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To our readers, 
 

 
After a year of changes and uncertainty that have 

affected our daily lives, we have found that literature, 
art, and entertainment can serve as an escape from 
reality. There is something so special about being 
comforted by the fictional, creative, tragic, and 
humorous realms found in poems, stories, and art.  
 

We would like to thank all of the writers and artists 
featured in this publication for creating these worlds 
and sharing their creativity through these pieces. It 
takes a lot of bravery to get your work out there, and we 
are so happy you chose our publication to do so. We 
would also like to thank our readers for taking the time 
to explore and reflect through this year’s publication.   
 

It is our hope that you enjoy exploring these unique 
stories as much as we have. Go forth and journey 
through this collage of creativity.  
 
 
Happy Reading! 
Molly Shottenkirk, Editor-in-chief 
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Blooms   

Kassy Nicholson 

 

limbs hang 

broken-boned from trees 

like a tornado 
struck, but it was only 
October ice 

that broke their still-green 
bodies and left us in  
darkness, cold and silent 

then late snow 

February blizzard 
dumped feet 

we watched the world 
fill up with white 
through iced glass 

too cold to touch 
too deep to play 
a blanket without warmth 

so heavy 
it stopped the world 
again 

and yet 

the sun returns 
the grass greens 

and hardy pansies 
still bloom 

their monkey faces grin 
up from a garden 

still filled with debris 

like those of us still hanging on 
through the most trying year 

(cont.) 
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we are so tired 
of living 
through history 

and yet 

we still bloom 
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Ignorant Bliss 
Francesca Iocavacci 
 

How bittersweet it is	 

To forget one’s mask. 

To think, even for a moment, that 

Everything is normal. 
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Yellow 
Mia Hall 
A heavy summer air hangs over hot, unmoving things: 
the sunflower, bent lovingly yet lifelessly toward the sun, 
the beetle, lying helpless and forlorn on its back, 
and finally the lake, not a single ripple breaking its surface.	 
	 
There is but one whose energy brings the scene to life: 
the girl who dances wildly, donning nothing but soil upon her feet	 
and a sundress, her hair tangled and face smudged with dirt.	 
	 
A cricket sighs and it seems the sun has taken the life out of everything	 
yet there she is, the girl, cutting through the heavy air and 
breaking the hot silence with harmonious humming and pitter-pattering footsteps.	 
	 
Her spinning movements send the sunflower into a sway, 
her foot brushes the poor beetle, tipping it back onto its feet, 
a breath of fresh air escapes her pink lips and creates tiny ripples along the lake.	 
	 
And so, this yellow wildflower girl brings life to what was once wilting	 
with her jovial dance— 
for what else could do such a thing but pure happiness? 
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Self Portrait at 18 
Patricia Antal 
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They Call Me Venus 
Jessica Lomas 
 

Let’s explore mortality, shall we?	 
When it comes to human life,	 
What matters in the end? 
For myself: sensuality and beauty. 
Superficial? Maybe, but it gives me life. 
I let all know: those two cause one to ascend.	 
 
How do I know? I’ll tell you.	 
I’m Venus, Aphrodite, all of the above.	 
I’m the pretty one, of course. The bombshell. 
I know, sex for some is brand new, 
But listen up babe: I’ll teach how to love 
All your carnal desires, or else, I’ll give you hell. 
 
It begins with the body. From two celestial cherries	 
That travel down to the beautiful, blushing conch 
Comes a creation so magnificent,	 
Not even the oscillating quiver of the almighty seas	 
Would ever dare to launch	 
The blissful conception that’s so infinite	 
Into the restrained practice of staying abstinent.	 
	 
Now, beautiful girls enjoy their bodies,	 
Therefore, I assist them in getting what they want,	 
No matter the risks and relationships at stake. 
Take Helen for example: her unmatched beauty 
Was something I believed she needed to flaunt,	 
But the price of beauty? A city burning at the stake.	 
(cont.) 
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So, you want to join the love club? 
There are requirements you must pass.	 
First and foremost: Thou shall be pretty. 
Thou mustn’t veil thyself behind a shrub.	 
Thou must carry thyself with absolute class.	 
Then, maybe then, we’ll let you into our holy city.	 
I’m drained from having ugly men gnaw 
At my looks, believing they can chew	 
Off a piece of me, but for that, I’m too clever. 
No need for remorse. Hippolytus dead? Aw! 
The city of Troy has fallen? Oh, boo-hoo. 
The couple turned into beasts? Whatever. 
 
