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Death
Thomas Cheng
The soft snow touches
My cold, frozen, soul.
The tears have long past,
The bright days of glory
Are no longer.
My once proud and lively eyes
are no longer,
For a milky white blanket
covers them in the eternal pitch black night.
Now in a wooden cage,
I rest for till the end of time.
The birds don’t sing and the children don’t
cheer,
Silent my eternal tomb is.
Down into the
To unite with
To dance with
In a ballroom

Earth I go,
my loved ones
them once again
in the sky.

But until then,
The soft snow touches
my cold, frozen soul.

1.

She Doesn’t Come By Too Often
Tahira Khan

She doesn't come by too often
At 5 we shared a room
Spent every minute of every day together
Frolicking under the glimmering sun
Chuckling and conversing
While we weaved a doll’s synthetic hair
Over and under, over and under
Oblivious to the world’s troubles
At 8 she moved across the street
But every afternoon
There she was, on my front porch
Beaming brightly
Even though the sunlight was ever so slightly dimmed
And we rode our bikes till dusk
At 11 she moved a few blocks away
She visited less often now
On weekends we’d observe a film
Neither one of us too attentive
Still, from time to time, my child-like soul would let
out a giggle
At 14 she packed her bags and moved to another city
To enlighten other 14 year olds
Now our encounters were limited to holidays
Once a year, accompanied by trivial presents
And we’d exchange pleasantries
But, in between the scarce hellos and goodbyes
We found ourselves adrift
At 17 she tragically passed away
Mourning didn't feel appropriate
For she was forgotten long before
And yet, my heart longs for her
But now happiness doesn't come by at all.

2.

Technicolor
Suha Hussain

Everything was blue. The pills. The phone. The mirror. The walls. Easy moments
accompanied by a minor muscular attenuation were painted like the morning sky on a
picturesque beach in the summer. Fake and unrelatable. As soothing as the last breaths of
air before you black out. The knowledge of future pain palpable, hung like a shawl
around my shoulders. Slight pink appeared from time to time, but disappeared in
frequency as more time passed. I viewed each speck of pink with suspicion and fear,
driving them away with the coldness of my heart. Then, would come the darkness, a navy
blue becoming pitch black. As black as the handle of my knife, more real than my
coherent thoughts. The wind blew at me from all directions at first, but ultimately pushed
me toward the deep abyss. I jumped. I don’t know where I am now. I couldn’t see color
anymore. Until her.
For a time, I would have described her as a bright light in a dark abyss, but I think
she’s more. She’s vibrant, blue and pink and purple and red. So much red. She has taken
the constancy of white light, the dullness, and changed it into an ever fascinating
kaleidoscope that I cannot stop observing. She is dawn, the sun rising up above, freeing
us from darkness only ameliorated by lone stars that are never as frequent as I preferred.
The promise of a new day that brings entirely new pleasures and pains, each on a
different point on the color spectrum. I examined my grey backpack and the beige of my
sweater and glanced at her. I left the room afterwards. I am not on her spectrum.
Stainless steel will never be as beautiful as the painting she has made for me. Nothing
and no one in the entire universe with all of its intricacies and complexities enraptured
yet alluded me more. Tears. They were clear, which only reminded me of her more.
I want to know who she is. This center of color in my life. I might finally have the
chance.
I was running through a forest in my dreams and she was floating around me, small
like a personal fairy. I chased after her, through trees, lakes, swamps, and bushes until I
arrived at a sprawling metropolis, not just any, but the one I grew up in. Hours of my time
were spent. There was the orange of the seats on the A train, the purple of the college
logo I only saw a couple of times as a child, and the red of the header for Strand, the place
I would beg to go to on my few trips outside.
I thought I had lost her and was scared until I realized it.
I can see color now.
It was me all along.
Only me.

