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Inscribe on my soul the scars of your living 
. . .

Someone asked me once why I’m not 
bitter. I ha-d just finished telling her a story 
about betrayal, a complex narrative filled 
with threats and lies. It wasn’t fiction. 

We’ve all lived those stories. The ones 
that hurt. But what I’ve found as a creator, 
recorder, and sculpter of stories is that 
they shape us in beautiful ways if we’ll only 
let them.

I choose to find hope in every story I 
encounter. And if it’s simply not there, 
then the story is unfinished. Given a day, a 
week, or ten years, that story may have an 
appendix filled with an explanation for the 
hurt, why it was necessary. And a new story 
from the healing.

I’m a soul riddled with scars. My guess is 
so are you. Some by others’ clumsy hands 
unable to hold you, others by your own. 

However, those scars weave together to 
create an intricate design that identifies 
me. My stories are my own. No one else 
will ever understand them as I do. 

When you tell me your story, I will weave 
your scars among mine. Because now I’ve 
lived them through you. They’re a part of 
me. 
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The 

Creature

Kale Bandy

Walking my way, a creature said, “Stay.”

“What am I?” he asked, and so put to the 

task

I said, “Of course, I don’t know, I’m more 

blind than a crow.”

“You must do what I ask, or I won’t let you 

pass.”

With such a big voice, I thought, I don’t 

have a choice.

So I tightened my tie and said, “I’ll give it 

a try.”

First I reached out, and without a doubt

I felt wrinkles so long and a surface so 

strong,

and a girth also tall, He must be a wall!

But walls do not talk, so I started to walk

around and around without feeling the 

ground

‘til I was hit in the face with a smell I could 

taste.

So grimy and thick, it could not be a trick

I plugged up my nose, needing a hose

to wash all away, this violent display

of smells so profound, I fell to the ground.

I started to stand, reaching out with my 

hand

felt a rope hanging loose, off the crea-

ture’s caboose. 

“Hey that’s my tail,” he said with a wail.

And so I let go, needing only to know

what else was attached to this creature’s 
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mass.

And so one more time, dismissing his grime,

I went to his front on my blind treasure hunt

seeking the little, I needed for the riddle.

I first found a flap, so large, round, and flat

that he seemed to have drapes, hanging off of his 

face.

I kept sliding around, ‘til I finally found

a long rubber hose that must be his nose

and a hard pointy husk, no doubt a tusk

that helped me to figure that I’d be the winner.

“This contest is over,” I said feeling bolder.

 “You’ve the build of a wall, and quite likely as tall,

A tail like a rope,” I kept on with hope,

“An ear like a drape, I can tell from their shape,

A tusk oh so hard, and you smell so like lard.”

Then I said triumphant, “You must be an elephant!”



That lonely summer night,

in the thick wet air

full of gnats and fireflies

sparking through the dark,

we stole your brother’s jackknife.

Nicking fingers and spilling blood,

we dug through the bark of the oak 

in the center of your overgrown yard

to imbed our initials in its core

and seal them with a heart.

And the cuts linger,

though time and rain 

and unforgiving wind

have sanded down

the once-deep furrows

in the gnarled bark

to faded marks of memory.

But I wish you’d have carved 

your name into my arm 

or over my heart

so I can see and feel 

and touch the scars, 

to have you ever present with me, 

proof that for a time 

what we had was true 

and tangible and real,

even if our love 

doesn’t weather well.

K.M.

+

F.D.

=

<3
Claire Hill
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I am lost in the buzz

of articulate chatter,

in the hissing of the steamer

in the dripping of the espresso

machine and in the smell

of pastries growing day-old, cheaper

in the window. My lipstick smudges

the rim of my cup—

Tables blur together,

coffee mugs cross-fade. 

Your face is in front of mine,

sipping your Americano,

two sugars, one cream. 

I stare at the imprint 

of my lips, a fossil 

that looks the same on this cup

as it did embossed 

on your porcelain cheek.

From

Common

Grounds

Coffee

Shop

Sarah Choate



Confessions

of 

a

Mall

Santa

Maeghan Cartmill

     No one loves Christmas more 

than my wife, Diana. She blames it on 

working the local Christmas shop each 

December she was in high school and 

college. I blame it on one too many 

Hallmark movies. 

     After the kids moved out, Diana 

needed a way to fill her spare hours, 

so she joined the Christmas Commit-

tee. By the next year, she’d declared 

herself the Chair, and gladly used her 

past expertise to ensure our town is 

thoroughly decorated for Christmas.

     So in the last ten years, we’ve seen 

a live nativity at the tree-lighting cere-

mony; where Diana played both Mrs. 

Innkeeper and Wiseman Three—said 

Wiseman got a cold last minute. Diana 

gladly stepped in. We’ve also seen 

downtown transform into a Winter 

Wonderland, the North Pole, and the 

Twelve Days of Christmas, in numerical 

order. How convenient that there are 

twelve shots downtown. Decorating 

like a partridge in a pear tree is harder 

than it sounds, though apparently it’s 

doable, since downtown has been the 

Twelve Days of Christmas for the last 

three years.

    And then there was the year Diana 

took it up a notch and introduced 

The Mall Santa. Only, Andersonville 

doesn’t have a mall, so she renamed it 

“Town Square Santa.” Diana and her
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 committee held auditions and handpicked ten men to take shifts sit-

ting on an overstuffed throne wearing an itchy felt suit and hat while 

dozens of mischievous, crying toddlers/kids sat

on their lap for hours at a time. Minus the 15-minute “milk and cookie 

break.” 

    I just shook my head and dabbled in restoring the Chevy Bel-Air I 

bought as a retirement present. Until Jeff Rivers got puked on by a 

four-year-old.    

     Diana cornered me in the garage one night and presented her 

perfect argument for why I should take Jeff’s place.

     “You’re retired, you have the perfect hair color—”

     “It’s gray.” I run a hand through my still thick hair. “Santa’s hair is 

white.”

     “So we’ll use hair paint. You can’t say no, Sam. Your initials are S.C. 

for Pete’s sake!”

     Why did my parents have to do that to me? Sam Collins. I should 

have changed that when Diana first invented the Town Square Santa. 

I did not spend 37 years of my life in the pharmacy industry just to 

retire, turn around and pose for a Christmas photo with a bunch of 

snot-nosed kids. It’s not that I don’t like kids. My kids and grandkids 

are great. Other peoples’ aren’t.

      “Look, Sam, I’ll be right there the whole time, and Katelyn agreed 

to be Twinkle.”

      “What is a twinkle?”

