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DISCLAIMER 
EMMA COPPOLO 

A disclaimer to the people who may decide to know me: 

If I am angry, you will not know other than by the crease in my brow that slowly carves a 
permanent monument in the middle of my forehead, a relic of my emotions that I can 
hide from everything but that one little line. My mom says that I am emotionally closed-
off, maybe I am. I have been shaped by a society that associates my anger with hysteria, 
my emotion with fragility. I cannot afford to be angry lest I be asked if I am “on my 
period” or if I’m having “boy problems”. 

If I am sad, I will pull away like a wave on the shoreline at low tide. I will convince myself that 
you and everyone else are conspiring against my current and longing for the day that it 
disappears into the horizon. I will manifest my loneliness into the likeness of the people 
I love because then at least it has a shape, a substance to despise. I have been taught by 
society to feign happiness so fluently that the only place left that I can actually find it is 

an orange bottle. 

A disclaimer to the people who may decide to know me: 

If I am upset with you, I will not by any means retreat into a cave of complacency. Your 
blemishes will become blueprints, and you will flourish like a field of marigolds and 

sunflowers as we decipher that secret code. I have been told by society addressing 

people’s faults is not “honest” but “bitchy”. It’s not. You have signed the contract, your 
soul is mine, not as property but as a priceless artifact that I have somehow stumbled 
upon and will protect at all costs. 

If I miss you, I will not behave as the bashful insecurity that I am told to portray. My 
attachment to you is not promised solely through proximity; disturbed waters will not 
distract me from my intended destination. I have been judged by society for outwardly 
expressing how I feel about people rather than playing chutes and ladders in their 
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heads until our conversations dwindle from daily to “happy birthday” texts twice a 
year. I promise you; I am by no means afraid to double-, triple-, or even quadruple-text 
you. You will undoubtedly be aware of my absence as I fight to minimize it. My love is a 

Goliath, and it cannot be shot down by neither Davids nor distance. 

A disclaimer to the people who may decide to know me: 

If I love you, you will know, even if I don’t. 
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IMAGERY 
ASHLEY BARLETTA 

A beam of light means nothing. 
I could be the happiest woman in the world 
and it would still be drenching in rain, 
clouds peeling back over a white sky 
where trees grow to die. 

A spark of a candle means nothing. 
The spark ignited by emotion 
can not be a spark forever, 
on and off, 
on and off, 
on and suddenly, 
the sun has sunk into this pit. 
You have to light the fire now. 

The fallen leaves mean nothing. 
Though their crunching sound reminds 
us why we are alive. 
A place at the table for fun, 
another for misery, 
mocking each other 
for an eternity 
for what? 
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UNEXPECTED COMPANION 
SKYLER SPECIALE 

I couldn’t believe it had come down to this. Out of all my years of having a high school 
experience, I hoped I would have gotten a dog, a rabbit, even a freaking cat. My parents raised 
me to be kind to every animal and to love them as if they were a person. Funny how they 
cared more about furry creatures than they did their own daughter. They grew up with two 
chocolate labs and I grew up with a parroket that mocked my screams as a toddler. What kind 
of parents get their daughter a parroket? I guess I would’ve preferred a parroket than a scaly 
lizard thing from a 1990 Japanese action movie. I hated how it kept looking at me funny with 
those ugly eyes. I was afraid it was going to eat me in my sleep. 

“Honey, can you grab its tank from the car?” my mom said to me as she and my dad 
brought in ten bags of iguana supplies to the kitchen. Where the hell was I going to keep this 
thing? It was definitely not going in my room. “You can put the tank on your dresser, that way 

you can keep an eye on him throughout the night.” 

I got up from the couch, glared at my parents as I did, and made my way outside. I could 
see they left me to grab the little monster itself from the front seat. I lifted the back hatch 
and grabbed the tank, leaving it open for my parents to shut. Struggling to hold the 50-gallon 
tank, I opened the passenger door of our minivan to grab the iguana. The glass tank started 
slipping from my sweaty hands. My knee eased the heavy weight and I fixed myself, setting 

the carboard box on top of the tank. I would not be too upset if I “accidentally” tripped up my 
porch stairs. 

I set the tank and box on the kitchen table amongst the plastic bags. “I don’t want this 
thing in my room, watching me while I sleep. It’s going to smell up my room too.” My mom 
looked at me and reached into one of the bags. “That’s why we got this spray, so his tank 
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doesn’t ‘smell up your room’.” She said this using air quotes as if she didn’t believe me. I rolled 
my eyes to my dad. No expression. Figured, he was about as useless as a box of dull nails. I 
groaned while stuffing all the supplies in the tank, including the lizard box, and marched 

upstairs to my room. 

They started yelling at each other the moment I slammed my bedroom door. Something 
about “It’s her birthday, she should appreciate what we get her” and “She’s 18 years old, I think 
she can pick out her own birthday gift by now” and the classic “Don’t you know how they 
treat her in school?” I dumped the tank of bullshit onto my bed, and the iguana box rolled to 
the edge. My heart jumped and I quickly launched myself onto my bed, grabbing the flimsy 

cardboard box before it and the lizard hit my floor. I let out a sigh, then shot open my eyes 

from the mere thought of caring for this lizard. Scrambling off my bed, I set the box on the 
floor and started unbagging the iguana supplies. 

They knew I hated lizards and I talked about wanting a Yorkshire terrier puppy for the 
longest time. Lizards are disgusting and smell and are mean. At least a dog would grow up to 
like me since it seems to be a common trend to not like “the scaly girl”. Its not my fault I was 
born with this stupid disease. I do not want to be compared to a lizard, I’m not a lizard! I’m 
not a reptile! I’m not an ig— 

Screams came from downstairs. I jolted around and noticed my door was cracked 
opened. I looked down at the box, noticing it was open with no iguana inside. “Shit”. My heart 
jumped once again and I sprinted downstairs. I glanced to the corner of the living room to 
an empty crate. Susie must have gotten out of her cage once she heard my door shut. Damn 
lab. My mom started yelling, “Andy! Andy! Get him out of her mouth, she is killing him! 
Andy! Margret! Hurry, get in here, now!” I ran into the kitchen and almost threw up. My dad 
struggled to get the iguana from our dog’s mouth. She was slobbering everywhere. Blood. I 
pushed my dad out of the way and gripped Susie’s snout, prying open her mouth. She released 
the iguana and he rolled out of her muzzle. 

I examined the iguana while my dad held onto Susie and my mom sobbed in the 
background, nagging me if Alexander is ok. Really? She already named him before I even got a 
say? Great job, mom. 

This was the first time I got a good look at him; he was larger than I saw from the 

window. His had a reddish tint to his scaley body with an ashy face. As I looked him over his 
head followed mine, I tried not to make eye contact. His spine had a neat ombre of red to 
white and his under body faded to green. He was softer than I expected. 
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“He is breathing and I don’t see any puncture marks from Susie’s teeth.” My parents let 
out a sigh as I did internally. I set him down and he looked around for a minute, then turned 
towards me. I turned around to Susie and saw scratch marks all over her face. “So that’s 
where the blood came from.” Labs can handle a lot more than iguanas can. I felt a little scaly 
scratch and looked down at his golden eyes, “Alexzander seems like he is ok, but wants to be 
held more,” my mom said as she collects herself. 

I smiled. His eyes weren’t all that ugly. 



TO ENJOY THE FULL SHOW, VISIT MERCYHURST.EDU/LUMEN

11 

DREAM DANCE 

CHOREOGRAPHY CINEMATOGRAPHY 
Libby Bullinger Grace Cibula 

DANCERS 

Payton Carroll 
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MAJOR CHANGE AHEAD 
LINDSEY CONFER 

My career is just a bug on my windshield now, 
Waiting for me to scrape it off. 
The odor of death may not be there, but yet it 
Hangs there, waiting for me to leave. 
Ted said this may not be the end. 
But it was, this is no “TED Talk.” 
This was the death-smell of my life. 
The office squad will go on without me. 
The second I walked out, the party began. 
I will drink myself to sleep tonight, 
The siren song of the unemployed. 
The colors of the rainbow inhabit my vomit. 
I climb the rainbow looking for answers. 
Jesus, Linds, pull it together. 
Tomorrow you can put in applications. 
Applications for a sexy NEW job. 
Or you can get it back, they don’t mind a thief. 
Aye Dios Mio! Estoy Jodida! 
As I beg the toilets forgiveness, 
I know that I will be here again tomorrow. 
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DEAR SANTA CLAUS 
MEGAN SIEGFRIED 

October 31 
Dear Santa Claus, 

I am really angry right now because Zachary stole my Halloween candy, and he didn’t even 
come with me trick or treating like he was supposed to. I don’t think that he deserves to get 
any Christmas presents this year. If you don’t believe me, I’ll prove it. First, he ate all the Re-
ese’s in my bag even though he knows those ones are my favorite. Second, he took the $5 that 
Mrs. Lucarelli gave me for raking her front leaves. Third, if you need more proof, don’t worry. 
I’m keeping track of all the bad things Zachary does from now on. 

