers should not be adding extra 
parts to that. It’s just annoying. However, according to Mr. Wyma, “I add 
extra things to annoy you.” Don’t listen to Mr. Wyma. Be nice. 

 
Shower Thought #5 

“What’s the deal with airline food? Have you ever wondered to yourself 
why it tastes so eh? I’ve always thought that it was because they store it next 
to the airplane bathrooms, but I don’t think that has anything to do with it.” 

Seriously, why is this the classic standup comedy joke? I seriously don’t 
understand why people find this funny.  

 
 

Shower Thought #6 
Why the heck does this exist? Like what’s the point? Who made the 

keyboard on the iPhone and thought that  
adding this feature was a good idea? Like, seriously, what the heck? Use your 
brain and don’t let this happen again. 

 
Shower Thought #7 

Anything can be a chair if you try hard enough. For example, chairs are 
chairs because of the way they are designed. If we took random items that we 
find and sit on them, they would become chairs. 
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• A cactus could be a chair. It would hurt like crazy but you could still 

sit on it. 

• Warning: Side effects include: Extreme pain, heat stroke, and death. 

• You know how people who watch people’s children are called 
“babysitters”? Well, you could easily give that job a more literal meaning and 
sit on the child. Then that child becomes a chair. That’s all it takes. 

• Warning: Side effects include: Screaming, not getting paid for 
watching the child, a lawsuit (potentially), and a whole lot of fun. And also 
death probably. 

• You could sit on a basketball. That would make a great chair if you 
believed in yourself. All you have to do is sit down. 

• Warning: Side effects of the above chairs listed include: Slight 
discomfort, inability to play basketball, and death. 

 
Shower Thought #8 (by Orit Bluth) 

MATH IS ITS OWN WEIRD, STUPID LANGUAGE!! It used to be done 
by literal freaking WIZARDS! So don’t come here and say “oh, this guy is a 
mathematician” NO HE’S NOT!!! He’s literally just a MODERN WIZARD!!! 
Give it up with your stupid “oh, it’s a real profession” garbage. NO! Math is 
all random stuff like numbers and their relationships, and the universe of the 
pinecones, and triangles...it’s just….*frustrated Orit noise* 

Oh, also, science is literally a form of alchemy, so get out of here. 
 

Shower Thought #9 
Hi. 

 
Shower Thought #10 

Why are there silent letters in the alphabet? Why can’t there just be no 
letter there? For example, in the word “knife”, the k makes NO 
DIFFERENCE!!! If “knife” was spelled “nife” everything would be the same, 
and no one would get hurt. The k is so incredibly pointless.  
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In the word “pterodactyl”, WHY THE HECK IS THERE A P?!!!!?! There’s 

absolutely no reason to add a silent letter there. All that does is confuse 
people. I’ve never understood that. NO MORE SILENT LETTERS!!!!!! 

 
Shower Thought #11 

You know when you are taking a test, and when you finish, you see the 
words “good luck” at the end? Why? Seriously, why? 

If you are going to say good luck, put it at the beginning, so we see it in 
advance. Have you ever seen someone waking up from surgery and someone 
comes in and says “good luck”? NO YOU HAVE NOT! People say good luck 
BEFORE it happens and not after because that is the whole point of those 
words! Putting them at the end makes absolutely no sense whatsoever. 

 
Shower Thought #12 (also by Zörit Bluth) 

Starlings, those stupid little baby witch birds and their creepy shapes 
can go away in the garbage and disappear forever. Those stupid starlings 
make little shapes in the sky like they’re about to eat the world. And their 
little *makes aggressive cricket noises* STUPID NOISE, and they croak and 
they drag their nails on the chalkboard; that’s the noise they make. Stupid 
starlings. 

“I love witches” but NOT THESE WITCHES. These little witch birds can 
GO AWAY. We don’t need them, those little DEMON DEVIL BIRDS that 
come from the sky from Hell can just go back, you stupid little starlings 
making FREAKING GEOMETRY in the sky, go away Starlings. Every time I 
see them run to my house, I know they’re gonna spit acid out of their mouths, 
stupid STARLINGS. 

 
(Just for the record, I’ve literally never heard of these things in my life, and 
I’ve heard the word so many times now because of this one voice recording 
from Orit.) 