      “Santa’s right-hand elf.” She waggles her eyebrows. I really hate 

when she uses our only granddaughter against me.

    So for the past two years, I have spent every Tuesday, Thursday, 

and Saturday from Black Friday to December 23rd outside for four 

and a half hours ho, ho, ho-ing in front of a 12 Days of Christmas 

backdrop until my voice is hoarse. And the people loved it or I 

wouldn’t have come back. Despite Diana’s Christmas Committee 

Chair-ing. Again, it’s not the kids; it’s all the crying, screaming and 

kicking. What is it about 4-7 year old boys that makes them delight in 

kicking the person allegedly responsible for the bounty under their



Chair-ing. Again, it’s not the kids; it’s all the crying, screaming and 

kicking. What is it about 4-7 year old boys that makes them delight in 

kicking the person allegedly responsible for the bounty under their 

Christmas tree?

      Although, bad as all that is, that is nothing compared to what 

happened this past December.

. . .

It’s two weeks until Christmas, and thanks to the frost, Diana let me 

have an extra hour before the shift started. I settle into the throne and 

wait for the little boogers to line up.

    To my right is a group of musicians dressed in 19th century coats

and scarves. Diana a.k.a. Mrs. Claus dances behind me with a tray of 

cookies as the children line up, clamoring for hugs and more cookies 

while their parents ooh and ahh over how adorable it all is.

     Then, Timmy Thorndyke trots up with his mom. Timmy is a kicker 

and prefers steel-toed cowboy boots just like his daddy. He looks 

innocent, with freckles and hair that looks like he stuck his finger in 

an electric socket. But whatever you do, don’t ask to take his picture. 

You’d think his mom would have learned, because every year, she 

finds out about the bruises on my legs and apologizes profusely, but 

brings Timmy backB. She’s biased.

     Katelyn greets Timmy and mom and takes down their contact in-

formation. Diana isn’t perfect, because two years ago, she forgot she 

couldn’t instantly print the pictures, so she decided a reindeer-riding 

elf was a better idea anyway.

    Katelyn gestures to me and says to Timmy, “Hop up here and tell 

Santa what you want for Christmas.” She smiles, jangles the bells on 

her hat, and steps behind the camera.

     Timmy obeys, throwing all his weight into the jump. I grunt, but 

put my arm around his shoulders. “So, Timmy, have you been a good 

boy this year?”

     Timmy’s legs swing, heels connecting with my leg. “Yeah. I want a 

remote control chopper!”

   I am going to make this fast. Get the kicker outta here and move on.
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Next in line is a little girl. Little girls are so much nicer than little boys, 

though I have no idea why. “I’ll see what I can do, Timmy boy. Look at 

Twinkle, and she’ll take your picture.”

     “Picture?”

     “So you can show your mommy and daddy.”

     Timmy attempts to jump down, but I clench my arm around his 

waist.

    “No pictures!” He adds his nails to his battery of weapons, clawing

his way out of my arms.

     “Timmy, just five seconds!” Katelyn waves her hands and the 

stuffed snowman we usually use for the babies.

     Diana and Timmy’s mom stand off to the side. His mom’s probably 

glad someone else can deal with him. But why me?

     Timmy finally succeeds in freeing himself.  He screams like a ban-

shee, but can’t get far because the display is fenced in. Thank 

goodness. Instead, he disappears behind the throne. I jump up and

wedge most of my upper body between the throne and backdrop 

and scramble for Timmy’s belt loops.

     Timmy stares, wild-eyed, then bursts forth like the Tasmanian 

devil. He flies past as I trip backward. I right myself and spin around 

to resume the chase. I just brush the back of his shirt, but at the last 

second, Timmy ducks again.

     My momentum is too great, and next thing I know, I smack into 

the pear tree prop. And keep going down. Out of the corner of my 

eye, the partridge releases itself and goes flying. Wonder where it 

landed? 

     I blink. Pain radiates from my mouth, thanks to a busted lip. I roll 

over and touch my mouth. My fingers come away bloody, of course, 

but the last thing I expected to find was a gap where my front teeth 

were only minutes ago.

. . .

    I had to endure the pain and swelling until Monday when the den-

tist could finally fit me in. Dr. Stratton chuckled through my narrative, 

probably because I sound like my former lisping six-year-old self. To



 make matters worse, he even hums “All I Want for Christmas is My 

Two Front Teeth” the whole time I’m in the

chair. The only good thing about the visit is the temporary crowns Dr. 

Stratton puts on.

     Once I got home, I turned in my resignation. Diana argued. I ar-

gued, but she finally saw my point. This Christmas, I’m watching from 

the sidelines, but it’s more fun that way. I don’t get kicked, and I can 

now be Diana’s biggest fan.
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Letters

From

a

Hospital

Karis Rogerson

To Mommy:

We watched TV every night

and they fed us more than enough.

The doctors were nice, but reserved

and I went to all the group therapies.

I think I must be almost better.

To Rebeca:

The doctoral student who talked to me

was very cute; he did have a beard,

but of course I can overlook that

because someday he’ll be a rich doc-

tor, 

who’ll be able to fix all my problems.

To PaPa:

After dinner when I was in bed, crying,

I heard a voice that said I should pray;

and when I read Psalm 23 my heart

was lifted and I knew I had my plan.

You were right: God is here, even here.

To Josh:

There aren’t even clocks in the rooms,

so I have to walk down the long shiny,

slippery tiles to the common room,

and then the nurses corner me and ask

me how I’m doing and all that crap.

To my subconscious:

The hallway was twice as long,

slicker than water in my dream haze;

I tried to run to the open door,



and suddenly a row of white lab coats –

eyes averted, arms crossed, blocked my 

way.

To an alternate reality:

They gave me a blue pill and a cup 

of water; I swallowed it dutifully.

I didn’t have to live with a roommate,

spent two days napping and reading

and left as whole as I’ve never been.
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The butterfly house is

the nebula of the zoo,

 the remnants of an explosion now, 

clasped in an Amazon atmosphere. 

Walking into the house,

I am surrounded by 

a shattered spectrum of stained glass 

fused by gravity into winged heartbeats 

that leave nothing more than a pulse of 

touch on my nose, 

 a whole world of shades inhaling and 

exhaling,

clusters condensing and dispersing 

around me

 as the ancient Earth sees the galaxies fly 

overhead 

over eons upon eons 

and millennia upon millennia 

Butterfly

House

Nebula

Melody Peace



My boat floats between two planes.

It hovers on black ripples uneasy.

Balanced like a circus tightrope walker

We skim the surface tension

And mark the separation of the sky and 

water.