November 3 
Dear Santa Claus, 

I told you Zachary would do more bad things. Today, when I got home from school, I saw him 
sitting on the couch with a big, nasty black eye. He gets in fights sometimes. I know because 

all the teachers always tell me, “don’t end up like Zachary and start trouble and get into fights 

all the time.” My teachers like me because I don’t do bad things like he does. 

If you want to know the truth, I don’t even think Zachary went to school today, so I don’t know 
who was fighting. I think he skipped school, so he should be in even bigger trouble. Also, he 

never said sorry for eating my Halloween candy. When I asked him to buy me more, he just 
laughed and called me a baby. Mom used to yell at Zachary when he called me a baby. 

November 10 
Dear Santa, 

Zachary has somebody in his room right now, even though we aren’t allowed to have our 
friends come over anymore. I’m pretty sure it’s a girl too, and that’s extra not allowed. I tried 
peeking through the keyhole, but I can’t see anything past his dresser. I didn’t bother trying 
to listen. Whenever Zachary has a girl over, he plays movies in his room and puts the volume 
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all the way up. It’s annoying, and I can’t do my homework because it’s so loud. 

Sometimes I wonder why Zachary is only friends with girls. He never brings his wrestling 
friends over to the house. I think I would like to have girls in the house sometimes if Zachary 
let me watch movies with them. 

November 19 
Dear Santa Claus, 

I found out that Zachary was drinking alcohol in his room today. Even I know that’s really bad, 
and he definitely can’t get any Christmas presents now. I went into his room to look for my 

Game Boy. He takes it sometimes to play for himself, but I accidentally knocked over a bottle 
of water while I looked. It was sitting next to Zachary’s feet while he was playing video games 
in his chair, and I bumped it and knocked it over. 

I know it wasn’t water because Zachary got so angry. He would be mad at me if it was water, 
but he wouldn’t be that mad. He was so mad that he pushed me hard out of his room, and I 
hit my head on the door frame when he did. There was a big bump, but I definitely didn’t cry. 
I did say that I was going to tell dad because I was really angry about the bump on my head. 
Zachary told me that he would kill me if I told, and I sort of believed him, so I didn’t. It should 
be okay if I just tell you, Santa. 

I know it wasn’t water. Sometimes, I see him take those not water bottles to school with him, 
and maybe that’s why he gets bad grades. 

November 26 
Dear Santa Claus, 

Dad and Zachary were screaming at each other when I got home from school today, but Dad 
had a good reason. He found out about Zachary stealing his drinks without me even tattling. I 
told you it wasn’t water. 

They were being so loud when I walked in the door. Dad was yelling about the stealing. He was 
out of drinks, and he knew it was because of Zachary. I tried to ask Dad about dinner because 
it was Thanksgiving and I was hungry, but he just turned to look at me real angry like. I knew 
it was just because he was mad at Zachary, but I got scared then. That’s when Zachary got in 
front of me and pushed Dad real hard. He started saying lots of swear words. He even said, 
“You’re the reason mom is dead” just to make dad feel bad. 

I don’t like to call mom dead, I just like to say gone, so I ran to my room and didn’t come out 
the rest of the night even though I was still really hungry. 
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December 5 
Dear Santa Claus, 

I came home from school today and heard weird noises coming from the bathroom. It sound-
ed like somebody was throwing up, and I figured it was Zachary because Dad never comes 

home so early. I knocked on the door and asked if he was sick. He didn’t answer me, but a 
minute later the bathroom door opened. 

I asked if he was sick again, but Zachary said, “No, I’m not sick.” That was a lie because I know 
I heard him throwing up. One time, I ate some bad chicken at school, and I threw up forever 
that day, so I know what it sounds like. 

Zachary went to his wrestling match later in the day, so I guess he couldn’t have been too 
sick, but I still know he was lying. Being sick isn’t bad but lying is. 

December 18 
Dear Santa, 

Zachary is failing a class, and I know because he wasn’t allowed to wrestle yesterday. He got 
so mad at his teacher for failing him that he yelled at her in front of the whole class. That’s 
why he got suspended. This is really bad because Zachary doesn’t like spending time at our 
house very much. He and Dad get into fights a lot more if Zachary hangs around too much. 

December 19 
Dear Santa, 

Today, Zachary and I left our house. We are going to stay the night at his friend Mike’s house 
instead. Mike is on the wrestling team. So far, I like Mike’s house because his mom is really 
nice to me. She made us a big dinner and said how much she loves having guests and that we 
could stay for as long as we need to. 

It was weird. When I came home from school, Zachary and my Dad were fighting again. I 
could hear them from outside as I walked up. As soon as I came inside Zachary grabbed me by 
the shoulder and we left in mom’s old car. I tried not to look, but I saw Zachary cry in the car. 
He didn’t say anything about it, except he did say he was sorry. 

I asked why he was sorry, and he said, “For pushing you,” and wiped at his face. “When I made 
you hit your head.” 

I think even though Zachary has been pretty bad this year, maybe it would still be nice to 
bring him something for Christmas. I think he would like a picture of our mom in a pretty 
frame. I’m pretty sure he would like that because that’s what I want too. 
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DANCING WITH OUR HANDS 
GILLIAN MAZUR 

Laying on the grass, 
Under the blanket of stars in the sky. 
Our fingers danced across each other’s hands, 
I traced your fingers with mine, 
And you my palm and wrist. 
Hours passed as we lay, 
Dancing with our hands, 
In a conversation all of our own, 
A language none can hear. 
The sky darkens and the crickets appear, 
Singing their nighttime ballad, 
For the unspoken dance of our hands. 
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NIKES 

CLAIRE ORR 

Drawing 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE 
SKYLER SPECIALE 

My shoe is an empty void, 
I’m pretty sure I’m drunk. 
The cat dances in and out of my sight 
And I cannot feel its scratchy scruff. 
Can’t you hear the dogs laughing at me? 
Can’t you taste the dirty dead sea water? 
They can sniff out my yeasty bread clothes. 
The pillows are fluffy 

like the way cheesecake tastes 
And Morgan Freeman was working 
At the Cheesecake Factory. What a shame, 
the pillows were anything but fluffy. 
She couldn’t wait to do her homework! 
Dawg, you this in the bag 
Because you walked home alone today. 
You are my sunshine, my only sunshine 
The words rang in her head like a Sunday church bell. 
The broken pencil of a classroom bored her 
To death. 
Nails on a chalkboard sounded like warm cookies 
And she danced on the stars as night walked away. 



19 

Skeeter didn’t miss the “good ‘ol days” 
Tomorrow is another day to run towards old age. 
The icy books burned words in my head, 
I’ll have to read them when I go skydiving. 
Balliamo? 
Did the cheesecake just ask me to dance? 
I guess my hangover will last forever. 
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THE RIDE 
KACI ALDERSON 

Dad sat in silence in the front of our old pickup truck for the first time since my older 

brother got in trouble for stealing Eucharists at Sunday mass. His icy cold eyes continued 
on a direct path to the road ahead, not shying away for even a second. A few feet away from 
him in the passenger seat, Mom’s head was hanging so loosely that any time we hit a bump, it 
bounced freely in the air and I thought her neck might snap. Her hands were folded tightly on 
her lap, a move she typically makes when she is trying to keep herself together. I had ruined 
the family name, they told me, and I needed this selfish disease inside of me fixed. 

Selfishness was something I had never been accused of by anyone, let alone my parents. 
I had always been one to give and I never fought for individual glory. Most kids my age were 
working paid jobs, but I volunteered all of my after school hours at the church, helping to 
keep everything in shape. Never once did I volunteer for recognition or requirement, I did it 
because I wanted to help others. I easily could’ve been hanging out with my classmates at the 
drive-in every Friday night or drinking till I’m blacked out and seducing guys at parties, but I 
chose to spend my free time wiping down the pews. Even though my parents knew all of that, 
I was still considered Narcissus now. 

My whole town knew what I did before I even knew what I did. As a matter of fact, I still 
don’t understand what I did or why I did it. The day after the incident, my parents became 
shameful images of parental failure to my town. Dad works as a roofer, he has his whole life. 
The men that work alongside him have been there with him since the beginning. They used to 
come over to our place and drink beer and watch football all day every Sunday after church. 
I’d have a hard time sleeping hearing the drunken men scream all night about sports, women, 
and right-wing politics. Now, those same men cast my father out from their inner circle 
because of me. In public, Mom was met with snark comments and dirty looks. Everywhere 
she went, people would stare at her and whisper about how terrible of a mother she must be 
to “let her daughter do what she did.” She couldn’t even buy our groceries at the super-mart 
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because the manger refused her business. Thankfully, my brother was off at university or he 
would have been bullied senseless. I had never thought that what I had done was terrible until all 
of this happened. I didn’t understand how something that felt so right could cause so much pain. 