“AI” Joseph
Chen
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Million Regrets
Aarav Bhasin

The dazzling, pearly white rose blessed my eyes with her presence,
As her prickly, thorny exterior gave way to reveal beauty unparalleled.
Her warm, comforting gaze granted clairvoyance to my lost soul,
As she reached out with her hand for me to grasp.
And yet, my foolish mind was hesitant to return the notion,
And the dazzling, pearly white rose drifted away till she was nothing but a memory.
The wise, tender mother soothed my confusion,
as she made all of my troubles disappear and took them on as her own.
Her soft, yet warm-hearted words flowed like a river,
and like a fire in the night sky, she granted me guidance.
But her never-ending love was unreciprocated till the very end,
as her own son shrugged her away and discarded her in search of a home he had in front of
him.
And the wise, tender mother drifted away till she was nothing but a memory.
The fierce, trustworthy, and loyal blade would forever stay by my side,
Fighting and caring for me as though I was one of his own.
His sharp tongue and unparalleled wits never failed to lift my spirits,
And his selflessness seemed to have no boundaries,
as he would gladly lay his own life down for my own.
Yet, his friendship was one-sided, as his greatest ally and seemingly true friend discarded him for
kinship he had all along,
And the fierce, trustworthy, and loyal blade drifted away till he was nothing but a memory.
And now, the frail, lonely vagabond searched desperately for a life that he failed to acknowledge,
with his journey coming to a close.
His depleted, fragile body could not long anymore, as he resigned to a fate that was his own
tragedy.
He shrugged away the existence he was in search of, and it passed like a fleeting shadow.
And yet, as my aged, decrepit mind chose to linger on these opportunities I failed to grasp during
my lifetime,
The pearly white rose, wise tender mother and the fierce, trustworthy and loyal blade seems to
teach me now, at the end of my lifetime, of my missteps in life.
And now, the frail lonely vagabond rests his mind and soul, as his past mistakes drift away until
they are nothing but a memory.
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Oblivious
Yashaswi Manneru
Words fling from one side to the other
Belligerent as they can be
Oblivious to the purlieu around them
Naive to what their loved ones believe:
That even as hate is sprung,
there is still a sliver of love
hidden deep at the bottom of the abyss waiting to
emerge.
Fire is burning at the climax
Nothing but pure hatred is glistening in their eyes
Still unaware of who’s listening
Ignorant to whose innocence they shall shield first
Yet their perpetual altercation becomes isolated and
Where only two exist, they slip into a black hole
still bleeding of disdain
Then like a gunshot
It ends
Storming away as if nothing had transpired
Heedless of the two pair of eyes and ears
Still watching, still listening
Still clinging on to any last bit of hope that may be
left.
5.

Broken Pieces Can
Be Rebuilt

Jason Zong
After being left behind, a great
sadness can be felt.
It is hard the feeling that is dealt.
You may feel broken like a
shattered vase.
People come and go.
You cannot control whether they
should stay or should they go.
Broken pieces can be rebuilt.
You’ll find someone that can fix
what's wrong.
Just remember broken pieces can
be rebuilt.
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Drowning
Daniel German

Stranded
In a barren land
Vibrant and hopeful
I refuse to drown
In the sorrows of this world

7.

The Statue
Tamar Picker
In the overgrown garden, overﬂowing with weeds,
I stand alone amongst brambly trees.
My steely-eyed sculptor, with scorpions bedecked,
Pulls away ivy that clings to my neck.
She pulls hammer and chisel, and a bust of Pallas,
From an overused satchel embroidered with lattice.
She seems to see a goddess to be made from my face,
Though I doubt one would linger in this wicked place.
She takes silence as a “yes” and starts hacking away,
As if my stone body were as soft as clay.
She details minutiae with her rusty utensils,
As if she were drawing me out with a pencil.
After what seems like days she lets out a sigh,
Stands back to admire her newest brain-child.
The snakes on her head whisper tributes in her ear.
“Aren’t you glad the poor soul wandered here?”
Even if I could change out of this dismal state,
I’m afraid my whole body would be of foreign
shape.
To change my appearance, to make me her own,
That gorgon had to ﬁrst turn my body to stone.
8.