This is the price they must pay 
For not listening to me say “Keep yourself at bay!” 
 
“That blight acted on temptation” old Hecuba said,	 
But listen up, baby girl, don’t listen to the ancient hag. 
Helen used the gift I bestowed her, and she won over man. 
That divine, sacred excitement will direct you both to bed,	 
And trust me darling, you will end up having the best shag 
Of your short life. All this for you, thanks to my glorious plan.	 
 
So when it comes to the end of your life, what were you like? 
Were you beautiful and fulfilled? Or were you grotesque and ghostlike? 
 
For me, I can tell you this: I was born to be this way. A glistening pearl.	 
So don’t ever mess with a pretty girl.  
  



15 
 

Reborn 
Mia Hall 
  
Phoenix is a city on fire in the light of the setting sun. 
Aptly named, it sheds its flaming feathers of sky, 
each ashy cloud slowly ebbing in the sun’s wake. 
Spindly buildings cut sharp silhouettes through the fading heat,  
black against a million shades of orange. 
The hazy sun sinks lazily until the earth swallows it whole. 
  
And so, the night rules the city  
with the moon as its liege.  
Darkness creeps into crevices,  
slithers along the city streets, 
and bleeds black into the gutters. 
  
Night marks a time of dormancy for the majestic phoenix—  
a brief period where dark snuffs out light. 
But the night’s reign is brief, and the moon 
is loyal to none but the sea. 
The phoenix shall rise again, 
and chase darkness from its throne. 
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                                                    Cold (Rewritten)	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 Alex Powell 
 
The sky is full of dark,	  
thunderous clouds,			 

and I can’t tell if it will snow or storm.			 
This atmospheric uncertainty fills me with anxiety.			 

There’s something about rain that’s intrinsically sad.			 
Maybe it’s simply associative memories,			 

or the gloomy weather. 
In another way,			 

there’s something beautiful about snow.			 
But it’s also cold.			 

And that makes my mind feel cold.			 
This emotional weather, 

makes me wonder whether,			 
I’ll actually be okay or if I’ll stay in sadness.			 

The snow is cold and sad and chilling, 
the rain is loud and detached and 

distant, and so am I.			 
I will wait for better weather,	 

processing my feelings as they fluctuate.	
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Time 
Kyla Powers  

Po sat up with a wrenching gasp, sucking in as much air as he could hold. His surroundings 
slowly filtered in, one by one: the salty ocean air. The cry of seagulls. The lapping of the waves 
at his wooden boat. The oars across his lap.  

The oars across his lap? Last Po had checked, there were no oars aboard The Blight, the ship he 
was supposed to be on now. He opened his eyes, immediately squeezing them shut again as 
they filled with the blue of the hot, burnt sky. He sat up slowly, reaching up to tug his wide-
brimmed hat low over his eyes.  

Po had never seen the ocean this way. Of course he’d been in boats, but he’d never left sight of 
the shore. This endless, endless water was... different. It felt different. The sun was magnified 
a thousand times over in the little crests of the waves, so that the entire world felt entirely too 
bright.  

The boat, itself, was entirely wrong. It was a tiny rowboat, smaller even than Po’s dingy fishing 
boat that was barely waterborne on the calmest days. Po had not the foggiest idea of how he’d 
ended up here. The best he could come up with was that possibly Ceres and Gareth had 
pitched him over the side of The Blight while he was asleep. It would be just like those two.  

Appearing so suddenly on the horizon that Po almost didn’t notice it was a tiny island. He 
glanced left and right, wondering if this was a mirage. He’d heard Rys talk about them often 
enough, when the old man recounted his days at sea. But seeing as he had literally nowhere 
else to go, he decided to go see it.  

Now, Po was an experienced rower, but he didn’t expect the island to get so big as quickly as it 
did. He’d only rowed for maybe ten minutes before the bottom of the boat was scraping sand. 
He was facing away from the island, as was the customary rowing position, and was 
thoroughly surprised.  

He threw the oars into the boat and stepped ankle-deep into the water, finally turning around 
to get a good look at the little piece of land.  

Po was not a startled person, but he almost screamed. There was a man sitting cross-legged on 
the sand.  

The island itself was indeed tiny, only three boat-lengths across. Made entirely of sand, it was 
barely large enough to hold two palm trees and some rocks. And the man.  