Typically, Dad has some type of country music blaring through the speakers with his 
windows down and farmer’s tanned arm hanging out of the window, allowing the Georgia air 
to fill our lungs. I was never too fond of country music, but somehow every time he took me 

out on those drives, I felt euphoria rush through my body as the rugged voices and acoustic 
guitars rang into my ears. Today, both of his hands were deathly gripped on the wheel and the 
windows were up, leaving on the stuffy and suffocating air conditioning, and the radio was 
completely silent. Mom just stared out of the window, not making a single sound except for a 
small sigh that would escape her mouth every couple of minutes. Her hands never left her lap, 
and I could feel the anxiety course through my veins from just that simple gesture. It felt like 
we had been on this back road for hours, and despite the tension in this car, I was hoping we’d 
stay on it forever. 

I had no idea what was to come at the end of this road and anxiety had me in her grasp. 
I gripped the leather with my palm and my mind jumped back to the feeling of the leather in 
the backseat after prom. I fiddled my fingers at the thought. 

“Where are we going?” I asked my parents. It was the first words anyone had spoken 

on this million mile trip, and the question was perfectly valid. I had been thrown in the car 
without explanation. My parents both ignored my question. 

“Dad?” I asked again. 

Dad finally took his eyes off of the windshield and looked back at me in the rearview 

mirror, his vein in his temple pulsating when his dark brown eyes met my green ones. He 
grumbled under his breath, 

“What a sad mistake for a daughter.” 

Mom winced at his words and her eyes began to tear up. She brought a handkerchief 
from her plaid housewife dress and dabbed her eyes carefully, making sure that her makeup 
didn’t smudge. She hadn’t looked at me since she opened the car door three nights ago and 
saw her daughter’s lipstick stains spread across a pale neck. My suitcase rattled in the back 
behind me as the tires gripped the worn gravel below. I wanted so badly to speak to my 
parents, ask them how I could fix this, but they didn’t even look at me as a human anymore. I 
could see it in Dad’s face and I could feel it with every tear that left Mom’s eyes. My dry mouth 
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made me struggle opening my glued together lips. The car hit a rut and gravel began to strike 
the side of the truck. The lump in the back of my throat from holding my words in began to 
travel up the rigid airway and into the roof of my mouth. 

“Dad I…“ 

The rubber on the wheels screeched as we came to a halt in the middle of a green 
pasture. A singular building stood in view with nothing but an endless gravel road behind us. 
A large white cross sat at the top of this building with chipping white paint and rotted away 
wood. The wooden cross protected the faithful and the non-sinners. I didn’t know what this 
wooden cross would do for me. 
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PIECE OF MIND 

CHOREOGRAPHY COLLABORATOR 

Austin Duclos Demerise Eadie 

DANCER 

Jessica Skinker 

POETRY MUSIC 
Makenzie Campbell Take Sight by Los Leo 
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CLOUD CHRONICLES 
TERIASHA GORE 

Drown me in smoke 
Let me choke on it 
like words that ball up in my throat 
Let me breathe in the liquid 
that had become my tears 
Leave my burden on my shoulders 
as it is mine to bear 
Let me seep into the earth with the dirt 
that has nourished me 
Let me be a show for the stars 
that glimmer like snow. 
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SANCTIFIED 

KIMBERLY BENNETT 
Drawing 
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32ND STREET 
LINDSEY CONFER 

He and Charlie had been living under this piece of 32nd Street blown here from three 
blocks away,  nothing is where it once was.  Will wondered where Mom and Dad landed, or 
probably the pieces of them anyway.  He hoped they at least landed together, it’s what they 
would have wanted.  He wished so deeply that they could be here with them now.  He wonders 
if delicate little Charlie even knew what was going on.  She was only four, but they have been 
under this slab of asphalt for three days and Charlie knows she can’t complain about how her 
belly hurts.  She hasn’t even said she misses mom and dad. When your instincts kick in, there 
is no time for complaining.  How was he going to get them out of here? 

He had been paying attention to the soldiers boots for a while now, he knew about how 
long it would be before he would hear the scuffling of the rubble. It sounded as though they 

were about twenty feet or so away when they made their rounds.  Will was expecting the next 
shift of rounds to be marching rhythmically past their hide out fairly soon.  Always a rhythm. 
He ran the tiny pebbles of the hillside through his hands. Some of it was also blown here like 
the piece of 32nd street they were under.  Some of it was always here. Which pieces were parts 
of buildings? Where were those buildings before they laid in misplaced piles all over their 
neighborhood?  He wondered if there were others, like them that maybe got out.  Will knew 
they were lucky. Charlie did too. 

The last thing that Will’s father said to him was, “Listen boy, wait for the cover of 
darkness, and go. Take Charlie and go, You’re a man now, son.” 

“I don’t know what to do.”  Will pleaded. 

“You must reach the border to live.” 

They heard a commotion outside in the street, Will caught a glimpse of a soldier with his 
pistol to their neighbor’s head.  He saw other soldiers enter their neighbors home.  His father 
pushed them out the back door and told him to go, he knew they would turn over everything 
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 in the home to find all members of their family.  Will’s neighborhood was well known for being 

“a problem area,” meaning there were many rebels supporting the movement for The United 
States government reform.  The corruption had spiraled out of control and in an effort to 
silence opposing views, the government initiated Martial Law.  The blast of the soldier’s pistol 
cracked through the air. Will knew what had happened, and wished he could have kissed his 
mother one last time before they were forced out. 

Tonight would have to be the night to move their little camp.  Any more time here and 
they would be too weak to move.  He could hear the familiar rhythm of the soldiers boots, and 
knew that the time was nearing.  He could see the pink and orange highlights in the evening 
air and they would soon be falling into blackness.  The shroud of darkness is the only prayer 
he had for them to escape the anarchy that had become their neighborhood. 

Charlie just lie there sucking her thumb, which she hadn’t done in years.  Will didn’t 
know if she was sleeping but in case she was, he didn’t want to wake her.  He waited until the 
next round of rhythm and he thought that maybe it was just dark enough to peak one eye over 
to see what lie above them.  Will couldn’t really make anything out.  But that was probably 
good in a way, hopefully no one would be able to see them either. 

“Charlie. Char,” He whispered so lightly that she could barely hear him, “It’s time Char, 
we have to go, we can’t stay here.” 

“Ok Will.”  She knew they couldn’t go back home, and this didn’t feel very much like 
home either. 

Charlie erected from her lying position from under the slab of 32nd, and she took Will’s hand.  He 
acted like he knew where they were going because Charlie needed him to.  He wished dad could have told 
him where the border was. He had never even driven a car, but he learned that the border was north in 
school. He knew which way north was. 

It was pitch-black now because there is no moon.  Will’s eyes had been adjusting to the darkness so 
he could see his way down the hillside and across the ravine. They must move quickly because its wide 
open. Charlie followed Will through the obsidian night and down the rocky hillside.  The tiny stones hurt 
her feet. She wasn’t sure why but she wouldn’t complain about it.  Will was grateful when they made it to 
the wood line. He looked back and he could see the silhouettes of some crumbled buildings, and could see 
that some of them were still burning.  They followed the paths through the woods. Will knew much of this 
land from the time he spent four-wheeling here with his friends.  As the distance grew between them and 
the slab of  32nd street, they never slowed down. 

They approached a county road that Will had crossed many times before with his 
friends.  He wonders what they were doing now.  Had they been able to get out before military 
came in?  He was hoping for them, hoping they took these same footsteps.  Will and Charlie 
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crouch near the edge of the road and waited for some large military supply-vehicles to pass 
before they could continue.  The wheels were taller than he was.  He wasn’t even sure if 
he was breathing he was so still.  As the caravan passed, Will watch them drive off in the 
distance and their headlights reflected off of a sign, “THANK YOU FOR VISITING VERMONT, 
SEE YOU SOON!” 

They were almost there, they would just have to stay inside the tree line until they’ve 
reached the border.  Their feet were bleeding from the prickers and the sticks from the 
forest floor.  The wet forest floor, they weren’t even phased.  As they approached the border 

of Canada they began to taste the sweet relief of refuge.  They could see hundreds of 
silhouettes.  The lights were so bright and pointed right at them. Walking down the center 
two lines of the barren highway now, their clothes were dirty and torn and the silhouettes 
were so scary. They were getting bigger now, closer.  With the blinding lights behind them 
that must’ve been brighter than Las Vegas’ lights, Will really hoped he was right.  Then they 

stopped. 

“ Hello, there!” A voice called out. 

“Are you kids seeking refuge in Canada?” Will nodded his head. 

“All right you have to come a little closer, and cross the line, alright?” 

Will was reluctant and Charlie was hiding behind him now. 

“Come on kids, there isn’t much time, alright?” 