Prosthesis

Tiffany Pasaoa
The legend behind the red string of fate always fascinated Reina Sullivan, a
compassionate high-school girl. She wondered what kind of person she could
be connected to and how she would meet them. Just the very idea that she had
someone she was destined to meet seemed romantic.
Yes, there were judgments. People called it wishful thinking. Relatives
called her too idealistic. However, they didn’t bring her down. She knew that
someday, she’ll meet someone who she is destined to meet with. And she did. It
was after her daily track practice. Practice ended early due to the storm that
started earlier than expected. Now, Reina had to walk back home soaked. She
was running all the way home when she was stopped by someone.
It was a guy of tall stature. He was out of breath as if he was running after
her. Perhaps, he needed directions. It was what he said next that cemented
that feeling Reina had. The boy had offered to share his umbrella with her. It
may seem like a normal gesture of kindness to him, but to her, it was a sign of
destiny. She wanted to know more about him. She wanted to be part of his life.
As time passes, she and the boy started to get to know each other and
started dating. The couple had no problems or major fights until a few months
after they started dating. Even though Reina and her new boyfriend were good
for each other, Reina was too heavily reliant on the boy and he noticed this.
Wanting for her to grow as an independent person, he decided to break up
with Reina. Once he did, he felt bad since Reina dressed up and he offered to
bring her home. She accepted dejectedly.
He drove with only the sound of her tears filling up the car. He waited until
he stops at a red light to get the tissues from the backseat. Offering her a
tissue, he told her it was for the best. Once the signal turned green, he started
to drive the car when they had a head-on collision with another car. Reina felt
pain. She felt something dripping onto her. It was blood, but whether it was her
own or her ex-boyfriend’s, she would never know. Before she had passed out,
she heard the boy she has grown to love weakly say, “Please...stay...alive…”
It was a few days after the accident. Luckily, Reina survived, but sometimes
she wished she hadn’t. The boy she loved is gone from her life forever. But, she
felt that if he had not covered her too, he would still have been alive. To top it
all off, she had lost her left leg and now needed a prosthetic.
To her, she hated that she needed a prosthetic leg. She believed that
having a prosthetic limb prevented her from doing the thing she loves the most:
running track and field. She knew that a prosthetic limb was hard to control
and it could potentially take months to get it under control. She was dreading
the day where she has to start using the prosthetic leg.
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- “Reflections” Kathy Wang
Six months later, she was now undergoing physical therapy to get used to
the new limb. Even though Reina may not still be over her boyfriend, she now
understood why he wanted to break up. In those six months, she contemplated
her past and realized that she would revolve everything around her boyfriend.
She would base her opinions and decisions on what her boyfriend likes.
After a few months of her physical therapy, she is finally adapting to her
new limb. She learned that having a prosthetic limb shouldn’t stop her from
enjoying life. In fact, her track and field coach told her that she still has a spot
on the team. Knowing that, it gave her the motivation to work harder on gaining
the control she needs.
Even though she and her boyfriend will never end up together, Reina still
felt that the two of them were still fated to meet. He not only brought her to
experience many new, amazing things as strangers, friends, and significant
others, but helped better her as a person even in death. And for that, Reina
Sullivan had one last thing to say.

“Thank you, Keith Osborne.”

10.

Transformation
Liyu Chen
She flies through the air amidst the light, autumn wind.
She feels her feet swiftly ascend above the town she once
belonged to,
As the sun emits light upon her struggles.
Her complexion softens.
The momentum catches her mid-air, and she glides.
The trees are healthy and robust where she lacks.
The leaves, an intense shade of green.
The birds, happily chirping away at their lives.
The branches, strong and robust as brightness radiates through.
For life is golden.
Suddenly, she drops.
Her world plummets.
She submerges beneath the leaves,
Away from the radiance,
Towards the land of disappointment.
She gasps, desperate to stay afloat.
She flails her body, and reaches out towards the tree branches,
Attempting to cling on before falling—and misses.
A single leaf slips through her fingertips, and she is helpless once
more.
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- “Sleeping Among The Stars” TIna Wang