He was jarringly out of place and perfectly fitting-in at the same time. He wore a shirt the 
color of the water and pants the color of the sand. Bare feet, of course. His hair was white, 
spreading in long, soft tendrils out from the base of his back, but he didn’t look older than 
thirty. His skin was halfway between dark and light, a warm milky color that reminded Po of 
tide-washed sand.  
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He seemed to be meditating, as his palms were open, and his eyes closed. Before Po could 
decide whether or not to just get back in his boat and row away, the man spoke.  

“Hello, weary traveler.” 
Po jumped. The man’s words traced themselves from his mouth, but Po was still startled. The 
man smiled, still not opening his eyes. “I don’t get many visitors.” 
This was such a nonsensical thing to say on an island the size of a shack that Po’s mouth fell  

open and he started to laugh. He laughed until he couldn’t breathe, and the man didn’t 
interrupt. “I’m sorry,” Po hiccupped when he caught his breath. “This is surreal.”  

“Not surreal,” the man corrected. “This isn’t real.” He finally opened his eyes. Po sucked in a 
breath. One eye was silver as the moon, the other gold as the sun.  

“Who are you? Do I know you?” Po asked. He didn’t plan to say it, but the words just fell from 
his mouth. In a situation like this, what could one say that made sense, anyway?  

The man looked thoughtful. “I can’t remember.” 
“You can’t... remember?” Po repeated. 
The man shrugged. “Not really. Can you remember who you are?” He seemed genuinely  

interested in the answer, as if the question was actually a serious one. 
And suddenly, Po was unsure. A moment ago he was ready with his answer: he was a 
fisherman,  

apprentice to Rys and brother to Gareth and Solomon. Friend of Ceres and Alastair. His name 
was Po. How long had his name been Po? Forever? Or was he something else? 
No, this man was trying to confuse him. Po knew his name, and his story. This island could 
not  

shake him of his past. 
“I’m called Po,” he said carefully, boxing the phrase in his teeth. “I was with my crew on a ship  

called The Blight before I ended up here. Where are they?” 
Asking the man this last question might have seemed slightly ridiculous to an outsider; after 
all,  

the odds that this man knew the exact location of his friends were slim to none. But this was 
not a normal island, nor a normal man. Po knew this, just as he knew with absolute certainty 
that it was the wrong question to ask. It was as if he had asked for salt while adamantly 
pointing to the jelly bowl.  

The man smiled. “No,” he said simply. 
Po tried a different tactic. “What can I call you?” 
That long, white hair fluttered slightly in a quiet breeze. A sigh accompanied it. “Yours are  
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always so eager to name me. I suppose, if you must, you may call me Cas.” 
“Okay,” Po said. “Cas. Have you seen my crewmates?” 
Cas shrugged, a placid expression crossing his features. “Yes,” he replied. “And no.” He patted  

the sand beside him. “Have a seat.” 
Po should have been frustrated by the non-answer, but he was strangely calm. He sat down,  

crossing his legs just as Cas was doing. A question plucked at his lips, quite out of nowhere, 
but he still asked it. “Do you have any advice?”  

“It depends,” Cas replied. “Do you have food?”  

Po was on the verge of saying no, but then wondered what would happen if he said yes. 
Somehow, looking into those gold-and-silver eyes, the only wrong answer was silence. “Yes.”  

And Po had food. He looked down at the perfect, unpeeled orange in his hand, where it had 
been nestled since he had woken up in the little boat. The places where it made contact with 
his skin were warm.  

“I do like oranges,” Cas commented. Po tipped it into the ethereal man’s waiting hands. He felt 
like he was giving away a piece of his soul. But it was just an orange.  

Cas carefully peeled and sectioned Po’s soul the orange. He gave Po a slice, and Po wordlessly 
put it on his tongue. The flavor exploded in his mouth, just as real and unreal as everything 
else on this island.  

“You wanted advice,” Cas said. He held an orange slice, but didn’t eat it. “About?”  

Po remembered why he was travelling at sea in the first place. “My brother, Solomon, is dying 
of a disease. I want to find a cure.”  

“A cure isn’t advice,” murmured Cas. “Advice is something like, ‘A road is not set in stone, but 
in dirt. Roll your wagon down it enough times, and you will get stuck in your own ruts’.”  