They took the first few steps and as soon as the silhouettes could touch them, they 

grabbed them. They were suddenly surrounded by what seemed like way too many people. 
But it was quickly clear that none of them wanted to hurt the pair. They would ask them lots 
of questions now, but the first one hurt the worst,

 “Where’s your mom and dad, honey?” 
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BACK AND FORTH 
GENEVIEVE BURGESS 

i only write poetry about them because they’re the only 
interest i have 

have my awkward sentences and my anxious stutters 

stuttering without meter or rhyme only words so lovely 

love all that they are, all that i can be 

be calm or else they’ll see how i fall for them i do 

do my jumbles jambles make sense? 

senses are too often overwhelmed with all that i can 
never say 

saying i love you in poetry is all i know how 

how do you stand me please 

please don’t leave me alone 

alone i can’t find the words for anything or everything 

everything is all that i’ll do to write for you 
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ON A BATHROOM FLOOR 
MEGAN SIEGFRIED 

I find myself scratching grime 

from the cracks of dirty linoleum 
to keep from crying at a party. 

You hardly ever cry when I cry, 
but this time you face the toilet 
so I can’t see your eyes, and I go 
back to watching the floor. 

I can’t say what made you turn 
to face me. Your hands felt damp 
with heat on my cheeks as you 
speak familiar words. And then, 
“You know that, don’t you?” 
I don’t, and I lie. 

How do you kiss so hard and keep 
your lips soft at the same time? 
My head pulses angrily from crying 
and maybe too much drink. But still 
it hurts to taste your boozy tears 

because sometimes I think 
you mean what you say. 
And you think I must know it too. 
But believing won’t make love real. 
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At moments like these, 
I don’t want to know why 
you aren’t enough. 

When we lie together, warming 
cool linoleum on a bathroom floor, 
I don’t want to think, 
but my mind reaches through 
the fog of Tito’s on our breath. 

I work hard to remind myself 
something else waits for me. 
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THE ART OF CONNECTION 

FRANCI TITUS 
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HOW TO PAY PROPER RESPECTS 
ELIJAH GOE 

She walked down the snow-covered path with an even slower pace than normal. The 
cold gripped onto her joints with unrelenting force and the wind pierced through her exposed 
face like knives were being flung through it. Her right hand grew tighter with every gust as 

it held a mahogany cane that twisted with the excitement of a lightning bolt as it reached 
towards the ground. The only relief she had was that the rest of her body was covered by a 
long black wool coat which was thick enough to withstand the unrelenting assault against it. 

Around her the cascading shadows of slightly decayed tombstones dotted the thin layer 
of snow that rested on the ground as far as she could see. The shadows were carved out of the 
soft orange light that rolled out of the tops of the occasional lamp standing just off to the side 
of the path, and after about every 50 steps she took she would be close enough to one of these 
lamps to make out a couple of the names displayed on the front row of her expired audience. 

She thought of how she could see his name in that orange light every time she visited. 
At this point it was the closest thing she had left of him and, in her mind, it was starting to 
become his new face. She at least still had his memories to hold on to. The late nights, waiting 
for him to come home from work and begging him to find something new to do with his life 

the moment he did. It was tiring, but he was worth it. Even if he did never listen. He would just 
smile and explain why he couldn’t, and eventually, like always, she would realize he was right, 
and would have to wait until tomorrow to try again. 

She finally started to approach the last turn before she could see the final stretch, which 

was hidden from her at this point behind a patch of birch trees. But something was different. 
She started to hear sounds that were never there before, no matter how many times she had 
visited. She paused her journey for a moment to listen closer. Voices? And not just voices but 

laughter too, and as she tried to find them, she soon realized that they were coming from 

almost directly behind the trees. No one had ever been out here with her before, especially 
when she came this late. She started up her shuffle towards the turn again, this time with a 
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bit more speed as the curiosity of something new quickly began to block the cold from her 
mind. She rounded the corner, and soon she saw them. 

Three figures stood on the path in a line, facing out towards the tombstones as if they 

were about to address the sea of chiseled stones directly. They stood just out of reach of one 
the lights and without moving closer she could only make out that the one in the middle stood 
about 6 inches taller than the other two. They didn’t notice her as she approached, and as she 
slowly made her way to them the words of their conversation began to take shape. 

“Crazy bastard,” one of the voices said in a low gruff. 

“I just can’t believe he finally kicked it. After everything he’s done, and poof he’s just 

gone like that? Seems almost too good to be true,” Another responded, this one slightly higher 
in pitch but still holding the same grit as the first one. 

“Too good or not, the fact is he’s right there. And by the looks of it he ain’t going 
anywhere else anytime soon.” 

Just then the figure in the middle of the pack stepped out into the light and approached 

one of the graves. She, now standing just out of the light of one lamp over from the group, 
stopped to watch it as it transformed from a silhouetted figure to a man wearing a beat up 

denim jacket and boots with shreds of fabric shooting out them at various angles. His head 
was covered by a loose gray beanie and his right hand held a tall can which he shook as he got 
closer to his target. 

When he reached the grave, he held the can up to its stone and began to spray green 
paint across it as chaotically as he could. He stopped after emptying what felt like almost the 
whole can and stepped back to admire his work. 

“Look at that, ain’t nothing to fear no more. Bit sick hittin’ him back this late but not like 
he gave us much choice when he was still here,” he said with the deeper of the two voices. 

“You want the hammer now?” the higher voice asked, still standing next to the silent 
third figure in the dark. 

“Why not? Might as well just get it done, not like he feels it anyways.” 

The darkened figure kneeled down to the ground and picked up a sledgehammer that 

was lying in the dark right next to him. It tossed the hammer to the man in the denim jacket, 
who proceeded to swiftly turn back around with it and take a chunk of the gravestone’s top-
right corner. He winded it back up to give another blow to the center of the stone but was 
stopped halfway through by the sound of an old woman crying out behind him. 
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“Hey!” She screamed as much as her aging lungs allowed her. She was now only a couple 
steps away from them and stopped her approach the first moment the light fell on her. “What 

the hell do you think you’re doing?” 

The man in the denim jacket tried to give a quick puzzled look back to his companions. 
Considering he still couldn’t see them, though, he decided to drop the hammer on the ground 
and walk towards the old woman that, as far as he could tell, had appeared out of the night’s 
mist itself. 

“Oh, not much, just revisiting an old friend is all,” he said, trying to sound as innocent as 
he could with his current backdrop. 

“That’s an interesting way to visit.” 

“What can I say, he was an interesting friend.” He gave her a slight grin, which was only 
met with her grimace. 

“And this is how you repay him?” 

“For what he’s given us it is.” 

“Even so, don’t you think that there’s more you could be doing than worrying about a 
dead man?” 

“You wouldn’t understand.” 

“I understand more than you think.” 

“Alright, well if you’re so great and mystical and smart then why don’t you tell me what 
great and mystical and smart thing I should be doing instead?” 

“How about anything worthwhile? You’re standing out in a graveyard in the middle of 
the night yelling out insults to someone who can’t even hear them anymore. How about going 
and making a family that worries about you enough to make you want to be home instead?” 

“Starting a family?” The man in the denim jacket began to laugh, “You see? I told you you 
wouldn’t understand.” 

“And I’m starting to think you don’t either. Family is one of the most important things 
one can have.” She started to slowly close the distance between them as she talked. “They 
give you strength, they give you comfort, and most importantly they give you safety.” She 
now stood right in front of him, looking up at his face which still held an entertained grin. 
“Because family is always there for you, always has your back.” Her right hand slipped the 
cane to her left one and reached into her front jacket pocket. “And no one, messes with 
family.” In one swift motion her hand shot back out of her pocket now holding a silver blade 
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and pushed the blade with as much force as it could into the man’s denim jacket. Red began to 
soak into the fabric around the cut as the man stepped back in shock and fell to the ground. 

She looked at the two figures still hiding themselves. 

“Take him back where he came from, and don’t ever let me see him again.” The third 
figure finally broke its silence. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

In a flash the two immediately grabbed the man on the ground by one arm each and 

began to drag him off down the path the opposite direction she had come. She looked at the 
mess that they had left, including the can and the hammer which they had not even bothered 
to pick up in their hurry, and gave off a heavy sigh. She surveyed the gravestone closely. She 
could barely make out her late husband’s name anymore. 

“An absolute mess. You may have been cruel, but this is just disrespectful.” It didn’t 
matter though. She knew right now he was just smiling up at her, prouder than he had 
ever been. 
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CANVAS 
SKYLER SPECIALE 

The first time she painted 

Was the first time she ever lived. 
Her bristles and brushes 
Made her canvas endure her pain. 

I watched her strokes— 
They were like ocean waves. 
Choppy and broken up. 
Any moment, her brush could break. 

The pigments cast dark blue 
And her eyes, full of red, 
They were as deep as her thoughts. 
The picture was a collage of trauma. 

The first time she painted, 
She asked, “Why am I here?” 
My finger to her worn out canvas, 
I said, “Because your heart is in there.” 
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PERFORMS 

Details of the various performances are located within the video. 