Lorem Ipsum Dolor
Hui Shi
Something made me incredibly ill, but I don’t know why. I don’t know how. I don’t know
why I’m like this. I don’t know. Don’t know!
At one point, I seriously thought I had cancer. This is ridiculous, but I sometimes wish I do
have some sort of incurable illness that will quickly end this misery. I don’t deserve to be here. I
don’t deserve to be in this family. I don’t deserve to be in this world. I’m just a waste of energy,
space, and matter. I’m the epitome of failure. I want to disappear, to erase all my existence. I
want the floor to swallow me and suck me in like a black hole into the dark void of space. Gee,
now I sound like some cringy emo kid.
Why am I crying? Why the hell am I crying for no reason? For goodness sake, stop being a
crybaby! Why do you always cry? Man up, don’t be a sissy boy. I hated when tears threaten to
spill over my cheeks. I hated when snot and mucus-clogged my nostrils. I hated the tightening
sensation that grips my throat and the lump that cuts my oxygen supply. I hated that fact that I
wanted to scream and yell. I hated the desire to cause a commotion and release my own burden
to others. But, I'm pathetic enough, I don’t need to bother anyone.
Slowly, my eyelids grew heavy and my body weighed like a ton. I released my conscious
and thoughts, let them drift away, and submerge into the feeling of falling into a bottomless pit
with nothing to grab onto. No matter how much you clawed at the walls of the pit, you kept
spiraling, tumbling, twisting, swirling, and sinking mercilessly into nothingness. The feeling of
the darkness engulﬁng you, chewing you up, savoring every last bit of you until you’re one with
the black void of space. You’ll give up ﬁghting eventually. You let everything happen to you. All
you’re motivation, energy, enthusiasm all robbed away. Leaving you cold, naked, exposed, and
vulnerable. Making you a disposable empty shell. No, not an empty shell, but a speck of dust
that couldn’t control the course of its path.
My eyes slowly opened and met the whitewashed ceiling. I turned to look at the clock. 6:37.
Urgh, school. I sighed and rolled out the bed and walked to the door. Wait. Something didn’t
feel right.
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I turned back and saw a body in my bed. Who is this intruder? Who is- wait, that's me!
But, I'm supposed to be standing by the door. What the hell is going on? Who am I? Is that
body really me? I don't have a twin, do I?
I looked down at my hands and feet. They were perfectly visible. I can even feel the
ﬁngernails digging into my palm.
What the heck is going on? I crept closer to the body. It's a split image of me. He has the
same mole on the right cheek and same exact pimple on the forehead. I reached in to touch the
arm of that body, and it sank in! My ﬁngers freaking went through the arm! I snatched my
ﬁngers up and inspect them again. Am I a ghost? Did I die? When did I die? Is this what
happened after people died?
Then, I heard the faint sound of the doorknob turning. I quickly swirled around and met
the mischievous face that popped out from behind the door. No, not him. Not Jacob, my little
rascal brother. I leaped in front of him with arms wide open to stop him from entering, but he
charged past me and pounced on my corpse.
“Jay Jay, it is morning. Wake up sleepy piggy! If you don't wake up, I will tell mommy!” my
brother yelled. But my body remained like a ragged doll. Jacob kept bouncing on my bed, but
my mortal remains, of course, didn’t respond. “That’s it sleepy piggy, I’m telling mommy on
you.”
“No, no, no, no, NO! Please, don't bring mother in.” I yelled, reaching for the brat. That
rascal never listened to me and ran off.
No! No! Mom, don’t enter! Mom! I attempt Mother ignored me and charged into my
bedroom with Jacob snickering and trailing behind her.
“Jayden, time for school. Get up now!” she yelled and flung my blanket to the floor. No
movement.
She whacked the corpse’s head. Nothing happened.
She bent down and placed her hand in front of my nose. She froze and her eyes wide like a
saucer. Her hands then roamed around my neck to search for any assuring throbbing.
Crap.
Mother froze with her ﬁngers still pressed against my neck, anxiously waiting for a pulse
to occur. Finally, she gave up and collapse on the floor in a trembling, disheveled heap. Her face
was red and contorted with pain and sorrow. Tears cascaded down like a rainstorm, drenching
her shirt and made puddles on the wooden floor. She grabbed my arm, shaking it as it could
possibly bring me back to life. Shaking as if her life depends on it. Her raw and bloodcurdling
wails surpassed those of a banshee.
“No, this can’t be happening. No, no!” mother shook her head in denial, “Please wake up
darling. You can’t leave me like that. Who is going to help support the family when you’re gone?
What am I supposed to do when you’re gone? Please, don't leave me. Everything is my fault. I
didn't mean to yell at you. Please come back!”
Why mother, why? Why do you have to say these words? Just forget about me.
“Jay Jay, what about me? Who is going to help me with my homework and play with me?
Why did you lie? You liar. Why did you lie? Please don't leave me, too!”
I wanted to wake up. I wanted to go to my own body and wake up. Wake up and say
everything is just a joke. Wake up to prove that I’m not dead, that I love them no matter what. I
want to hug my mother and dry up her tears. I want to ruffle my brother’s hair and pinch his
chubby cheeks. But, I couldn’t do so in this state. I want to go back.
There I go again, I know nothing but to cry. What a pathetic sissy. I’m too ashamed to see
my family again. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for ruining mother’s and Jacob’s life. I’m sorry for being an
incompetent son. I’m sorry about my existence. I’m sorry for everything. I curled up with my
knees tucked under my chin and buried my tear stained face in my arms.