Po blinked. “No,” he said, “I want advice on where to find a cure.” 
Cas shook his head. He finally ate the orange slice. “A cure for what?” 
“For my brother,” Po repeated, frustrated. “Who is dying.” 
Cas sighed. “He can’t die.” 
“But he is, Cas.” 
Cas put two more orange sections in his mouth. “No human can die. Your soul? Less certain.” 
Now Po was angry. “What does that mean? Of course humans can die! It happens all the time!” 
Cas stared directly into Po’s eyes, and Po became extremely aware of the fact that Cas hadn’t  

been doing this before. He suddenly felt as if he understood something extremely important -- 
or maybe everything important -- when Cas broke his gaze and he lost all comprehension. He 
couldn’t even remember what he’d been thinking about.  
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“Adam and Eve ate an orange,” Cas said, quoting an old nursery tale Po remembered from his 
childhood.  

“Wasn’t it an apple?” Po asked.  

“That’s what I said,” Cas answered, holding up another apple slice to his mouth. “You said it 
was an orange.”  

“Oh,” said Po.  

“Adam and Eve ate an apple,” Cas repeated. “They created all the bad things of the world. 
Pandora opened her box. She let the bad things free.”  

“And hope,” Po remembered. 
Cas nodded, a pleased look on his face. “And hope. Was it worth it?” 
Po shrugged. There was a length of silence, which settled comfortably between them. Finally 
Po  

broke it. “Were apples this good at the beginning of the world?” 
Cas tilted his head. “What do you mean?” 
“I mean,” Po continued, struggling to find the right words, “when Adam and Eve picked the  

apple from the tree. Was it this good?” 
Cas laughed, a melodious sound that travelled far into the waves, demanding that the ocean  

laugh with it. A few seagulls tried their best: ha, ha, ha. “Adam and Eve weren’t the first of 
humanity. They were the last.”  

Something about this statement didn’t sit right, but Po couldn’t really think about it. His head 
was swirling with color, brightening and dimming at the same time. His vision collapsed. The 
last thing he saw was the mysterious man’s eyes, burned like the sun and the moon into his 
memory and mind. 

  



21 
 

 
 

Emma silhouette 
Francesca Savone  
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This is how much I care 
Kristen Chua 
 
here we are. 

drifting by an island. 

lying on a boat, hair splayed. 

arms outstretched and pointing. 

the moon swallows the blacks of our widened eyes. 

the stars are out and we’re singing about stars. 

the singing isn’t great, but we don’t really care. 

 
we really didn’t care. 

I really didn’t care that my days were numbered. 

numbered in ways I couldn’t understand then but do now. 

numbered much like the stars, not that they were limitless, 

but limited. 

they stretched farther than I could comprehend or care to see. 

I never saw that far, none of us did. 

 
we really didn’t care. 

I really didn’t care that each star could in fact be counted, 

could in fact reach its end, could in fact burn in an instant, 

could in fact disappear from the sky, its pieces falling, 

never to even grace the water’s surface, not before it’s gone completely. 

left to the will of the atmosphere. 

no one would notice. 

and it’s not like there’s anything we can do about it anyway. 

(cont.) 
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everyone has time, it’s told to us by the stars. 

we think the time we’re granted lasts for lifetimes. 

but it’ll fizzle into the sea and sink, eventually. 

whether it be a sudden combustion or a slow burn. 

everything ends because the stars will fall one by one, 

victim to our willingness to wait and wait and wait and wait. 

we didn’t care enough. 

I didn’t care enough. 

soon we’ll be left with an empty sky and an empty lifetime. 

but who cares? 

 
and I don’t care that I’m seasick. 

others aren’t, but I am. 

sick of swaying, sick of riding the current. 

my head is swimming and maybe I’m drowning. 

I don’t care. 

the sky is dark outside, it’s empty. 

but I can’t even see it. 

I’m inside. 

maybe I’d care more if I really was drowning. 

maybe I cared all along. 

maybe I only noticed when it was too late. 

too late because I hadn’t realized my brain submerged, 

cut into snaking wormed bits, scattered away in the crashing waves, 

waves that had overrun this boat, overrun me but I had reached, 

reached and grappled with the pushing water, and the falling stars, 

and the falling limbs, cut from my own body, ripped by the current, 

but I could still see. 