 

Eyes on the horizon

We drag the deep for hidden treasures:

Fish to fill the nets of the hungry.

They rise out of the blue in silver and red,

Flapping their wings like wounded birds.

 

Long ago Jonah prayed three days

In the body of a great fish,

Encompassed by the creature.

Together they plumbed the depths in the 

dark

And God heard his prayer.

 

There are no more fish of his size to 

inhabit.

Instead I’ll put the fish in me.

Cast wide my nets once again,

Draw them up and cast you down

To the hard hull.

Collect and count,

Manage and move.

I’ll reel in my line, club your head,

And pull out the bad bits.

Yet again I’ll fry your flesh

And consume your body for my hunger.

Limbo

Daniel Royster

“From birth, man carries the weight of 
gravity on his shoulders. He is bolted to 
earth. But man has only to sink beneath 
the surface and he is free.”
                                -Jacques Yves Cousteau
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The tarnished spoon dipping into tea

Clouds above beginning to condense

As the cold and wet starts to fall

Her skin following the harsh winter

The stale bread waiting to be ingested

Branches swaying in the wind

As the water pools on the street

Her eyes slicing through reality and into 

nothingness

Grey

Cynthia Moberly



I find peace in the rain

I find comfort in the pain

Though I know not what I fear,

I hold on to restless tears.

We walk in endless circles, lost

Inviting shadows to play with us

I draw on my skin with blades

So no one will see the mistakes

The flaws within me

And the disaster that follows close behind

My empty Heart can love no more

And so, I break down on the floor

With the coldness that comes inside,

There’s a darkness I cannot hide.

And though I try to be “alright”

I know I’ll lose the fight.

And so I continue in this life

Desperately believing there is a light.

Alright

Kelly Oostman
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Haunted

Claire Hill

In the early spring, my cat climbs trees

and stalks the tiny chicks in their nests.

Later, we find the corpses and little puffs

of down scattered over the back porch.

I added a bell to her collar to hinder

her hunting, but she has found a way

to muffle it with her chin. On long

summer mornings, I wake to birdsong

outside my windows –but I never see

the singers. They linger even after

my tabby cat goes into kidney failure.

The previous owners of this house nailed

pea-green shutters over the windows,

trapping the spirit of their mother-in-law

before they left for Coeur d’Alene, Idaho. 

I can hear her mutter grievances 

over the state of this generation

when the wind blows in a gale. I play

loud music to muffle her, but I confirm 

her dated opinions just the same.

She probably passed her judgment 

when my older sister ran away.

Maybe a hundred years ago –this house

goes back a ways –a mother was rumored 

to have drowned both her two children 

and herself in the upstairs bath. When I 

turn the water on, I hear their gasps and 

struggles 

through the pipes’ splashing racket, 

so I take a shower downstairs to avoid

imagining how my great-uncle drowned

when the Arizona sank in Pearl Harbor.



A cemetery is two blocks away. 

The ghosts get a little turned around

and end up at our house, not in

the ground where they belong. In late

fall I saw a woman in a gray dress 

standing in our backyard. My fingers 

fumbled for the porch light,

and the yellow burn made her image

fade from sight, the way my Oma’s

mind faded daily from Alzheimer’s. 

During icy winter nights, I listen

to footfalls in the hallway. I don’t

go investigate. It might be the dog

that got hit by the side of the road

last week, wandering inside our home

looking for his owners, or the boys

who broke their necks in the gully

in the woods  twenty years ago, 

still up to their old adolescent tricks. 

It won’t be my great-uncle, finally back 

from the war, or my baby brother
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Mornington
Laura Schroyer

Crimson Rosella
Laura Schroyer



Call Upon Your Name
Laura Schroyer

Black Ops
Scarlett Toney
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Sail the Horizon
Alanah Gardener

Abigail Phillips
Anna Phillips



Upstairs
Alanah Gardener

Celestial Waves 
Jake Theriault
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Highbridge
Anna Phillips

The Shadow Sits
Katherine Oostman



Highbridge
Anna Phillips

All In One Place
Chelsea Cleary

Hugo 
Chelsea Cleary
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Smoke Stack Gold
Daniel Royster

Alaska Sky Red
Daniel Royster



Alaska Sky Red
Daniel Royster

So Few of Us
Ben Marchal

Touch Up
Scarlett Toney



Thoughts
Aaron Winneroski

No Evil
Katherine Oostman



Book Cover
Vada Bennett



Place

Among

The

Stars

Katherine Oostman

We are all in place, in a place. And in that 

space, we create our own context, conflict, 

and content. Existence becomes merely a 

thesis.

 But what is that place in space? A location, 

event or moment stitched to a soul? 

All of them at once. 

And that would mean space is just places 

strung together to set a stage for feelings. 

So the place makes all the difference.

But in the end you’ll forget the shade of 

the carpet and the weather, the thing you 

picked up, the other thing you lost there. 

Even how you wore your hair. It will disinte-

grate like your perception of depth and 

color, your sensitivity to textures. 

The senses won’t save your soul, but they’ll 

remind you that you have one. 

And all that to say: who can name what 

space in this place you belong in? Your 

place you make, it isn’t provided. This 

world is full of empty spaces where people 

took other people’s places - instead of cre-

ating their own. Like a game of hopscotch, 

with identity on the line. 

They say you can’t make a square peg fit 
into a round hole. The shape of the space



doesn’t match – not its place. And yet 
we’re convinced we can make it so. Get
the hammer; no, the knife. We’ll carve it 
until it’s so. 

We’re all puzzle pieces taped to edges we 
can’t hold to. Mold to. But told to.

I want a place in outer space where my 
weight and density of character create 
a stellar orbit, balanced by others, each 
playing their part in a dance around the 
sun. Out in space where emptiness is okay 
sometimes, filled with the hope of stars. 
Where trails are defined and the shock of 
comets is beautiful. In a place where gravi-
ty cannot touch me nor oxygen limit me. 

Such is a place among the stars. 
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Jesus

Matters

Melissa Wagner

I use to hate rap, I thought it was crap,

but along came Lecrae; He taught me a 

new way to pray.

Use a bit o’ rhythm to lay out my heart, 

maybe a beat, but I hope you hear this 

part.

Jesus, He’s my man, He’s the reason I 

stand.

For I once was drowning, but I’m no longer 

frowning. 

I use to be on the out, but now I have no 

doubt

that God has called me in and so I turn 

away from sin. 

Yeah I live my life clean, cause’ His face 

have I seen.

You won’t see me swearin’ up a storm,

nor to this world will I conform. 

Stayin’ true to Jesus my Savior,

I’ll always watch my behavior. 