I ﬁnally looked up, the room was different. It was poorly lit and the dark corners provide
the perfect dwelling place for all the monsters. Their bloody crimson eyes glaring as if it could
bore holes in your soul.
“You could never escape from this room,” a low and husky voice whispered, “This is where
you belong.”
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“Stay with us longer. This is the only place you’ll be needed.” more of the monsters
whispered, “This is the place you’ll be safe.”
I was drunk with these intoxicating words. I wanted to believe that I belong to this place. I
wanted to believe that I’m important. So, I took in the words and fell for their bait. Those
hideous creatures crawled toward me and stared at me like prey. Their smoldering eyes held so
much hatred and hunger. They surrounded me with their pitch-black body tensed and alert.
“Jayden, you can’t stay here forever,” a bright, tinkling voice called out, “Don’t listen to these
monsters. This is not the place you should be.”
“Who are you? What do you want!” I panicked, looking around frantically, eyes searching
every inch of the room. Could it be one of the monsters? I can see their eyes narrowed to a slit,
their giant vampirish fangs bared, and their growl rumbled the room. Who does this voice
belong to? What is happening? Who are you? Get out!
A blue morpho butterfly fluttered in front of me, “You must get rid of the monsters, they’re
ready to pounce on you and make you one of them.” the fragile creature urged, “I’m here to help
you get out from this room.”
“I’m ﬁne where I am. I don’t need help. Go away.”
“Come on, don’t be rude. You’re trapped in this room and everything in this room is all in
your head. These are the monsters living inside your head. You can overpower these creatures.”
“Who are you to tell me what to do. You are just a fragile creature. You could do nothing to
help. Nothing is going to work. Just fly away and don’t bother me anymore! Get out! Leave!”
“Jayden, listen to me! You don’t belong here with the monsters. What about your family?
That is where you belong.”
“Stop it! There is no use. Just leave me alone, please. Let me suffer alone. I’m don’t want to
drag you into this mess.” You freak, why do you have to cry again? Stop crying for goodness
sake! You can’t be vulnerable in front of others.
“Jayden, you need to get out of here. Your mother and brother need you. Have you
forgotten what happened earlier?”
How many times do I have to tell you that I don’t need you here, you thick-skull brainless
fool? Just get out of my sight already!” I snarled and swatted the butterfly away. I froze and
realized what I had spewed out. I slapped my hands over my mouth. Oh dear, what have I done?
The butterfly back away trembling at my sudden outburst. Crap, have I become one of these
monsters? “I… I, um… I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to-”
“It’s okay. Most importantly, your family is waiting for you. They needed you to be their
backbone. Your family is where you belong and is where you are needed. Have you forgotten
what you said in your room? You must be alive for your family. You can’t just give up!”
I slowly nodded and scanned the room for any possible exits and my eyes landed on the
thin thread of light from the gap of the slightly ajar door. I took a deep breath and bolted for the
door. I pushed forward the balls of my feet and pumping my elbows forward and backward.
Swoosh! One of the creatures sprang and tackled me with coiled energy. Its thorn-like
claws dug into my chest and its black razor-sharp canines just inches away from my face. The
thunderous roar shook the room and sent forceful vibrations to my eardrum. I felt its hot
revolting breath on my cheeks and its sticky saliva dripped to my neck. This bulky beast pinned
me to the icy floor and crushed my ribs, made it hard for me to breathe. My heart hammered
against my rib cage as fast as the wings of a hummingbird. The thundering pounding ﬁlled my
head and my body throbbed along with it. I clawed and scratched the beast, ripping patches of
fur from its chest. I sank my teeth into its mighty forelimbs, tasting the disgusting black liquid
oozing out from the puncture. The monster went berserk and swept a paw up, ready to shred me
to pieces. I froze. I shut my eyes as the sharp point of the claw lunged toward my face.
This is it. I’m really going to die in this prison that I’ve built up for myself.
“Open your eyes! Run! Run to the exit!” the butterfly yelled as it flew straight into the face
of the beast. The claw reached up to swat the butterfly away.
“No!!!” I hollered at the top of my lungs, “Don’t you dare die on me!”
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I shoved the distracted beast off my body with an unpredictable strength, and quickly
dashed toward the door with my tiny buddy, thank goodness, safely behind me. Just an inch
away from the door, something slimy gripped my ankle. My all my limbs were tired and sore. I
began to wonder, when will this ﬁghting end?
“Don’t give up! We’re almost there! Jayden keeps going!” the bright, tinkling voice
encouraged.
I stretched out my arms and gripped the edge of the wooden door panel. I jerked it open
with my last strength before I was dragged into the creature’s mouth. All the creature
screeched like a nail against a chalkboard. They scurried to the very end of the corner, away
from the light escaped from outside of the door.
“Don’t leave us! It’s a dangerous world out there.” one creature begged.
“We only want you to stay and be one of us. We’re the ones that could truly understand
you.” another monster added on.
“I don’t want to be with you guys anymore,” I hollered, “can you please go away?”
“You can’t just run away from us. Think of everything we’ve been through. No one knows
you as we do!”
The words struck me like lightning. All these creatures were made by me. They are all me.
Why am I denying who I am?