TRUMPET COMPOSER 

Kirk Morrison Ellis Pierce 

SOPRANO 

Abigail Wise 

PIANO 

Paul Caram 
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SHE IS 
COLLEEN KEANE 

She is bright hibiscus flowers, 
Untasted red wine and desert nights 
With pink hair and rolled smoky 
Eyes. She is rolling clouds, with coral 
hues, fading like her hair. 
Her eyeliner was sharp swords in my chest. 
Blush colored cheeks surface her jawline. 
She’s surrounded by darkness, 
Although it’s not night. 
She won’t look you in the eye. Blind 
To all compliments. Does she know 
She’s golden like a Gustav Klimt? She shrinks 
into herself when she should shine. 
Photos like this remind her who she is--
Bright hibiscus flowers. 
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OCTOBER 19, 2020 
ASHLEY BARLETTA 

I am the sky, 
from blue to black to pink in autumn, 
a hand-written note taped 
to an old garage door 
wishes to be set free 
by the wind’s violent rush. 
My eyes are telescopes 
to only the brightest planets of all, 
straggling stars fading, 
ignition turns to dust, 
supernovas looking to consume. 

I am a pebble 
locked in the concrete ground, 
dirt looks at me and scoffs, 
for the people walk on me. 
They do not know how beautiful I am. 
They do not know how smart I am. 
They do not know 
anything. 
But that’s okay. 
That is what it means to learn, 
bonds don’t break 
because of laughter; 
they grow. 
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A DRUG CALLED EMBER 
JULIA FONTES 

“Your hair’s so soft,” Ember said, continuing to hum a song I didn’t recognize. “I’m almost 
done, don’t worry.” I couldn’t braid hair to save my life, so I always had Ember do it for me. 

“Your hands are so cold.” I let out in a shiver as she pulled my hair off my face. We sat on 

the bed, not saying much. It wasn’t one of those weird awkward silences you have, like when 

you tell your middle school crush you like them. It was one of those silences where you both 
felt each other’s presence and that was enough. We didn’t need words or conversation to fill 
the empty space, just each other. I inhaled a soothing breath from our almost gone blunt. My 

lungs stung for a quick moment before letting out an elongated sigh. I felt her tug my hair to 
tie it, finishing it off. Rolling onto the crusted carpet, I peer at myself in the mirror letting out 

a smile. 

“Thank you, Em,” I threw my body on top of her and arms around her as a form of 
gratitude. 

Ember and I always held hands when we went out together. We weren’t dating. I won’t 
lie, I had thought about it - to be honest, I think we both did - but we were better as friends, 
we both knew that. 

Her amethyst ring dug into my fingers as we floated under the neon lights that lined 

the boardwalk. The Parlor was about a 20-minute walk from my apartment. I wished it were 
longer. More time to be with her. 

Stanny met us at the door. He wore a striped sweater with gold and diamond grillz 

that matched the two chains on his neck. Ember hugged him while he handed me a bag of 
dark sunshine and winked at me. We walked downstairs and were drowned in a wave of 
heat. My eyes locked on her, Ember’s ring dug more into my hand as we slid through the 

crowd of faceless people. I felt the corners of my lip slide up into a smile. The base of the 
music overpowered every other noise in the building while I danced with vodka acid running 
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through my limbic cortex. I wanted to feel this way forever. All my memories from the rest of 
the night blended into one big blissful moment. 

My headache the next morning was, debatably, not worth it. Ember rolled over, facing 

me. Her mascara and pink stained eyelids smiled at me as if to say good morning. After 
offering a cup of coffee to her, I climbed out of bed and made my way to the kitchen. I made 

pretty good coffee. I had been making it since I was young. Ember always liked my coffee. She 
said I put just the right amount of cream and sugar. 

Ember and I sat in bed, talking about the night before, filling in gaps the other was 

missing. We stayed out until around 4 am last night, Stanny walked us home. Em says I lost my 

phone for about an hour until a girl that helped us look who ‘had pretty blonde hair and bright 
green eyes’ found it. 

Unfortunately for me, the coffee was not strong enough to cure my pounding headache. 
I looked around the medicine cabinet for some pain relievers, only to find an empty bottle 

sitting on the shelf mocking me. As I was closing the mirrored door in disappointment I saw a 
bottle of Ember’s sleeping pills she left here. Finishing the almost empty bottle, I downed my 

coffee with it and crawled back into bed with Ember. 

We talked our hangover off, daydreaming of when we would throw parties like last night 

in our own mansion. I felt what I thought was the caffeine from my coffee begin to settle in, 
making me feel a new type of jittery. 

As my brain began to run sprints around my head, Ember became more and more 

passionate about whatever it was she was talking about. I could see her getting excited, what 

was she saying? I couldn’t focus any more. 

Needing a moment to myself, I got out of bed and told my feet to walk to the living room. 
My clammy feet dragged on the walnut floors. I looked around for the couch but I couldn’t 

find it, someone must have taken it. Who took my couch? I bought that couch, it was mine. 
Why was there a toaster in the living room? What is that? 

An icy hand grabbed my shoulder. “Come on, let’s go to bed,” she said. She pulled on my 

shoulder, making it feel the ball was going to come out of the socket. 

“No,” I pushed Em, “Go away please.” 

“I’m not leaving.” 

I said a small prayer, to no one, asking her to leave but knowing my heart would long for 

her while she was gone. But I knew I needed to be on my own. Having Ember near me made 
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me feel safe, she made me forget everything that sat in the corners of my mind reminding me 

of my pain. 

I woke up in bed in a pile of sweat. Where did she go? I rolled over, to block the blinding 

beaming lights from my eyes, crushing a piece of paper in bed with me. 

Be back soon, 

XO Ember 

If it weren’t for the throbbing hunger in my stomach, I would have stayed in bed all day. 
I made my way to the kitchen, putting some buttered bread in the toaster and pouring myself 
another cup of coffee. I sat at one of the two metal chairs and stared out the window as I 
waited for the toaster to pop. 

Looking out the window, I saw nothing but unfamiliar faces. For the amount I went 

out, I knew no one, no one but Ember and Stanny. It was always them I was with. I was either 

getting something from Stanny or doing that something with Ember. 

In the back of my mind, I knew they weren’t good for me. I knew I should make some 

new friends and I had tried before. But something about them is different than other people, 
something I haven’t been able to find is anyone else. 

A knock at the door interrupted my realization, scaring me. I opened the door to 

Ember holding a bag with two joints and a bagel from down the street. 

“I got you this,” she said smiling, handing me the bagel. “And I got us this.” Ember 

waved the bag at me. 

“I don’t know if I’m feeling up for that right now,” I said unwrapping the bagel. 

“Come on, I have cured just about all of your hangovers. I know what I’m doing.” 

I felt the word “no” try to creep its way up my throat, but I swallowed it. My need 

to feel better was stronger than my need to do what my conscience told me was best. We 
sat on the couch smoking, I rested my head on her lap while her hands ran through my hair. 
I was starting to feel like myself again. My eyes rolled around as the smell of cannabis filled 

the room, masking a strange burnt toast smell. Ember handed me a pill of some sort, telling 

me it’s good for hangovers. I swallowed it, looking over to see smoke coming for the kitchen. 
My brain said to point or yell or get up but the rest of my body wasn’t a very good listener. I 
looked up at Ember smiling, she smiled back at me. 

I closed my eyes and exhaled deeply, “I love you, Ember.” 
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UNDERWATER BLISS 

KAYLA SIMONITIS 

Painting 



46 

 

 

 

 

 

SUNFLOWER AND RAIN 
BREANNA PLAZA 

As I grow I reach for the sun, 
The constant in my ever reaching life. 
As I grow I do not allow myself to drown 
In the drops of the oh so heavy rain. 
I find that I am seen to weep, to lay heavy looking at the 

ground 
But no one dissects the roots of why I am avoiding the 

sun. 
Am I done? 
I feel the bees who only arrive for my pollen, 
Sucking me dry with lies and deceit. 
The bees who claim the benefit they give, 
Overcomes the destruction they have been causing. 
I am just a weed they say, 
A piece of the earth who will soon slink away. 
I grew to love those cloudy days while searching, 
Searching so hard for my sunshine to come back into 

my day. 
I grew through the cloudy days, 
feeling the legs of those bees deconstructing me. 
I began to feel my stem was growing weaker, 
Bending and becoming more flexible in the weather I 

faced. 
I did not expect my sunshine to slowly approach my 

inflorescence, 
But there you were brighter than ever my dear. 



47 

 

 

 

I felt revived by your glistening light, 
As my roots began to dig deeper into the soil. 
The purpose of my inflorescence facing outward and my 

stem being strong, 
Was brought to attention with your beams casting in my 

seeds. 
The rain isn’t so bad as it runs down my leaves, 
For I know your gleam will shine through soon enough. 
The bees do not interrupt my routine, 
I finally realize the duties we all hold on this cold earth. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE 
KACI ALDERSON 

“Will he watch me while I sleep?” 

My little sister was curled up in a ball on her pink princess bed, hugging her bruised 

knees tight to her chest. 

“No, Miranda. Santa is just going to come down the chimney, eat a few cookies, drop off 
the presents, and be on his way. He won’t watch you sleep,” I said back. 