For Him I love and don’t want to let down,

so I’ll forever proclaim His renown.

I don’t see what I could do for Him,

but I’ll take a leap of faith and swim

as I dive right in.

My faith won’t let me drown

though I face trouble when sharing the 

Great Noun.

I AM God said and I believe

so listen and receive

the blessed grace God gives

so we can choose to live.

Live With Him.

Life For Him.



I could talk all day about His joy,

but I hope you know the story ‘bout Helen 

of Troy,

‘cause we all be in the position of Helen,

married to the desires of our hearts in this 

trap we fell in.

But along comes Jesus to take us to our 

real home,

and when we wander or roam,

He though a King and could send another

will personally come to help you recover.

He doesn’t enjoy watching you suffer,

but He knows it’ll make you tougher.

Our God is righteous and just,

completely able to trust.

God’s wrath is real,

but His love I feel.

Jesus took away God’s anger

on the journey to the cross from the 

manger.

God is Love and Love is He

so I kill the I and the Me for the WE.

Christians are called to live in community.

To do it alone is pure lunacy.

We are in this together.

We will Love together.

We may fall together,

but we will stand together.

We will learn together

and we will teach together.

And one day, we will meet Jesus together.

How awesome is that?!! 

How I long for that day to come,

but for now my guitar I strum
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worshipping Him who deserves all I have 

to give with music and praise.

My lips serve the only true God

never swearing or slandering and though 

I’m flawed

I use these words to share Jesus with you

and show you what He can do.

Jesus matters

and even when my life shatters

I give Him all the pieces

to show in my life He increases.

If you don’t believe me

learn from Paul

who use to be Saul

so give Christ your all.

Not just two-thirds,

total surrender in other words.

Though God and sin are not compatible,

He thinks your life is valuable.

So He made a way

for you to be with Him TODAY.

Remember, God was the one to send

Jesus to help our brokenness mend

and reconcile us once again.

To think of Jesus who suffered,

the veil of God’s presence uncovered.

It’s mind-blowing, crazy, and sometimes 

unbelieved,

but your life is completely redeemed.

Because of what Jesus went through

to Him I say Thank You!

I love Jesus with all my heart,

and I won’t play some part

to temporarily please people



when I can eternally please the one for 

whom we build a steeple.

Hopefully you learned from something I 

said,

and were to Jesus a little closer led. 
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Behold the contours of the land,

as by a strong and gentle Hand

brought up, brought low, and formed.

Can you withstand the waters deep,

against the winds and waves and sleep

amidst the raging storm?

If we must bow before the waves,

and to the landscape give we praise,

what total laud we owe

to Him who made the mountains high,

the waves and winds, the lofty sky,

and then to us stoops low

Behold

the

Contours

of

the

Land

Nathaniel McBride



Five
Pillars
of 
Utopia

Victoria Hook

Everlasting Life:

Aarav Sharma jogs up the front steps of 

Vanasthali Public School,

carrying a battered Dell laptop under his 

right arm.

The technology teacher places it in a 

locked cabinet

with twenty-seven others, expressing his 

profound gratitude

for Mr. Sharma’s exquisite mechanical 

repairwork.

Aarav whistles as he leaves, passing a 

schoolboy soccer game.

He is sure that the discount he gave bet-

tered his karma.

Absence of Evil:

Jessica Smith pounds her gavel on the 

cold, mahogany desk.

A young man with cornrows and a tattoo 

of a dragon

is escorted out by two armed guards who 

will shove

him into a cop car and drive him to a juve-

nile detention center.

Judge Smith peels off her court dress and 

shrugs on jeans.

She buys herself a vanilla cone at McDon-

ald’s

to celebrate one less drug dealer in Bos-

ton today.

Lack of Want:
Fatima Bensoussan stirs the pot of cous-
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cous over the fire,

shifting the baby to her back to guard her 

from the shifting the baby to her back to 

guard her from the

heat.

A little boy with bare feet and yellowed 

teeth skips in,

a handful of sweet grass crumpled be-

tween his fingers.

Fatima trades him a glass of water from the 

new community well

and throws the grass into the steaming 

couscous.

The boy grins at her and volunteers to get 

the bowls.

Societal Balance:

Santiago Martínez powers down his com-

puter before

carefully sliding the day’s files into his 

satchel.

He tips his hat to his boss as he stamps his 

time card,

wiping a layer of sweat from his forehead.

“Gracias, Martínez,” he says. “We need 

people like you.”

Santiago shrugs his shoulders: “No prob-

lem.”

He knows he will work late again tomor-

row.

Complete Knowledge:

Michael Williams jumps in his cubicle as 

the bell tolls nine.



After six hours studying Greek in the Yale 

University Library,

his eyes blur and his mind wanders from 

the text of The Odyssey.

He stacks tomes in Hebrew, Mandarin, 

French and

Michael is aware of the impressiveness of 

his accomplishments

and does everything he can to make oth-

ers aware as well.

German

to impress any passersby who happen to 

glance at his desk.

Michael is aware of the impressiveness of 

his accomplishments

and does everything he can to make oth-

ers aware as well.
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My

Son’s

Name

Was

Malachi

Claire Hill

I.

Over the long white lines where you 

drummed 

your heels inside my stomach years ago in 

your rush

to see the world, I tattooed in an Elven 

script, 

“For even the very wise cannot see all 

ends,”

for your happy arrival quieted my restless 

heart.

But it was truer than I knew –your end, I 

could not see.

II.

In college I learned that open caskets and 

headstones 

help us grieve in structured agony. The 

army advised us

to keep your casket closed. I could put 

flowers 

on your grave, but carved granite can’t 

hold you here, 

and six feet of earth doesn’t separate us. 

We proved

the immortality of the soul before Grace 

learned to crawl.

III.

Weeks and months afterwards, I discover 

books 

in which you scribbled thoughts and holey 

socks 

hiding in corners of the house. When the



vacuum 

gave up the ghost, I found it full of your 

Legos 

and lost puzzle pieces. You would have 

laughed 

when I sat down on dust bunnies and 

wept.

IV.

You are missing from me, as they say in 

one

of the languages your father spouts. He 

rereads

your atrocious attempts at high school 

Latin 

and smiles through tears. He is either 

grieving

or bemoaning your horrible diction. He 

will never 

move your graduation picture off his desk.

V.

Grace writes sad songs about her big 

brother,

then crumples them up and lobs them in 

the trash.

She knows they aren’t the next “Hey, 

Brother,”

but it helps her grieve. We swallow our 

sorrows

like bitter medicine, and we wait and hope 

that,

in time, your memory will make us well 

again.
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The

Invisible

Girl

Christina Somers

 “I’m curious,” she said, simply.