I walked closer to these dark creatures. They backed away like I’m the real monster. Their
eyes were full of fear and worry.
“This is goodbye for now, I promise I’ll be back.” I retreated and waved goodbye before
exiting the room with my fluttering friend.
The hallway looked exactly like the one in my house. I turned to the right heading toward
the front door, but something caught my eyes in the kitchen. A woman by the sink had her
back toward me, she seemed oddly familiar. She had her yellow apron on and her chestnut
brown hair tied in a bun.
“Mom? Is that you?” I questioned with my eyes wide and jaws unhinged.
The woman spins around and immediately her face worn a frown. Her hands on her hips
and her foot tapped angrily. Her eyes were entirely charcoal black like two black holes.
“Who gave you the right to call me mother? The only son I have is Jacob.” Her words cut
me like a knife, leaving me oozing with blood. “What a disgrace. I bet no one will want a son
like you.”
“Mom, I’m so sorry. Please, what can I do for you to compensate for what I’ve done?”
“To compensate? Nothing! Can you bring back my husband? Can you bring back my youth
and time? The money I have wasted on you? No! You can’t!”
“Mom, please forgive me. I’ll study harder and be more responsible. I’ll never disappoint
you again. Please just give me one last chance.”
“You’ve let me down plenty of time already. You’re never good enough for me. What’s the
point of giving birth to you? You bring nothing but misery and trouble. You leeched off my
money and time. Drove my beloved husband away. Left this family in poverty. You’re nothing
but a piece of trash!” mother screamed each time getting louder and louder.
My legs betrayed me. I dropped to the ground with my hands and knees. More tears
began to pour like an uncontrollable dam. Haven’t I cry enough today? My body trembled like
leaves. My shoulders heaved with emotion, unwilling to back down. I slammed my ﬁst against
the wooden floor. Loud and heaving sobs tore from my throat and escaped out my mouth. Why
should I be shocked? I already know mother despise me. But, why does it hurt to hear these
words coming out of her mouth?
“Jayden. Jayden!” The butterfly snapped, “This is not real. Everything is all in your head.
It’s not real. This, not your real mother.”
“You failure!” A new voice called out, “You’re the one that ruined everything. You’re the
one that ruined my childhood! You’re the one that took all mommy and daddy’s attention!”
I rose my head and saw a boy next to my mother. His brows furrowed and he wore a scowl
on his face. His eyes were the same as mother's.
“Jacob, please forgive me as well. Tell me how can I make it up to you.”
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“Fine Jayden, why don’t you leave this house.” Jacob snickered, “Don’t show your ugly face
again.”
“Jacob, please let me stay! Mom! Please! I have nowhere to go! I promise I will change!”
“Jayden. Don’t Jayden! Your family loves you. Have you forgotten what your mother and
brother look like? You should know that your mother and brother would deﬁnitely not say these
things to you.” The butterfly interrupted, “Get up!”
I hesitated, “No, I can’t. I can’t leave my family again.”
“Jayden. Get up now! Is this what you want your family to be? This is not your real family. A
real family cares about each other and be with each other through thick and thin.” the tiny
winged insect lectured, “I know this is very difﬁcult, but you have to try. I’m here to help you.
We have come across the monsters. We can overcome this, too.”
I slowly got up and trudged toward the front door. I gripped the cold metal handle and
sighed. I turned back one last time to see my family. My mother had a small smile displayed on
her face and Jacob had a wide grin on his face. No, this is not what a family should be. I closed
my eyes, took a deep breath, opened my eyes, and twisted the doorknob. I pushed past the door
and leaped down the stairs.
There I’ve done it! I had gone out of the house. Am I done?
I thought too soon. Windows from the neighborhood all swung opened with agitated
faces peeking out. People started whispering and gossiping to each other and some even came
out from their house.
What happened? What’s wrong?
Soon, more people came and surrounded me. Looking me up and down as if I’m a new
specimen. They circled me and stripped me naked with their soul-piercing eyes. More people
began to gossip and whisper and they’re getting louder and louder.
“Ew! Look at that pimple on the forehead and that greasy hair. No wonder he didn’t have
any girlfriend.” a voice mocked.
Soon, these people began to rotate faster and faster around me. Everything is a black blur.
“What about his arms and legs? They’re just like a glob of jelly.”
“Seriously, these clothes, did he picked them up from a trash can?”
“How long has he been in this emo phase? He’s so depressing every day. Can’t he try to be
happy for a day?”
Is this what everybody sees me as? I knew it. I’m a horrendous human being. Do I exist for
others to get mocked at? To be compared as inferior and ugly?
“No, Jayden. You’re not! Who cares what others think, they’re probably insecure about
themselves. They’re just wasting their time to make fun of you.” the butterfly read my mind and
answered back.
“But how can you expect me to ignore them? Tell me how?” I cowardly turned to my the
butterfly again.
“Jayden, is everything that we’ve been through is in vain? It’s time for you to face your fears
and insecurities. Let’s get out of here together.”
I took a reassuring look at the blue insect and rose my head higher, chest up, and strode
out the swirling circle. I strode out the block of my house.
Suddenly, a heavy load pounced unto my body and bounced on top of me. It yelled, “Jay
Jay, it is morning. Wake up sleepy piggy! If you don’t wake up, I will tell mommy!” Is this deja
vu? I immediately sprung up.
“Alright rascal, I’m up.”