Miranda’s eyes softened at my words, but her hands were still gripping her knees so 

firmly that her nails were digging scratches into her flesh. 

“You should be excited about Santa coming. He’s going to bring you presents!” I 
continued with. 

Miranda shook her head and I could tell she had ignored every word that I said. 

“I don’t understand how you can be scared of Santa. He’s a jolly old man.” 

The frustration grew on Miranda’s face. 

“But sissy, the song on the radio goes “He sees you when you’re sleeping.” Why would 

the song fib?” I took a deep breath at her innocence. I remembered being that age, so young 

and naïve to the world around me. I was glad my sister still had her childish nature in her and 
I envied her for having it. I watched her nails dig deeper and deeper into her skin. 

“Hey, stop that,” I said as I reached over to pry her hands off of her knees. She huffed 

at me and turned her back with her nails still buried deep. I paused and watched her scoot 
further away from me. 

“I’m gonna let you in on a secret. Come here,” I said to her. She sat motionless like she 

didn’t comprehend my words, so I motioned for her to come towards me. Miranda did not 

move a muscle. 
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“What if I told you this secret was about Santa?” 

She reluctantly released her grip from her knees which I could see were punctured and 
bleeding from her fingernails. Miranda shuffled across her bed but stopped dead in her tracks 

and stared at me with a look of contemplation. Her small hazel eyes darted back and forth 

with mine as if she was trying to figure out what I was thinking and what my intentions were. 
I leaned forward to whisper the secret to her, but she flinched at my advance. My eyes danced 

with hers and I could see the uneasiness settled in her body. Leaning back a little bit to give 
her space, I continued. 

“Songs on the radio lie all the time. Santa would never do anything to make you feel 
uncomfortable. He’s here to bring you presents and joy, not watch you sleep.” 

Miranda stayed stone-faced and I could tell she rejected what I said to her. Her hands 
drew her knees back into her chest. Her entire body language was confusing me. “What are 
you thinking, kiddo?” I asked. Silence ensued. Miranda looked nervous about something, but I 
didn’t understand why Santa made her nervous. 

“Can I tell you a secret, sissy?” Miranda blurted out. I jumped a little bit on the bed as I 
was caught off guard by her sudden remark. 

“Of course. You can tell me anything.” Miranda’s breath became shallow and her eyes fell 
to the covers on the bed. She took a deep breath and traced patterns on her blanket. 

“Never mind, Sissy, you will yell at me.” 

“Miranda, I’d never yell at you. Just tell me what you’re thinking.” 

Miranda gulped down the lump in her throat and I could see the nervousness fill 
her body. 

“I think Santa is a bad man.” 

“Why do you think that?” I asked back. She lowered her head to break eye contact with 

me and nervously fiddled her thumbs. I could tell she wanted to tell me something, but she 

didn’t know how to. I slowly placed my hand on her back and she jumped when my palm 
met her silk nightgown. Her whole body was tense, and it was at that moment that I knew. I 
released my hand from her back and her body slowly relaxed. We sat in silence and the only 
sound I could hear was her heavy breathing. 

Suddenly, Miranda got up from the bed and walked over to her stuffed bear. It was an 

old little thing that was missing a button eye and had stuffing falling out of it. The bear was a 

gift that she received her first Christmas, but she hadn’t used it since she was an infant. She 

picked up the bear and started playing with the stuffing that was coming out of its neck. 
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“Santa doesn’t make me happy. Santa makes me scared. I wish Santa would go away,” 
Miranda said to me. She took a long look at the bear and then dropped it to the floor. “Santa 

got me this bear so he can watch me when I sleep.” 

We sat in silence. Miranda made her way back to the bed and she wasted no time 
digging her nails back into her knees. My fingers were tapping the covers rapidly as the 

memories I had blocked long ago flooded back into my head. This was unfortunately the 

closest I’ve ever felt to someone in years. 

“Miranda, he won’t watch you when you sleep.” Her eyes welled up with tears at my words. 

“You don’t understand, Sissy.” The tears began to escape her eyes and she sniffled to try 

and cover up her weakness. I took a deep breath and continued tapping on the covers. 

“I remember my first Christmas with Santa.” 

Miranda’s head shot up at my words. I could see a glimmer of innocence shining in her 
hazel eyes. Miranda looked as if she was going to refute what I said yet again, but as she went 

to speak, I lifted my hand and silenced her. 

“I was afraid of Santa when I was younger too.”

 She sat up straight and leaned forward, completely focused on me and waiting for me 

to elaborate more. I took a deep breath and dug the memory of my first Christmas out of the 

dark part of my brain. 

“I was about your age when I first saw Santa. I was confused who he was at first, but 

I quickly learned. Santa used to seem so kind but I was afraid of him just like you were. I 
remember wanting to tell my friends and my teachers about Santa, but Santa said that I 
couldn’t tell anyone that I saw him. I didn’t know what to do, so I didn’t tell anyone.” 

Miranda stared at me with tears welling up in her eyes even more. She looked at me for 
confirmation and I extended my arms, bringing her into a hug. She didn’t flinch at my touch or 

tense up this time, but rather relaxed as my fingers ran through her hair. 

We sat like this for a while, just comforting each other before a loud bang from the front 

door rang out inside our house. Miranda’s head shot up from my shoulder, revealing the tear 

soaked sleeve of my shirt. The bang signaled that our dad had arrived home from work and 
Miranda knew this too. 
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“Tonight is Christmas Eve,” Miranda said to me. Terror filled her eyes and she started 

digging her nails into her skin again. The stomping of boots was the only sound that we were 
both focused on. 

“Sissy, he’s going to watch me when I sleep tonight.” 

I put my hand on her shoulder and looked deep into her hazel eyes. 

“I won’t let him watch you when you sleep.” 
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LIFEBLOOD 
MEGAN SIEGFRIED 

My toes act like roots 
and grow between red, 
cracked desert dirt. 
Everything is soft, 
warm, and willing. 

I spread my fingers, 
like my toes, outward 

to catch the hot light. 
With ease, my hands 

lift in prayer to the sky 
whose rainless blue 
is a gift. Here, the cactus 

roots are shallow, and 

the dusty floor is dark. 
But now the desert asks, 
what will I give back? 

My lungs rise and fall 
like the sun, but my heart 

is petrified stone. It knows 

the desert is alone. 
It will die, like me, like 

the people who take 
its life without thanks. 
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PEACH SCONE 

CHOREOGRAPHY & CINEMATOGRAPHY 

Haley Huntley 

DANCERS 

Austin Duclos, Jenna Swartz 

ANIMATION MUSIC 
Aubrey Dietzel Hobo Johnson 
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FLOATING 
COLLEEN KEANE 

“When you’re tripping’ on LSD you don’t have any sense of consequences, so that’s how 

I ended up smoking a J on top of a toboggan mount in the middle of August during single 

handedly the best golden hour this year,” the young man said to his mother who rolled her 

eyes back so often it looked like the beginning of a rinse cycle at the laundromat. He had been 
in and out of the psychiatric hospital for years after the passing of his Dad and had convinced 
his mother that these drugs were the cure, and maybe they were. 

“Dante, I will listen to your bizarre adventure tales, but I want you to know I don’t 

support the use of this” Mom heavily sighed, “but, I understand,” Disheveled, his mother sat 

down at the kitchen table with her son. 

His eyes seem to go rampant with reminiscence of that night. He had some experiences 
with hallucinogens before but never acid, so as he threw the blue gel tab on his wide tongue 

he felt the anxiety fizzle up in his chest. Pop. Pop. The gurgle sounds from his chest were a 

symphony. He watched as his friends, Lucy and Johnny, moved in every direction with their 

flapping tongues out proud to see the transformation. Saliva dripped down out of their 

mouths because of their obnoxious tongues that were  holding the tabs. Drip. Drip. Impatient, 
Lucy suggested to go on a bike ride to see if anything would happen or if the effects would set 
in. They rode around the neighborhood and wound back on the front yard- three bikes and 
three 20 year olds spread out laying on the blanket of grass. 

“Mom, one hour went by and I didn’t feel a single thing. I was starting to think I bought 

crap drugs, but then across the street from me I noticed this fuckin’ squirrel,” 

Dante, Lucy, and Johnnys’ eyes all met with the squirrel’s suspicious eyes. The 

animal had choreographed a zig zag dance specifically for these tripped-out young adults. 
Simultaneously, they bellowed with an amplified laughter. Tears streamed down Dante’s rose 
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cheeks as he tried to catch breath from the laughter. It was then he knew he was not in the 
driver of his emotions, he was in the passenger seat. Ring. Ring. Ring. Johnny’s phone- it is a 

mutual friend - Tanner. 