(cont.) 
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I opened my eyes and saw my severed hand stitched by the starlight, 

reaching for another, grasping another and I guessed we’d cared after all. 

 
cared enough not to breathe when we sank. 
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Isolation and Barbecue 
Francesca Iacovacci 
 
I smell my neighbor’s barbecue as I run by their house 
I’m on my daily run 
Which also happens to be my daily venture outside 
Walks, runs and bike rides have been almost therapeutic for me 
Giving me a place to go when I feel lost 
Keeping me in motion when stillness intimidates me 
I spend a lot of time alone in my room now. 
Trying to fill my once-cluttered planner	 
With some source of normalcy and a routine 
What used to be classes, meetings and rehearsals	 
Are now Zoom calls and livestreams 
I pencil my friends in for Facetimes calls 
As if I have anything else going on 
I keep to myself 
I work out in my room 
I buy a sewing machine and learn to sew masks 
I read a lot 
I take online classes 
I finally have time to watch Netflix 
My eyes scream after staring at screens all day 
I have the whole summer to try new recipes 
I meal prep on the weekends for the week ahead 
I eat alone. 
They say eating together is an act of communion 
Creating a sense of community 
Even if only temporary 
I take another lap around the block	 
Just to take in that smell of barbecue again 
I know I’m loved 
I just don’t feel it. 
One foot in front of the other 
An excuse to get out of the house 
On the other side of the fence, I imagine a family cookout 
People laughing, getting along, enjoying each other’s company 
We always think the grass is greener on the other side 
I doubt my neighbor’s grass is actually greener 
But I know their backyard certainly smells better 
I actually don’t even like barbecue, 
but recently, these little olfactory snapshots of mine are my only sliver of humanity. 
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Fall in Love with Me at an Aquarium	 
Jessica Lomas 
 
Look at me through the glass. 
See my ethereal beauty 
enhanced by blue lights	 
and vibrant fish. 
 
See me through the water	 
and feel a tranquility both	 
I and the water bring you. 
Be mesmerized by creations	 
of the earth before your eyes.	 
 
Float with the fish 
as you float with me. 
Swimming away from you,	 
wistfully, as the fish do.	 
 
They were put here to be seen.	 
 
I want to be seen. 
Or do I? 
 
Do the fish want to be seen? 
Or do they merely exist 
while our eyes search for	 
a purpose, all while they 
tread through the ripples. 
 
What do our eyes search for? 
A purpose? Or a companion.	 
It’s not your eyes that are searching. 
 
You came to the aquarium to be filled	 
with knowledge of the ocean’s waters. 
But that’s only for your brain,	 
not your heart. 	 
 
You didn’t come to the aquarium to	 
learn about fish, oh no.	 
You came to the aquarium to find me.	 
(cont.) 
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Fall in love with me at an aquarium	 
while I look at the fish through the glass, 
your yearning gaze upon me.	 
 
Go on. I dare you to fall in love with me.	 
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Busy Street  

Patricia 
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the world awakens 
Mia Hall 
sunlight drips 
slow as honey 
upon the yawning earth 
	 
the trees sigh deeply	 
and stretch their limbs	 
to greet the sky 
	 
each blade of grass 
bends under the	 
weight of dewdrops 
	 
a gentle breeze	 
nudges the clouds	 
from their slumber 
	 
with sunlight in its veins	 
limbs creaking at the joints	 
and wind filling its lungs 
	 
the world awakens 
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Tagalongs and Do-Si-Dos 
 

Peyton York  
 Reading Percy Jackson and the Olympians for the fourth time was only boring if you let it 

be. 

 Theo found it much easier to let himself experience the world through the eyes 

belonging to a 12-year-old demigod instead of his 28-year-old self. He laid on his back on the 

too-small loveseat, the bend of his knees folding perfectly over the arm so he could mindlessly 

kick his feet as he held the book with one hand above his face. The ankle monitor was a 

constant weight that reminded him his right leg required more force to kick than his left. Theo 

would stop after four kicks (two per leg, so it would be equal), not realizing he would start up 

again until he stopped again. He wished he could be like Percy with Riptide, his ballpoint pen 

that turned into a golden sword whenever he took the cap off, except Theo wanted to press a 

button on the thick black band to make it slip off and disappear. Too bad he wasn’t a child of 

Hephaestus, the god of forgery, because then he could use Greek magic to create a tool to zap 

it off without the loud alarm blaring and alerting his assigned officer. He wasn’t trying to leave 

his house, but his skin was starting to rub raw underneath it, and he was too scared to try and 

pry it up to stick some gauze between the metal in fear for setting it off and lengthening his 

house arrest. He could probably explain to the officer what happened, but it wasn’t worth the 

risk, in Theo’s mind.  