 “About what?” he asked.

 “About lots of things,” she 

replied, playing with the hem of her dress. 

“I’m curious about warlocks and dragons 

and mystical places, and I’m curious about 

God and the existence of heaven, and I’m 

curious about who created the rules we’re 

forced to live by, and why pollution beau-

tifully lights up the sky. But out of all the 

curious things, there’s one in particular.”

 “And what’s that?” he pressed.

 “I’m curious about when I 

stopped being invisible.”

 “Invisible!” he exclaimed. “What-

ever do you mean? Surely you are not a 

ghost that people see through?”

 “Not anymore,” she said, “but I 

was.”

“You’ve gone mad,” he said, “absolutely 

mad.”

 “Nonsense,” she said. “That is 

simply not true.”

 “Are you, sure?” he asked. “Be-

cause you sound quite mad to me.”

“But how is that possible,” she questioned, 

“when I was already mad to begin with?”

 “You’re talking crazy,” he said, 

with a shake of his head. “All of this 

nonsense about loons and invisibility. I’m 

beginning to worry about you.”

 “You see,” she said, “that’s exact-

ly what I mean. Nobody ever used to worry 

about me. When I was invisible I could say



whatever I wanted and it didn’tmatter ‘cause nobody ever heard me. 

And certainly nobody ever worried about me.”

 “That’s crazy,” he said emphatically. “Of course people 

worried about you, and saw you, and cared about you.”

 “That’s not true,” she said, “I was invisible.”

 “But you weren’t,” he insisted. “You just weren’t. You’re not 

a phantom, nor a super hero with powers, nor a magical enchanted 

being. You’re simply a girl.”

 “You’re wrong,” she said, “I was invisible. And I don’t care if 

you believe me or not, but I remember what it was like. Nobody saw 

me, nobody heard me, and nobody cared. It was kind of nice,” she 

admitted, “being able to do whatever I wanted without objection. It 

was a lonely existence, for sure, but it was nice.” 

She stared off into the distant sky, and he stared at her in utter disbe-

lief, his eyebrows raised at this girl that sat before him. Her eyes were 

an odd amber shade and they were glazed over, reminding him of 

the honey his mom used to put in his tea when he was a child. She 

had brown locks of curly hair. Some of the curls were a little wilder 

than others, but perhaps that represented her crazy spirit. Yes, he 

was sure she was crazy. He saw no other explanation. The words she 

spoke with such honesty often lacked the logical sense he was used 

to, and yet he couldn’t help but listen. There was something unique 

about her, something innocent that drew him in. He couldn’t describe 

it, but there was something unreal about the way she acted, as if per-

haps she didn’t actually exist, but rather was a hallowed out figment 

of someone’s imagination. He pushed these thoughts away, however. 

After all, she was sitting there right in front of him, her legs swinging 

back and forth, dangling over the side of the rooftop where they sat. 

There was no question in his mind, she had to be real. She was a real 

lunatic, but real nonetheless.

 “I know you don’t believe me,” she said. “Don’t believe that 

I was invisible. And honestly, I don’t care whether or not you do; be-

cause that’s not the important part here. The important thing is that I 

need to figure out how I stopped being invisible.”
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 “Well,” he said, “I suppose, to figure that out, you have to 

figure out when you first ceased to be invisible.”

 She thought about this for a moment, seemingly perplexed 

by the thought. Her legs continued to swing, back and forth, back 

and forth, as she looked out at the skyline. Her hands moved to grip 

the sides of the cold brick wall she was perched on.

 “That’s the trouble,” she said, “I can’t quite remember.”

“Well, if you can’t remember,” he prodded, “then perhaps it’s because 

nothing’s changed.”

“That’s not true though,” she insisted. “Because you’ve changed.”

 “Me?” he was taken aback. “What do I have to do with any 

of this?”

 “That’s the problem,” she said, drifty again, “I can’t remem-

ber. All I know is that it had something to do with you.”

 “But why?” he asked.

 “Well, I assure you I don’t know,” she replied. “Didn’t you 

hear me? I said I can’t remember.”

 She looked away again and this time he did too. He looked 

down at his feet, and at the ground lying hundreds of feet below him. 

The truth was, he couldn’t remember either. He couldn’t remember 

how he got to the rooftop; he couldn’t remember the name of city 

sleeping below him; he couldn’t remember who he was talking to or 

even what he had for breakfast that morning. He just couldn’t remem-

ber.

 “I think …” she started hesitantly, “That maybe you were the 

first person who saw me.”

 “What?” he blinked at her. He hadn’t realized until now 

that his head was spinning, but now he forced her shadowy figure to 

come into focus.

 “I said,” she repeated, “I think you were the first person who 

saw me.”

 “But how?” he said, “I barely even know you. I just met you a 

few minutes ago, here on this very rooftop.”

 “I know,” she said, “but that’s when I stopped being invisi-

ble. So it must’ve been because of you.”

 “But I don’t know you!” he screamed, suddenly becoming 



frightened. “I don’t even remember your name!”

 “I don’t even think I have a name,” she said. Her disposition 

never changed. It didn’t bother her that he was screaming. She just 

sat there, absolutely calm.

 “How can you not have a name?”

 “Invisible things don’t need names. If there’s no one to see 

them, there’s no one to call them. That’s just how it works. Although I 

suppose, maybe now that I’m visible, I should have a name. What do 

you think?”

 “I think you’re crazy!” he exclaimed. “Leave me alone!”

 “I can’t,” she said, “I don’t’ remember how to stop being 

invisible.” She seemed genuinely sincere which aggravated him 

even more. He didn’t want to keep talking to her. She was scaring 

him, this crazy girl who thought she was invisible. He couldn’t handle 

it anymore. Suddenly, a voice echoed from behind him.

 “Mr. Hice,” it said. “Mr. Hice, are you okay? We’ve been 

looking for you everywhere.”

He turned and squinted at the black figure, his shape illuminated 

by the light streaming from the doorway behind him. ‘It must be 

the door to the stairs down from the roof,’ he thought. ‘That must’ve 

been how I got here. How she got here…’

 He looked over at the girl sitting beside him, only to see 

that she was gone. Panic pumped through his veins as he looked 

over the side of the roof. He expected to see her body hurtling 

down towards the cracked sidewalk below, or perhaps, laying in a 

crumpled mess in a pool of red. But instead, he saw nothing. No 

sign that a girl had ever been there to begin with.