16.

平凡

“Fall” - Bidushi Bhowmik

白日里朝阳，
夜晚里星光，
平凡的一天，
如同我平凡的一生。

Ordinary
Morning sunlight in the day,
starlight in the night sky.
An ordinary day,
just like my ordinary life.

17.

“Storm Puddles” Bidushi Bhowmik

Weather

Cyrus Bowditch

A tear rolls down a sullen face,
The years reflect through the glittering droplet.
It arcs off the side of a weathered cheek.
Now gazing up into the blanketed sky,
Fast asleep, are the stars.
Not today, they say,
Not today.
A drop breaks upon a leathery nose,
A response from the bluish clouds.
Another tear tumbles from the eye,
Tracing its path along a new smile.

18.

A Footprint

Katarina Xie
With every step forward,
the orchestra of woodpeckers grew sharper.
Under the green sky,
millions of tracks lay uncovered in the open air.
The damp earth
created a magical aura that sheltered all.
The scent of the air
was sung by the trees composing an effortless symphony.
All harmony was scorched
when the two hind legged creatures entered the image.
The trees stopped breathing,
as they were silenced.
Strange creatures, who tore down their own buildings,
danced slowly to a melodic tragedy.
Day and night lost meaning
when the artificial lights lit up the streets.
The dry arid wind whispered a warning
as it flew down the rolling hills.
Under the brown sky,
was a sea of concrete and plastic.
There were only rotting,
withered plants in the midst of towers of metal.
But none of that matters when
the earth distinguished and perished from sight.
Only a stump, an old worn down outplaced object, remained.
The footprint of a once grand forest.

19.

For A Walk

Satyam Nath

Oh yay!
Hooray!
It’s a party
Today
Full of people I know
Know and love,
People I’ve seen,
People who’ve been
My heroes till now.
What happened right now,
You’re all around me;
I should be happy.
I see you,
And you,
And you,
Who made me happy before,
But why isn’t it working now?
I need some air.
I’ll be out
For a walk.

20.

An Existential
Crisis
MIlo Goldman

I sat in my dark dark room and
thought
Of the human race, our way of life,
and
Revelations that we think not,
Forgotten like a grain of sand
What is success?
Just material in the end?
Is life just a big game of chess
That we can never seem to win?