Dante didn’t trust Tanner. Tanner was a long hair, “bad boy” drug dealer who lacked 

basic empathy according to Dante. But he also had a gravitational magnitude to him which 
could make Dante feel either really amazing, or like the most unimportant person in the 

world. Tanner and Lucy had an on again off again flirtatious relationship, which made Dante 

steam up like a teapot. When John got off the phone with Tanner- all he said was that he 

was on his way and that he was going to take them somewhere. Always the mystery with 
Tanner. As they walked to his car, Dante noticed everything in such vivid detail. The drug 

had impacted his ability to see things with more awareness. He noticed simple things, like 

all of the bugs running on the ground below him, it seemed like thousands of them. Then he 

noticed that the bark on the trees began to morph and wave. It was setting in. 

Tanner drove 89 in a 45 to the hill with the wooden toboggan, which was filled with 

families and couples gathered to see the sunset sitting on blankets and swings. Lucy sat in 
the passenger seat while Tanner used her thigh as a soft drum set. Dante’s eyes were fixed on 

Tanner’s wandering hand, which made Dante’s heart beat faster than the speedometer. Once 

they arrived, Tanner began to climb the wooden toboggan lift to impress the teens, but Dante 

and the rest  followed behind and then sat on what visually looks like a steep wooden slide. 

“I looked up at the locked door at the top and it had a sign that said ‘no climbing’ which 
we all found to be pretty hilarious. If you didn’t want people to climb why would you put the 
sign at the top?” 

Dante starred out into the vast field in front of them that had trees far back where the 

grass met the horizon line. Behind the row of trees was a beautiful city skyline. He could 

see every twinkling light in all of the skyscrapers. He thought about the workers who were 
finishing up long days at the office at these far off buildings. It was the first time he saw the 

world as good and pure and beautiful in a long time. He thought his friends were beautiful, 
too. Lucy, her face golden from the sun, was smiling but she felt far from Dante. Johnny 

had a baseball cap covering his sleaky greased hair and his eyes were entranced by the 
kaleidoscope sunset. 

Tanner out of nowhere pulled out a baggie of bud and palm wrap and started rolling. 
Dante for a split second thought about how many people were around and how this probably 
wasn’t a good idea, but he felt like he was floating, so he didn’t care about the consequences. 
He also rationalized it because they were about forty feet above everyone else, so no one 

could smell anyways, he hoped. Dante, again looking at Lucy, noticed how platinum blonde 
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hair fell on her shoulders. Lucy lit the J and smoke made her eyes look even more piercing 

black. She was more addictive than the drugs coursing through Dante’s blood. She was 
psychedelic to him. 

“After the sunset, Tanner drove us all to our own homes and that was the end of the 

night. It was a good night, I think it helped me a lot, ” then just as quickly as the conversation 

began, it ended with Dante smiling at his mom and returning to his room. He knew the topic 

of drugs made his mom uncomfortable, especially ever since dad overdosed, but in some ways 

drugs made him feel close to his dad again.Dante wished he could have told his mom more, he 

wished he could tell his mom how angry he was that Lucy went home with Tanner. 

When Dante had gotten home that night the effects hadn’t worn off yet, they lasted 

up to 12 hours. What Dante wished he knew before was that after a trip, or during, it is very 

difficult to fall asleep as well. The recurring intrusive thought that haunted him was that he 

was left to sleep alone which left him not able to sleep at all. 5:00am hit and he finally was able 

to cry himself asleep. He fell asleep wishing that Lucy was there to comfort him, and wishing 

that his Dad was doing the same for his mom. 
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THE FOG 
ELIJAH GOE 

A valley stained with nature’s grace, 
An emerald ground bounding out like a sea, 
Holding tight to evergreen trees and an even 
Deeper lake. Golden beams drop with ease 
On every inch of this serene surface. 
But the valley trembles underneath. 

The mountain tops spot the first drops. 
Dark specks float over the chiseled edge, 
A fog creeps into the sheet of cyan sky 
And sinks into the valley’s evergreen teeth. 
A toxin follows closely behind. 

In time the sea is a hive of sickly 
Things and the beaming color of the evergreen 
Trees is sought, but never found. The lake’s 

Body of deep beauty and curiosity is choked 
By the corroding clouds of this floating monstrosity– 

One that lingers with its withered fingers gripped deep. 

In time it decides to let go as exhaustion 
grows, and it seeps back between the jagged 

peaks to home. And though its wounds will never 
Show and its surviving children will patch 
Every hole the valley trembles to its end, 
For it knows the fog will come again. 
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DUVET 
GENEVIEVE BURGESS 

Tuckered and drowsy she slips 

deep into the belly of the white 

duvet. It doesn’t belong to her 

but to the one who crawls in after her. 

She’s burrowed her worries 

until they’ve become hidden deep among 

grey cotton sheets and pillow cases. 

The orange rays reflect dazzlingly 

against the white fabric like sunshine does 

against puffy cumulus clouds 

during July summer days. 

Bare feet, no pants, woven hands, 

and tired minds mingle together. 

You can just perfectly cover two people 

with a white twin cover and forget 

about anything for maybe an hour. 
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IS ANYBODY OUT THERE? 

CHOREOGRAPHY CINEMATOGRAPHY 

Grace Sinke Mackenzie Willbanks 

DANCERS 

Emma Devore, Katie Lowell, Mckenna Hoek, Grace Sinke 

VIDEO EDITING MUSIC 
Grace Sinke Carry You by Ruelle (ft. Fleurie) 
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570 CHURCH STREET 
EMMA COPPOLO 

As it stood, it was not only a house but an heirloom in the making, a crest. It was not a house 

of excess or extravagance, but it was perfect for the two that would call it home. Their jour-
ney was just beginning, the one that generations would come to know as their history, their 

roots. In 1955, the house was completed: the bright red roof, the exposed concrete between 

bricks, the lamp that would one day flicker as a beacon for bedtime.  The knotty pine left its 

farm-side view for that of four walls; it snaked its way through the living room, down the hall, 
under the bed, in the closet, and anywhere else the eye might dare to search for it. The struc-
ture itself seemed to become the tree that warped around it. The house became its new roots 
and, as this tree’s growth came to an end, a new one gained life. The multiplication of inhab-
itants occurred steadily year by year; two became three then four until eight beings of pure 
magic lived inside of this brick palace. Outside, the well to worlds unknown glistened with an 

air of possibility, the top of the reaching pines seemed infinite from below. Each pebble, stick, 
and dandelion had the ability to be anything one could dream of. 

As time went on, they became less magical to those that once held them dear. Slowly, steadily, 
the inhabitants left until only its reliable two remained in its heart. This, like everything, 
came to pass as the six thought to have abandoned the tree returned with their own little 
treasures. Years went by, and more treasures arrived one after the other. The lazy hills were 

perfect for somersaults, the wagons held more than they comfortably seated. Knees were 

bruised, tears were shed, heads were thrown back in laughter. The tree undeniably changed; 
throughout it all, though, it remained constant and beloved. These new visitors became 

twenty altogether, and they, too, left like those before. They began their own journeys, finding 

their own trees and treasures along the way. Eventually, the two constants became one. But 

this one was possibly the most important of all, and her love and devotion to the tree ensured 

its safety. 
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I am unsure of the last time I visited the tree; I sometimes avoid it as my ignorance preserves 
those little fractures of magic and makes their existence seem more golden. There are new 
treasures there now; they peer into my well, they climb my trees, they roll down my hills. 
They sit where I ate my birthday cakes and cinnamon rolls that were sworn to be devoid of 
raisins but never really were. I understand that for magic to be perpetuated it must be shared; 
it will lose its glow if its hoarded and dissected. I hope that tree still hugs its walls every night 
and the corners of the bed sheets are tucked just so. It would be a shame for such a beautiful 
kingdom to lose its magic without making a few more stories. 
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IT’S NOT ADHD 
SKYLER SPECIALE 

I’m not that loud 

Exclaims the soft voice in my head.

 I ’m not that loud, 

My friends think I am a storm cloud 

And wish my noisy words unsaid. 

My thoughts want me to speak! Reset,

 I’m not that loud.

     I wish to be 

Quiet. My lips sealed with patches.

     I wish to be 

Clear. My mind is foggy, please leave. 

I’m attaching while detaching 

And grasping the normality

     I wish to be. 
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SLEEPLESS NIGHTS AND HALLUNCINATIONS 

VICTORIA RIINA 

Painting 
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YELLOW 
GENEVIEVE BURGESS 

It almost didn’t feel real when I found out that someone the same age as I died. In 
highschool we’re told over and over again that we have our entire lives to plan our futures. 
But if we don’t have a future, why would we even plan in the first place? I’m so young, I’ll have 

years to know what I want. Then I turn twenty, am kicked out of the house, and am expected 

to support myself on a quarter the value of what my parents made when they were my age. No 
way in hell could I support myself on 40 hours a week with a minimum wage job. I’d starve or 
end up sleeping under the stars (and not in the fun romantic way). 

When someone dies, and not from the lack of support, it makes me think about my 

future. Am I living as truthfully to myself as I can? Or am I just living to see what happens 
when I wake up tomorrow? 

The alarm blared throughout the stale morning air. It was still cold in early april in the 
north east. The daffodils usually pushed themselves from the thawing ground and through 
the slushy snow each year, only to be covered in another blanket of ice the next week. When 

would the skies finally let up and give the north east a break? It was unknown to everyone 

except maybe god. 