 “Mr. Hice,” the voice in the doorway said again. “Mr. Hice, 

we really must be going. It’s almost dinner time. Don’t you want to 

eat?” The figure was moving closer now, slowly inching towards him 

across the roof. “Come down from there, Mr. Hice, it’s time to go.” 

He slowly turned towards the shadowing figure, which he now saw 

was wearing white scrubs and a metal name tag that glistened in the 

fading rays of sun. The shadow reached out a hand and helped him
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down from the ledge, then gently escorted him across the roof 

towards the lit stairway. He said nothing as they walked, but instead, 

he listened to the scraping of his padded shoes across the dusty 

rooftop.

 “We found him,” the white clad figure reported into the 

walkie-talkie at their waist. “Escorting him in now.”

 “Excellent,” a staticy voice responded.

The figure turned back to him, “You gave us all quite a scare, Mr. 

Hice.”

 “I’m … I’m sorry,” he said. He took one last look at the side 

of the roof, but the girl was gone.



I stand with my wares on the banks of the 

Pacific or the  South China Sea

In the proud city of Honk Kong in Guan-

dong

Speaking Cantonese,

not the Mandarin of the Han

Mandarin with its only four tones 

Here in Hong Kong we speak with nine 

tones

A symphony to the erratic jumps of the 

Northerners 

And we use traditional characters, as our 

ancestors intended 

Not a collection of strokes, but pictures

Paintings with sounds attached   

Tongues of ink 

I shake my head as a young couple in-

vades my stall 

Speaking Mandarin.   

I think they are admiring that rug

I cringe at the sounds

I part the sea of knickknack on my desk 

and almost

Knock over a red box with golden pago-

das stitched on it. 

I carefully open the box and inside is a tea 

set. 

The cups are no bigger than shot glasses 

I can fit the teapot in my palm. 

It is hand painted with emerald, ruby, 
yellow, and cobalt. 

Teacups

Melody Peace
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Since it joined the People’s Republic 
of China, Hong Kong has struggled 
to keep its cultural identity, par-
ticularly in the area of language. 
Though there are numerous 
languages and dialects from the 
over fifty different minority groups 
of China, the standard is Manda-
rin. Though different languages 
can be understood with the same 
characters there is further division 
between standard and traditional 
characters. Knowing one does not 
necessarily mean you will under-
stand the other.    



On the plate the Buddha sur-

rounded by children

I lean in a bit to inspect a child’s 

face. 

I can see paint smudged over his 

cheeks and eyes. 

Even though it looks like one 

continual brush stroke, I

now see the individual strokes 

and smudges the dark outlines 

Defining the unconnected colors 

It is a mosaic after all

The wife signals for me

I put down the tea set and try to 

recall 

What little Mandarin I have 

learned.    



We were in kindergarten

And we smiled

And held hands on the playground

And wanted to be just like the big kids

And thought that the boys had cooties

We were in eighth grade

And we thought we were too cool to smile

And held hands with boys with sweaty 

palms

So that we could pretend to be the big 

kids

And see what these boys were all about

We were in twelfth grade

And we put on fake smiles

And held hands with boys

Whose hands always found their way to 

our bodies

And we wanted to seem as perfect

As the big kids did when we were young

But we’re broken

And we hope that the boys can piece us 

Now we’re in college

And we’re starting to find reasons to smile 

again

But we don’t hold hands

Because we’re the adults now

And we know that the hands we hold 

tightest

Have the power to rip us apart

The
Big 
Kids

Sarah Bloyd
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Last

Man

Standing

Karis Rogerson

It was the game that took over my life for 

a whole week—the game that my best 

friend’s ex talked about for months—the 

game that took over and divided my 

school into the for and the against: Last. 

Man. Standing.

It sounds so innocent; a glorified game of 

tag with Nerf guns and, for some unknown 

reason, socks. Socks, of all things—gross, 

nasty foot-holders. And my freshman year 

of college I just about sold my soul to it for 

a chance to run around at night and hang 

out with people I normally didn’t see.

Last Man Standing is the Asbury-approved 

version of Humans vs. Zombies, a game 

that ripped across college campuses and 

involved “Zombies”—those who, in tag 

speak, were “it,”—and “Humans”—those 

who were running from the zombies. The 

humans have Nerf guns and socks—again, 

really?—to protect themselves with, and 

the zombies try to tag them and turn them 

into zombies. Like I said, it’s tag for college 

students.

There was something about the game that 

made me believe I was invincible. Which 

is crazy, since it took all of 12 hours for me 

to get tagged and turned into a zombie. 

Apparently I’m not very good at tag.

After I was pulled over to the dark side, 

though, I acted like I was the king of the 

world. I tagged one person—one—and 

spent the rest of the week strutting around 

campus like I’d just saved the world from



the apocalypse or something.

There were these people, the humans or, as we called them, survi-

vors, who just seemed impossible to catch. They were athletes; tall, 

fast tennis players. 

One day I found myself in the student center with a group of people, 

sporting my ever-so-trendy orange headband, and I saw two of them 

walking out the door.

I don’t know what got into me, but I got the idea that I could catch 

them if I started running after them now, never mind the fact that 

they were already out the door before even started running and I 

had about 30 feet to travel.

I emerged from the student center and spotted them halfway to their 

dorm, and told myself, “Yes, Karis, you can totally catch them. You 

are, after all, the Flash, aren’t you?”

No, Karis, you’re not. You are not the Flash.

I took off down the stairs and turned, cutting across a grassy portion. 

What I didn’t realize was that it had rained recently. What I didn’t see 

was the large patch of mud that sat between me and my prey.

I took one step, another, and suddenly my feet were flying out 

behind me. I flailed my arms and barely had time to take a breath 

before I landed spread-eagle in the mud. My entire body, head to 

toe, was just lounging in the mud, like a pig.

I looked up in time to see the tennis players safely enter their dorm. I 

looked back down at myself, sprawled in the mud, and stood up.

As luck would have it, I had left everything in the student center. So 

I took my mud-stained self up the stairs and into that hub of activity, 

where people took one look at me and burst into laughter.

I’ve been distrustful of tennis players since then. Tennis players, and 

mud.
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The

Longest

Short

Story

Ever

Once upon a time, 
there was a lizard with a jet pack . . .



He was desperately in love with a radiant girl from “back 
home.”

But he was afraid . . . afraid she’d find out his jet pack was 
fake.

But this didn’t stop him from asking her out on a date-walk 
around the jungle.

To get ready, he had to find a real jetpack.

Jet pack Lizard’s name was Lennerd.

The only working jet pack Lennerd knew about was owned 
by his estranged brother at the top of the vicious volcano.