 He had a dream the previous night he was a counselor at Camp Half-Blood in charge 

of sword wielding classes. He took it as a sign to restart his journey with Percy, Annabeth, and 

Grover. He felt was right alongside the trio, especially when they blew up the public bus and 

got stranded in New Jersey. That was Theo’s favorite part. 

 Being trapped inside all day wasn’t so bad when you got to spend it with your favorite 

demigods and their wacky adventures to Los Angeles. The paperback boxed set was a gift 
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from one of his older patients at the pediatric physical therapy clinic (which he hadn’t been to 

in three months, courtesy of said house arrest. Three more months to go). She was in eighth 

grade and enjoyed reading, unlike other kids her age. She explained the entire plot of Percy 

Jackson and the Olympians to him during one of their rehab sessions, and to say he was 

intrigued was an understatement. Theo had never been a fan of reading, but when she 

showed up at their last session with the boxed set in hand and said it was for him (the day 

before the accident that landed him with his dreaded ankle companion), he couldn’t turn 

down her million-watt smile.  

Besides his 4K flat screen Roku television mounted on the wall, the only form of 

entertainment in his house was a four-square bookcase filled with anatomy and chemistry 

textbooks from college with Monopoly and Uno stacked on top the pages. He wasn’t quite 

bored enough to crack open his old Exercise Science curriculum and relearn about the Spiral 

Theory to adjust leg lengths. Theo cancelled his Wi-Fi last month in an attempt to budget 

since he was out of work for six months total, so all streaming services were and had been off 

the table for a while now (he had probably watched everything on Netflix in the first week of 

his house arrest, anyway). He wouldn’t get his groceries delivered till tomorrow when his 

mother brought them, so it would be shrimp ramen for dinner once more. He could call his 

mother and ask if she could bring the groceries this evening, so he could cook a real meal to 

make his boring day slightly more interesting, but Theo wasn’t prepared to deal with the 

constant creases in her forehead and the solemn tone in her voice when she laid the Wal-Mart 

bags on his counter. She refused to look him in the eye, always fussed over wanting to put 

everything away till Theo pleaded with her how he could do it, he was doing better now. She 

frequently checked the fridge (both the one inside and the garage) for alcohol, although she 

had been the only soul in contact with him for the last three months. Unless a pack of 
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Smirnoffs appeared from thin air, Theo didn’t know another way to tell her she had nothing 

to worry about. A single thought regarding alcohol made his stomach churn. He had started to 

yearn for the daily interaction of his coworkers at the pediatric physical therapy clinic he was 

employed at, but he knew he would never be perceived the same when he returned after his 

last three months of house arrest finished-if they allowed him back. 

It was probably better to wait till tomorrow to see his mother, then.  

 The sudden chime from the doorbell caused Theo to furrow his brow, wondering who 

interrupted Percy’s jump off the Saint Louis Arch into the Mississippi River below. A harsh 

knock sounded right after the doorbell ceased its ding. Theo rolled his eyes as he dog eared the 

page and sat up. He gently sat the book on the side table and ran a hand through his dark 

blonde hair, attempting to push his bangs back. He would have to wait for a haircut until after 

his next hearing. He ignored the creak of the floorboards as he paced into the entryway to 

glance out the peephole. There was nothing on the front porch except a red Radio Flyer 

wagon filled with bright colored boxes. He tried to squint to make out the lettering. A harsher 

knock sounded, and Theo jumped back, the sudden pounding against the hardwood door 

breaking the silence. He let out a shaky breath, pushed his glasses up on the bridge of his nose, 

and faced the door. The doorbell rang again. He rolled his eyes, exhaled, and forced a smile on 

his face as he unhooked the latch and twisted the lock to reveal his visitor.  

 The collared white polo and green sash were what caught his eye first. Her sash was 

draped over her shoulder and hip, filled with an assortment of patches, all colors, sizes, and 

shapes below her troop number. Theo wondered if she could possibly fit any more on it. They 

were all placed so snug together, like Tetris blocks. Her bright blonde hair was in two low 

pigtails, a little green beret placed in the center of her head matching the tint of her skirt. Her 

Radio Flyer wagon sat behind her, stacked at least three boxes high with what Theo could 
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now make out as cookies. She beamed at him, a gap where her left canine would’ve been as 

the freckles on her cheeks scrunched together with her dimples.  