“Unwilling” - Grace Dai

If this is so,
Happiness may not mean success
Because it can be given to anyone
Including the average Joe

What is death?
What happens next?
Is the answer scientiﬁc?
Or found in a holy text?

What is happiness?
Is satisfaction a reprieve,
Distraction from the bitterness
That is our daily routine?

So what is the meaning of life?
Who knows? Neither me nor you
But all we know the answer
Is simply 42.

What is a purpose?
Do we have a meaning that is
shrouded to us?
We are all one star in the vast sea of
our universe.
But yet we have our own life, our
solar system, for better or for
worse.

But who here knows, really?
The whole thing is somewhat silly
Theorizing about the unknown
But this ruins my whole argument,
I groan.

Is that our meaning?
To stay true
To those that are
Close to you?

So I continue to sit here in the dark
Thinking about the future and I
ponder
Whether my thoughts would ever
stay still again
Or will always seem to wander.

21.

“ARTiﬁcial” - Wing Shek

I Want To Be A Part Of It
Inspired by Frank Sinatra’s
(new york, new york)
“New York, New York”
Eliyas Encarnacion
(Start spreading the news,
I’m leaving today)

Disconnect
Interlock
Intertwine
But couldn’t be farther.
High up in the clouds
And beneath the concrete
These streets,
All live and breathe
Hyperactive heartbeat
That never stops pumping.
Pulsing
Coursing cars,
Race like adrenaline shots
Feel the vibe,
The energy,
Caffeine crazed capillaries.
These streets all leap
With java jumps

(These vagabond shoes,
are longing to stray.
Right through the very heart of it)

And pipe dreams,
It’s easy to get caught up in the buzz
Avenues singing tunes
And drumbeat drives,
The constant thrum
Or bittersweet guitar strum,
But it all gets drowned
Beneath the trumpet chorus sound
Of delayed metal screeching
Or panicked rubber squeals
It’s easy to lose yourself in the cadence.

22.

(These little town blues
are melting away.
I’ll make a brand new start of it
in old New York.)

The rhythmic heel clicks
Of better places to be,
Steady sole beats
Of better people to be,
Even pounding paw taps
Of better places to pee,
It’s a cruel game of covet me.

(I want to wake up in a city that never sleeps
and ﬁnd I’m a number one, top of the list
King of the hill,
A Number One.)

The city that never sleeps
Because it needs to feed,
Get those methamphetamines
From crimes, craze, and copy machines.
Greed and envy
Withdrawal symptoms
Of an addicted municipality,
Metropolis kept golden
Through substantiality,
I warned you.
The rush is too much,
Get swept up too easily,
The city likes to clean its streets efﬁciently
The serpents roam the concrete sea
To wait for curiosity,
You were told not to pick from the tree
But the Big Apple just looked oh so pretty

(If I can make it there,
I’m gonna make it anywhere.
It’s up to you,
New York, New York.)

23.

“Pink Lady” - Wing Shek

Nature

Sunny Hu
Flowers glisten with dew at the rise of the sun,
The silk screen being drawn to bask in light,
For the call of nature is forever beheld.
The girl comes in to groom and style.
The hair on me progressively whitens,

But the hair on them is perpetually ebony.

With whom should I speak to in the light of day?

With whom should I relish wine at the fall of night?

24.

The Window
Miracle St. Kitts

I am the window
Neither here nor there
But always present
I am neither too much nor too little
I provide both sides an inside on the other
I am the conduit but nothing else
I ﬁt neither here nor there
But rather in the vast emptiness that is in
between
I am neither here nor there
I remain stagnant and ever present
But never the center of the attention
I can be here or there at times
But never really
Sometimes the shutters are closed
And all that ﬁlls me is the null void
That is the window and its surrounding walls
I am can be closed off from the rest of the world
Or the opening that let's the light shine through
I am the exception, for while I am neither
neither here nor there
I am omnipresent

25.

Metamorphosis
Shania Sukhu

26.

Afterword
Transformation is a befitting theme
for this volume of Veritas.
You diplomatically arrived at this
theme and I watched you all (once
again) absorb our new members,
collaborate, and transform into a well
oiled machine.
Congratulations to you all on the
success of this year’s publication.
I join you in bidding our current
president, Halley Yung, farewell. He
did us proud.

Porchia Keeley
QHSSYC
Veritas Faculty Advisor
GREAT JOB, VERITAS!
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