Unfortunately, his brother had sworn to kill him if he ever 
saw him again (one time Lennerd stole his girlfriend . . . 
bad Lennerd).

Lennerd set aside his fears and, with only love to guide 
him, he jet skied across the Pacific Ocean.

He arrived to the Islands of Hawaii just before a giant sea 
monster attacked. 

However, before he got to the island, a shark flew from the 
sky and attacked him ferociously!

Lennerd looked deep inside himself and found the ability 
to defeat the shark and the sea monster, then turned his 
attention back to his love.

Then he came to realize that the shark was secretly seeing 
his love.

He determined to win her back by completing a series of 
daring feats to show his love.

For his first task, Lennerd would have to travel to Asbury to 
retrieve a lock of Sandy Gray’s hair.

. . . Sarah Choate

. . . Rebeca Robles

. . . Bryce Toole

. . . Harry Fogle

. . . Megan Palmer

. . . Kale Bandy

. . . Karis Rogerson

. . . Catie Lien

. . . Chris Isaacs

. . . Chase Fullerton

. . . Logan Matteson

. . . Daniel Lycan

. . . Sarah Wales

. . . Ben Clark
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Lennerd was unsure how his lizardly appearance would be 
received on campus.

So he went to the mall and bought a cardigan, chacos, and 
a kavu bag to appear inconspicuous.

He saw the boys and girls of campus riding long board-like 
things with wheels. So he found a long board and attached 
his jet-pack to the back. WHOOOoooooSH!

And then he fell.

He saw feet approaching and, looking up, saw the kind 
eyes of President Gray examining him.

His jaw dropped and he gagged with amazement.

After vomiting his amazement all of Sandy’s regal feet, he 
requested a lock of her majestic golden hair.

The ever generous and benevolent Sandra smiled at the 
befuddled chameleon and replied, “Most certainly my 
colorful friend, but because my majestic mane is so mighty, 
it requires scissors of solid gold.”

So, Lennerd embarked to the land of Wallymart to retrieve 
the scissors made of gold.

Suddenly, Lennerd heard a strange voice.

“May I help you?” said a Wallymart Wizard.

Then Lennerd told the wizard of his long feat to try and win 
his beloved back to him.

But the wizard said he could not cut a lock of Sandy Gray’s 
hair without being struck by a bolt of lightening. 

Lennerd said he didn’t care for he was in love.

The wizard looked at him skeptically and replied, “That’s

. . . Claire Hill

. . . Emma Fitch

. . . Bear Grider

. . . Destiny Cole

. . . Karis Rogerson

. . . Jared Gerhartstein

. . . Will McBride

. . . Chelsea Cleary

. . . Megan Fuller

. . . Tommy Cheug

. . . Ashley Eastwood

. . . Nicole Nystram

. . . Meredith Anderson

. . . Rebekah Ridner

. . . Sarah Hagan



the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.”

Lennerd asked empathetically, “Have you ever been jaded 
by love before?”

The wizard hung his head, and a tear formed in his eye, as 
he said, “A long time ago, a shark stole my girl.”

Lennerd’s eyes grew to the size of golf balls and he ex-
claimed, “A shark stole my girl too!”

Lennerd and the wizard gasped in amazement: “The same 
shark stole our girls!” they shrieked in unison!

So the wizard enchanted Lennerd’s jet pack with the most 
powerful spell, the spell that would bring the shark to 
justice . . .. 

The spell was a secret long kept, so only a few people knew 
its true name; for the spell was known simply as, “The Ring 
by Spring.”

They must act with quick haste, since the spell only lasts for 
a certain amount of time.

The wizard told Lennerd that he was to visit a wise man by 
the name of Greg Haseloff if he wanted to use the spell, 
because if he used it without understanding he would 
surely die.

. . . Bayly Shelly

. . . Claire Hill

. . . Sarah Hagan

. . . Bayly Shelly

. . . Ben Clark

. . .Andrew King

. . . Unknown

. . . Katie McPherson



Overwhelmed by the amount of tasks he had yet to accom-
plish, Lennerd decided to go see his sweet grandma.

His grandma had been elected Empress of the World a 
few years back, so Lennerd was sure she knew everything, 
especially as far as love and impossible tasks went.

To see her, he needed to arrive at the treacherous Fire 
Swamp where she stayed safe from her enemies.

But first he had to go poop.

Because he has severe anxiety issues.

After he released the dark matter in the Target bathroom, 
he yelled, “I AM THE MASTER COMMANDER.”

After his empowering poo . . . he goes back to his granny’s 
house where he meets her old lizard friend Madge . . . and 
he thinks she’s BEAUTIFUL!

But what he didn’t now as that Madge was an evil lizard 
hoarding all the gold in the world.

Lennerd knew he needed to apprehend Madge the 
gold-hoarder, but she started to tempt him with Turkish 
Delight.

Lennerd struck the Turkish Delight out of her hand, scream-
ing, “Get back, Witch!”

As the Turkish Delight splattered across the floor, Madge 
began to cry great magical tears.

Big magical tears.

As the big magical tears streamed down her face, they 
formed a puddle on the floor; the magical tear puddle then 
turned into a magical portal, transporting Lennerd into an 
alternative magical dimension.

Because it had all happened so quickly, Lennerd stood in

. . . Mary Sparks

. . . Priscilla DeFini

. . . Audrey Gray

. . . Chellie Waldron

. . . Sara Menges

. . . Audrey Gray

. . . Spencer Smith

. . . Alyssa Downs

. . . Hillarie Dyck

. . . Unknown

. . . Kale Bandy

. . . Adam Burge

. . . Jonathan Heffley

. . . Megan Fuller



disbelief as the world around him gave off an unfamiliar 
feel of despair.

Lennerd wept.

And then his tail fell off.

After that happened, he realized he could run really fast 
without the weight of his tail; he began running and
and running, so fast that a portal opened and took him 
back to Hawaii!

He found himself at the top of a volcano: the very volcano 
he needed to be on to find the jet pack.

He fell into the volcano and was slowly falling to his death.

But he was saved at the last moment . . .

By Ronald Reagan riding on a bald eagle with fireworks 
shooting in the background.

They traveled many leagues and neither slept nor ate until 
they arrive at . . .

Atlantis . . .

Ronald Reagan and Lennerd were trapped in Poseidon’s 
lair, who had been waiting there, expecting their arrival.

Poseidon holds them captive for two months . . .

Suddenly, Lennerd became angry because of the storytell-
er’s misspelling of his name: “My name is LEONARD!” he 
exclaimed, and burst forth from the volcano of Atlantis with 
the strength of Peter the Pickle.