 “Hello!” She chirped with a bounce on the balls of her feet. A sudden ache appeared in 

Theo’s stomach, feeling like it was being squeezed in a fist. 

 “Hello there.” He said gently and shaky, making sure to stay behind the front door. He 

knew his perimeter extended to the street, but it still made him uneasy to step out onto his 

own front porch. He also didn’t want to risk making this little girl uncomfortable. He was 

already slightly slouched to make himself appear smaller, a tactic he’d learn from working 

with younger patients. Kids were surprisingly afraid of someone who was over six feet tall. 

 “How are you doing today?” She asked, fisting her hands in her skirt. Her voice 

sounded bright and light, like sunshine, despite her nervous gestures.  

 “I’m doing okay. I’ve just been reading.” Theo answered, the fist tightening around his 

stomach. The heavy weight of guilt started to settle in his chest. He wanted to talk to her, but 

he felt like he didn’t deserve to. “H-how about you?”  

 “I’m doing well, thank you.” She replied softly, her grown-up response causing Theo to 

raise a brow. “My name is Maggie Stein and I’m with Girl Scout Troop 235. We’re selling 

cookies to help raise money for our troop field trip. Would you be willing to help?”  

 Theo shrugged. “Um…” He leaned his head out the doorway, glancing side-to-side 

down the baren street. He titled his gaze back down to where her eager doe eyes bore into 

him. “Where are your parents, Miss Maggie?” 

 For a second, she frowned, her entire face flattening into a line. It immediately 

returned to her happy facade, the apples of her cheeks becoming prominent as her dimples 

seemed to grow larger from her bright smile.  
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 “Mommy said I’m old enough to go to the end of the block by myself.” She replied with 

a light giggle at the end. Her brown eyes were hard as stone. It felt like she could see right 

through the lens of his glasses. He felt she knew why he was keeping his distance. 

 “Oh.” He said sheepishly. He took sliver of a step back inside and Maggie didn’t budge. 

“Where, uh… Where are you taking your field trip to?” 

 Her smile seemed to grow wider. “The zoo. We’re going to learn about zookeepers and 

how they take care of the animals.” Her voice didn’t sound as bright anymore; now it was a 

cloudy day, the sunshine barely peeking through all the clouds.  

 “Sounds fun.” Theo answered with a weak turn upward of his lips. Maggie continued 

to stare at him, beaming. “Uh, yeah. I-I’ll take some cookies.”  

She eagerly nodded, her pigtails bouncing with her. “It’ll have to be in cash, if that’s 

alright?” Theo tilted his head. She spoke so properly for someone who seemed so young. 

Maybe Girl Scouts was implementing grammar lessons into their teamwork philosophy. He 

didn’t know. He wasn’t familiar with anything his patients didn’t talk about or educate him on 

youth-wise, and as far as he knew, he hadn’t had a Girl Scout in for rehab.  

 “Uh, sure, kid.” He said, brushing it off. She stared up at him, smile unfaltering on her 

face. She must be very excited about this field trip. “Let me just grab my wallet. I’ll be right 

back.”  

 Theo was only a few steps in the house when Maggie broke the silence.  

 “Do you blame yourself?”  

 Theo froze. Her tone had turned cold, any trace of excitement vanished. He was taken 

aback by her change in voice. He turned around and stared at her in the doorway, the 

overhead cover on the porch casting distorted shadows around her face. The bright sunny day 
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cascading over the street had turned gray and stormy, the near black clouds preventing any 

light from passing through.  

 “What?” Theo asked, a little breathless. The guilt in his chest started to crawl up to his 

shoulders, the fist moving from his stomach to his throat, squeezing tight. 

 “It’s quite common in this situation for a person to feel a kind of… guilt.” She said 

simply. Theo took a step back, his heel hitting the side table by the couch. He put a hand on 

his chest, fingers curling into the cotton. Maggie stared at him from the doorway, hands 

behind her back and an innocent look on her face. Her head was tilted to the side and her 

ample grin disappeared; her lips now pressed into a thin line. Her wagon was outlined behind 

her, the boxes filled with Tagalongs and Do-Si-Dos seeming oblivious to the situation. Theo 

let out a shaky breath. Maggie locked eyes with him.  