I pressed the snooze button on my phone and crawled back into the blankets. It wasn’t 

an important enough day to wake up to the first alarm. Once I had woken up, dressed myself, 
and prepared everything I needed; I jumped into the car and drove to the theater for my shift. 

“Good morning.” I said clicking the mouse on the computer multiple times to watch the 

screen slowly boot up. I dropped my bag of belongings near my feet to get it out of my way, 
shuffling it under the counter so that no one would step on it. 

“You realize it’s eleven am right? It’s almost afternoon time.” Shannon said. She sat at 
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the counter, balanced awkwardly on the tiny stools the theater provided for us workers. The 

owners of the theater figured if they gave us uncomfortable seating we wouldn’t want to use 

it as often and would be more productive. Instead of that though, we’d have competitions to 

see how weirdly we could sit on the stools; Justin would always win. He was just awkward 

himself in his body, with his lanky arms and short torso. Even when standing he looked 

uncomfortable. 

“I’m well aware.” it drawled out of my mouth with sarcasm. “But when you don’t have to 

be at work until 11am, you can make your own hours.” 

That made Shannon smile. 

No one told me about closure, or how to achieve it. People have memorials, funerals, and 

burials to accept the fact that someone is dead; or to celebrate the existence of their life. But 
if someone only lives to be 20 something, then there’s not much to celebrate in the first place. 

It’s even harder to find closure when you’re 15 hours away in another state. God doesn’t 

like to give a heads up when someones about to die. Instead of God, you get a snapchat from 

a coworker telling you that Shannon’s been in the ICU for the past two weeks and died that 
morning. 

“Hey Shannon, can you help me carry this to the dumpster?” I asked as I dragged an 

overstuffed garbage bag towards the concession stand. I tossed it into one of the trash bins 
on wheels and started tying up another bag to carry out. 

“Sure.” She jumped off one of the stools and shoved her phone into her pant pockets. 

It was nearing the end of the shift, the last movies were nearing the end of their 

showings and it was our job to start cleaning up any theaters that were free. I was still getting 
used to the job, but the last few weeks hadn’t been too bad. Plus, free movie tickets came in 

clutch when you were new in town and didn’t know that many people yet. 

“How do you like it here so far?” Shannon asked as we exited the theater through the 

back doors. A street lamp shown on the dumpster ahead of us. 

“It’s alright, I’m still trying to figure things out; but otherwise, I can’t complain.” It was 

the truth. Life in Massachusetts had been worse, enough that I moved 5 hours north to escape 

it. That was months ago though and now I had a scrappy apartment with loose furnishings 
and a stable-ish job. Things felt better now. 
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“That’s fair. Let me know if you need any help with anything around here. I’ve lived here 
my whole life so, I know everything.” Most people would say something like that just to say it 

and seem nice. But coming from Shannon it felt sincere and honest. 

“Thank you.” I smiled. We reached the dumpsters and laughed as we both tried to toss 

the bags from as far back as possible. We only had one casualty, where the bag caught the 

edge of the dumpster and ripped open, spilling half full soda cups and stale popcorn. 

The worst part about knowing someone who dies is seeing how everyone else deals with 
it. For some people it’s comforting to know that another person is going through the same 
pain, for others it’s embarrassing. Some people get angry, because there’s no way anyone else 

can be feeling as awful as it feels to exist as them. 

It’s uncomfortable seeing all the facebook posts from people that you didn’t even 
realize knew them. Or seeing comments about how they’re praying for the family and wishing 

them well. Seeing all the posts and the memorial images makes it hard to validate your own 
feelings, if all these people are hurt by this what gives you the right to be sad. 

Being 15 hours away makes it harder. Was I just supposed to grieve by myself as others 
grieved with each other? Sometimes people called to see how I was doing, but saying I’m fine 

gets tiring after a while and nobody wants to sit on the other side of a silent call. 

“What’s your favorite color?” I asked Shannon as we sat behind the concession stand. It 

was a lull in between movies. 

“Yellow.” She answered. 

“Like popcorn?” I threw a stray kernel her way as I responded. 

Shannon laughed and threw a piece back towards me, it lacked the weight to reach me 

and fell a foot away. “No, dummy. Like the sun and shit.” 

I raised an eyebrow at her. “And shit?” 

“Like... sunflowers and sunshine, I guess. But also like...” She took a breath, “I don’t 

know... it’s a happy color. It makes me feel warm.” 

“That makes sense.” I scratched at the greasy counter. The concession stand always felt 

like butter. No matter how many times you took the bosses special vinegar cleaning mix to 
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the counters and the popcorn scoops, the greasy residue stayed. 

“I like the color green.” I interrupted our short silence. 

I took a quick glance at Shannon, she was smiling at me. “And how does that color make 

you feel?” She said as if she was pretending to be my therapist and was psychoanalysing me. 

“Like I’m free.” 

I watched Shannon’s memorial service through Facebook live. I was sitting in my rented 
room, the service playing through my phone. I almost wish I could’ve reached into it and tap 

Shannon awake as if she was just laying there in a coffin. I was waiting for the moment when 

I would wake up from the dream, or for the phone call where one of our coworkers tells me it 

was an elaborate sick prank they were all playing on me. 

That moment never came, no matter how hard I tried to manifest it. 

Shannon made me feel like I could talk about anything and not be judged, no matter the 

subject. She always listened and made me feel like I mattered for the first time in my life. She 

would joke around, but it never felt mean or hurtful. 

Even after a few months and I left the job and moved town, I felt like I could rely on her. 
Like she would always be sitting there on the stool behind the concession stand, ready to dish 

out the words I needed to hear at that moment. 

She was the first person who made me feel understood, and to receive that at such a 

young age I was grateful. Every part of me in that moment-sitting there on my bed, watching 

the service through my screen-hoped that she felt at least a little bit of what she gave me. But 
with every second the facebook live went on, with every comment saying “RIP Shannon 2020,” 
and with every red bouquet placed around her coffin... I wasn’t so sure. 
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HIGHWAY TO THE SUN 
TARYN BAXTER 

They tried to find light 

at 4 am 
with the weight of the morning 
like bricks on their eyelids. 
Coffee and strawberries and granola. 
Still in plaid boxer shorts 
venturing out at daybreak. 
The road serpentines 
to a closed gate, 
the park ranger isn’t awake yet. 
Rerouting... 
The mountains are a deep blue, 
layers of jagged rock 
etched into the orange horizon. 
The darkness is broken by 
the stream of light through the needles 
within the canopy of evergreens. 
In the valley wedged between foothills 
a fawn stalks an orange butterfly, 
and wildflowers lap up the new morning, 
their petals glancing at the pink aurora 
hanging overhead. 
And the friends sit at the top 
of the ski mountain in July, 
watching the sunrise together 
for the last time. 
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SUNDAY MORNING 

MEGHAN SANDS 

Photography 
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TIRESIAS 
ASHLEY CARR 

That curiosity is fierce, 
To close my eyes to see. 
So go ahead and scratch it, 
See what comes from the debris. 
If all I see is rubble, 
Am I the real cause of the trouble? 
Let this torment be a blessing, 
Crumble all I used to be. 
If I can’t trust me, no one can. 
I’m not my eyes, 
So here’s the plan: 
Gouge them deep, 
Mix tears with blood, 
Chase what will set me free. 
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DOWNTOWN 

MADISON BELLI 

Photography 
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BEARTOOTH LAKE 
MEGAN SIEGFRIED 

I left home to go fishing 

beneath a butte in Yellowstone. 

The water was calm and blue 
and green too because the sky 
and the grass were fighting 

for a place in the reflection. 

I’d cast out and turn to watch 
the flowers dance along 

the hillside while my spinner 
raced back to the rod. 

A quick tug pulled my eye 
from butterfly covered grasses 

back to the water, stirred up 

by the trout at the end of my line. 

The glassy surface shattered 
when I pulled my orange-throated 
friend out into the air. We kept 
the introductions brief so he 
could go back to breathing easy. 

On the other side of the lake, 
a dark shadow stood on hind legs 
to congratulate me. We held 
still, watching the ripples fade. 
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After a moment, she dropped 

down to meet her cubs. Jumping, 
they pleaded for her attention, 
but she still looked to me. It was 
a respectful warning. Go home. 

I watched the wildflowers flutter 

on the long walk back to the car, 
and every time I blinked, I felt sorry. 
I didn’t belong by the lake, 
but home now felt so far away. 
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ALONE TOGETHER 

CHOREOGRAPHY ARTWORK 

Margaret Vivian Ashleigh Merry, Julia Libbey 

DANCERS 

Mia Burns, Rose Kelly 

TO ENJOY THE FULL SHOW, VISIT MERCYHURST.EDU/LUMEN 

https://MERCYHURST.EDU/LUMEN



	lumen-frontcover
	LumenFirstHalf_FinalDigital
	LumenSecondHalf_FinalDigital
	lumen-backcover