Peter the Pickle was revealed to be Leonard’s brother in 
disguise.

Dave (Leonard’s brother’s actual name) then gave Leonard 
the jet pack he had gone through this ridiculous long trek

. . . Bradley Strait

. . . Claire Hill

. . . Chelsea Bartlett

. . . Miller Jarrell

. . . Carlie Core

. . . Michael Rogers

. . . Julia Harris

. . . Nicole Allen

. . . Sarah Henley

. . . Mary Kate Soehn-
len

. . . Katie Hammond

. . . Quinn Gervel

. . . Macy Graham

. . . Tyler Garden
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to find.

The jet pack led Leonard back to Hawaii where he 
courageously fought tigers, lions, and bears; “Oh my,” he 
screamed, “What happened to just the shark.” 

As Leonard pummeled the jungle creatures into submis-
sion, he dreamt of a day when he could retire from his 
convoluted journey and live the rest of his days in peace.

After this thought of home, a tender, mildly kentuckyesque 
voice called from the trees, “Leonard;” He turned and 
saw the fair Sandra Gray emerging with a pair of golden 
scissors.

Leonard breathed a sigh of relief . . . “Finally!”

Sandra Gray laughed, “Just kidding!” and ran away.

Which was really weird since she was such a 
kind woman; Leonard gasped—that wasn’t the 
real Sandara Gray; she had been 
kidnapped and switched out with a robot!

Robot Sandra Gray suddenly came 
crashing through the trees and started 
strangling Leonard.

As Sandra Gray strangled Leonard, C.S. Lewis 
and Tolkien walked by and no one noticed.

Except the Wesley brothers who were standing 
there watching the show.

All of a sudden a light came down from the heavens 
. . .

Behold, Aslan had appeared to Leonard and roared 
with fury.

Aslan said . . .

. . . Amanda Jacobs

. . . Will McBride 

 
. . . Mitchell Judy

. . . Jamie Larson

. . . Amanda Secen

. . . Karis Rogerson

. . . Sarah B.

. . . Chris Isaacs

. . . Adam Burge

. . . Paula Diaz

. . . Caiti Taylor

. . . Alanah Gardner



“Put on these 3D glasses and everything will make sense.”

Leonard put on the 3D glasses, which allowed him to see 
the Robot Sandra Gray’s weak spot.

Leonard with the air of his mighty powers destroyed the 
Robot Sandra Gray; just then, his true love appeared and 
cried, “What a stupid story!”

“Nevertheless,” she sighed, “Only a great ‘friend’ would do 
all this for me.”

Suddenly, Charles Wesley, Patron Saint of Song, aptrou
peared to Leonard and said, “Leonard, why doth thou
trouble yourself with this cotton-headed ninny muggins?”

“Marry the girl!” Aslan roared.

It all of a sudden started sprinkling the most romantic kind 
of rain and Leonard (spelled correctly, of course) turned to 
his love . . .

“The shark can have you!” Leonard said. And he picked up 
his jet pack, flew over the entire earth until he landed back 
at Asbury, retired from his adventures, and became Sandra 
Grey’s personal pet. He’s still there today.

. . . Kyle Thiele

. . . Bruce Truax

. . .Matt Stice

. . . Bryce Ury

. . . Molly Myhand

. . . Lisa Darrough

. . . Kelsey Boyle
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Why 
I 
Write

Katherine Oostman

Because I’m nobody. Because I’m some-

body no one else will ever be. Because I 

feel in metaphors. Because the man dying 

of brain cancer told me to and because 

he’ll never be able to again. Because it’s 

pretty and it makes me feel pretty and 

it makes other people see what’s pretty 

about all the ugly. 

Because I have a voice and others don’t. 

Because people don’t say what they really 

mean enough. Because this world could 

use a bit of hope and truth. Because no 

one applies craftsmanship to communi-

cating ideas anymore. Because ideas are 

important. and ideas make up who we are.

Because I can’t cry. 

Because they said I was good at it., but 

they said I was bad at it. Because the 

only way to find out who’s right is to keep 

doing it. 

Because I can be everyone. Because I 

can listen to each perspective, even the 

villains. I can be there for each letter of 

their existence and can change their fate 

if it gets too gruesome; or I can leave it if 

that proves a point.

Because I’ll never get tired of reading be-

yond the definition of a word and feeling 

what it means in a sentence, moment, 

person. 

Because I hate labels, but I’m made of 

them.
Because I could do it alone, but I can’t 

anymore.



Because someone’s got to, but most don’t 

get it right.

We’re all entitled to our opinions, but why 

would you

write it if you’re wrong?

Because I wonder about everything and 

know nothing.

Because my sister once told someone I 

was the best storyteller she’d ever read, 

and that person believed her. 

Because everyone says they are, but it’s 

those who just are who are.

Because stories saved me. Because stories 

made me. Because stories ripped me to 

the bones and told me to stay cold until I 

found a skin that was my own.  

Because I matter, but you matter more.

Because I was created to. 

Because I didn’t realize how much what 

you said hurt until I tried to explain why 

I had no words and then suddenly I had 

all the words but in the wrong order and 

you didn’t understand because to you 

they were just letters but to me they were 

heartbeats. 

Because saying “it’s going to be okay” is a 

flimsy as the hug you gave with it. Because 

sometimes it’s not okay. And that’s okay. 

Because someday it will be.

Because I can’t help it. Other than breath-

ing there is nothing that comes so easy. 

Language is so solid I can stand upon it 

and so fluid I could fly with it. 
Because he read my story and told me I
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was beautiful. She read it and said she felt 

beautiful. Because everything about it was 

ugly and somehow that made beautiful.

Because you don’t know me. When you look 

at me, you’ll think you see me, but you won’t. 

I’m not brown hair, hazel eyes, and white skin. 

I’m so much more. And I want you to see that. 

Because it’s like bleeding and healing at the 

same time. The scars that are left are stories 

and those aren’t so bad. They mean I’ve lived 

and met others who are really good at living. 

Because maybe you’re like me. Or maybe 

you’re not.

Because it hurts. Because it makes me happy. 

Because it’s hard. Because it’s scary. Because it 

might make you happy.

Because my imagination travels without warn-

ing, regard, or fare. It’ll take you with it if you 

give it a chance.

Because I had a hole in my bone, which really 

was a hole in my heart-it crippled me, and 

the only thing that healed me were stories. 

Because stories are just giant metaphors of 

us-giant mirrors to help us see. 

Because I couldn’t see. But I’m starting to.

Because I’ve decided to, which is like saying 

I’ve decided to think; no one can stop me.
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