 “What situation?” He asked, barely hearing his own voice. His hand fumbled behind 

him for something physical to grab, fingers skimming the pleather on the loveseat arm as he 

pushed backward to set his weight on it. His hand tightened in his button up and Maggie’s 

eyes darkened to pitch black. 

 “The accident,” she said. Theo felt his body freeze, a cold sweat starting to form on his 

forehead. He quickly turned his head downward, the ankle monitor still sitting heavily on his 

body with the tiny red light blinking steadily. Why was this happening? How could she know? 

She had been able to see through him all along.  

His guilt had only manifested in his nightmares, never in front of him while he was 

wide awake.  

He glanced up to the open front door, expecting see Maggie and her little red wagon, 

but she was gone, and the door was left wide open. The storm clouds began to swirl in the 

distance and a crack of thunder sounded. Theo felt his chest squeeze with the sound and his 
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grip tightened on his shirt, tilting his head down and squeezing his eyes shut with all his 

strength. He tried to curl himself into a ball to protect himself from the heaviness in the air. 

He could hear his heart in his ears, the memory of the horn starting to ring, the squealing 

from tires, the screech of metal, and the screams he still wasn’t sure were from him. 

 He opened his eyes in a panic, promptly placed back in the driver’s seat of his car in 

the ditch. The vehicle was at an angle, the sound of running liquid from the busted gas tank 

leaking onto the grass below. Theo frantically scanned the small space, trying to get ahold on 

his surroundings through his swimming vision. He couldn’t tell if it was the alcohol in his 

system or from his head slamming into the back of the headrest as his car collided with the 

other. He never drank, only once in a blue moon, and the one time he did, of course he went 

overboard. He told everyone at the bar he could handle himself on the way home, he had 

sobered up enough from the shots.  

The red headlights on the car flipped over next to him cast a bright red glow over the 

dry grass, giving a sinister glow to the late night. A few drops of blood fell over his eyes from 

the glass in his forehead, the spiderweb crack in the rearview mirror seeming to taunt him. He 

quickly wiped the crimson away and tried to unbuckle his seatbelt. He pushed the button 

countless times, ignoring the pins and needles in his palms branching to the tips of his fingers. 

He furiously tried to rip the material off his chest so he could check on who he just hit, 

because it was his fault, and he needed to make sure they were alive. He yelled as he pushed 

the release button, knowing good and well he was stuck. He had been back here numerous 

times, played through this situation in his dreams, tried every possible solution. Every time, it 

was the same outcome: he was stuck and couldn’t prevent it. 

 His eyes flicked upwards toward the other vehicle, flipped to its top and a lax arm laid 

out the busted driver’s side window, pieces of glass scattered in the forearm. There was a strip 
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of fabric on the decaying grass, filled with an assortment of patches, all colors, sizes, and 

shapes below the troop number. They looked like Tetris blocks, tightly stacked together. A 

little green beret was closer to Theo’s car, the tears in his eyes blurring his vision too much to 

clearly see the spots of blood littered on the rim. 

He started to sob, let his hands slack in his lap, and laid his head down on the horn.  

 The loud noise filled his ears, but he would take it over the sound of the crash every 

time.  
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An Ice Storm in October 
Francesca Iacovacci 
 
A thick coat of ice paints the autumn trees 
With colors stolen from another season’s pallet.	 
The fall leaves and winter ice battle for dominance 
On this late October afternoon. 
The trees, not used to carrying both the weight of leaves and ice, 
Bow their weary heads, embarrassed by their lack of strength, 
Too afraid to admit they need help. 
Not created to carry such a heavy load, 
They are under attack, trying their best to stay strong 
And not show any sign of weakness. 
The unnatural sight of icicles decorating the	 
Fiery red, orange, and yellow leaves 
Is a beautiful spectacle. 
We admire and praise them 
For taking on such a heavy burden 
With such grace. 
Yet, they’re noticeably compromised. 
They gradually sink lower towards the earth, 
Some sooner than others, 
Until they can’t hold out any longer. 
One by one, each branch hits its breaking point. 
There’s a rustle in the frozen leaves	 
Like a drumroll leading to death’s big reveal. 
Swiftly and suddenly, there’s a whopping thump. 
Another one down. 
And another. 
A symphony of fallen branches 
Played throughout the night 
Until our house is surrounded by 
Dead trees and memories of warmer days. 
It is natural to break under pressure sometimes. 
Nature doesn’t apologize, 
So why should we?  


